Ad stories told by travelers, Great songs that bards have sung, O Mssflower
sumer s, faded, gone, Wen Redwal|'s stones were young. Great Hall fires on

wi nter nights, The | egends, who renenbers, Battles, banquets, conrades,

gquests, Recalled mdst glow ng enbers. Draw close now, little woodl ander, Take
this to sleep with you, My tale of dusty far-off tinmes, Wen warrior hearts
were true. Then store it in your menory, And be the sage who says To young
ones in the years to cone: "Ah yes, those were the days."

BOOK ONE
The Maid fromthe Sea
Abbot Bernard fol ded his paws deep into the wi de sleeves of his garb

From a vi ewpoi nt on the threshold of Redwall Abbey's west ramparts he watched
the hot mdsumer day drawing to a glorious close. Late evening light nellowed
the red sandstone Abbey walls, turning themto dusty scarlet; across the
flatlands, cloud layers striped the horizon in long billows of purple, anber,
rose and cerise. Bernard turned to his friend Sinmeon, the blind herbalist.

"The sun is sinking, like the tip of a sugar plumdipping into honey. A
perfect summer evening, eh, Sineon?"

The two mice stood silent awhile before Simeon turned his sightless face
toward the Abbot.

"Fat her Abbot, howis it that you see so nmuch yet feel so little? Do you not
know there is a mghty storm comi ng tonight?"

The Abbot shook his head, disbelieving, yet unwilling to deny Sineon's
unerring instinct. "A storn? Surely not!"

Si meon chi ded Abbot Bernard gently. "Perhaps you have other things on your
mnd, my friend. Maybe you have not felt the cooling breezes die away. The air
has
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becorme still and hot, the birds stopped their evensong rmuch earlier than
usual , even the grasshoppers and the buzzi ng bees have ceased what little
noi se they nake. Listen!"

The Abbot cocked his head on one side, perplexed. "I hear nothing."

Si meon chuckl ed dryly. "That is because you are hearing the sound of silence,
Bernard. One thing | have learned in ny life is to listen to the sounds of
Mossfl ower country. Every sound carries information; so does every silence.
This is going to be a mghty storm one that we have not seen the like of in
many a | ong season.”

Taki ng Si neon by the paw, Abbot Bernard led his blind conmpani on down the
ranpart steps and across the | awn toward the main Abbey buil di ng.

Sinmeon sniffed the air. "Mmm | snell hot apple pie and raspberry cream
puddi ng, and scones, fresh fromthe oven too, with danson preserve spread on
them We'd best hurry before the noles get here or there' |l be none left."

The Abbot qui ckened his pace. "How d'you know the nol es are com ng?"

"Bernard, Bernard, did you ever know Sister Sage to serve raspberry cream



puddi ng and no noles to arrive?"

"Ri ght again, Simeon. Your powers of observation |leave ne in the shade. Onh, |
nmust tell young Dandin to beat the log alarm It'Il warn anybeast stil
outdoors to conme in."

Si meon grimaced. "GCh dear, do we have to suffer that noise agai n? Young Dandin
is a bit overenthusiastic at beating a hollowlog with two clubs.™

Abbot Bernard smiled reflectively. "Yes, he does rather put his heart into it,
doesn't he. Still, | wish everyone were as willing in their duties as our
Dandin. If ever Redwal |l Abbey gets a bell, I'lIl be the first to vote him as
bel I ringer."

The two mice nmade their way between the fl owerbeds which dotted the dark
greensward. An omi nous grunble of thunder nuffled its way over the far horizon
to the northwest. Abbot Bernard turned in the doorway of the Abbey, attenpting
to conjure up his powers of snell.

"Hrmm cider poured cold fromthe cask, eh, Simeon?"
The blind herbalist winkled his nose. "Wong, it's pear cordial."

The Father Abbot of all Redwall tried not to | ook amazed. Even though Sinmeon
could not see him he mght sense his Abbot's expression
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Far, far over the horizon, far to the northwest, far across the oily blue
green billows which were rising, lashing their tops into rippling white peaks
of foam far over the abysses and deeps of the heaving seas, far fromthe
peace and cal m of Redwal | Abbey, stood Gabool the WId.

Cl ouds of jet black and slate gray boiled down out of the sky to neet the

| ashi ng waves. A blast of hot wind Iike the gust fromhell-furnace doors set
Gabool 's scarlet cape fluttering as he stood on the high cliffs of his island,
defying the el enents. Thunder booned out, forked |ightning ripped through the
| owering vault of the sky. Gabool drew his jewel-hilted sword and waved it at
the stormas he roared and | aughed in exultation. The deadly curved bl ade with
its sharp doubl e edges hummed and sang agai nst the w nd.

Gabool the WId ruled the seas, he was the dread Lord of Terranort I|sland,
King of the Searats, Warlord of all Rodent Corsairs, Captain of Captains. No
creature alive was a fiercer fighter than Gabool. Fromthe lowy position of a
young scul lyrat he had fought his way up to be the biggest, the nost savage,
the cruelest and the nost ruthless. In all the seas and oceans there had never
been a rat |ike Gabool the WId. Huge gold hoops

dangled fromhis ears, his fangs (which he had |ost |ong ago in hard-fought
conbat) were replaced by sharp jutting gold canines, each one set with a
glinting green emerald. Below his weird yell ow bl ood-fl ecked eyes, an enornous
dark beard sprouted and curled, spilling dowmn to his broad chest, silk ribbons
of blue and red woven through it. Wenever Gabool noved, his rings, bracelets,
nmedal s and buckl es jangl ed. CGold, turquoise, silver, ivory—plunder fromthe
far places of the high seas. Strange weapons with shimering tw sted bl ades
were thrust into the purple sash about his waist. Dangerous to serve and
deadly to trust, he stood laughing in the teeth of the gale, satisfied that
the creature who had dared go agai nst himwas now fish bait on the seabed,
Thunder crashed overhead as the skies released a del uge of whipping, |ashing
rain. Lightning crackled around the rocky tor, illum nating the barbaric



figure as if even the high heavens were chall engi ng him

The Warlord of all Waters threw back his huge head and shrieked out his battle
cry to the storm

" Gaaaabooooool ! "
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The pitifully tiny figure of a nobusemaid was hurled about Iike a chip of bark
in the eastward rush of high roaring seas. Tornmented rolling waves, whipped to
a frenzy by the screeching wind, billowed and swelled, |ong conbing chariots
pulled fiercely along by tossing white stallions of foam and spray.

The nmousenmi d, partially stunned, dared not even |l et one paw free to undo the
rope about her neck. Her nunmbed paws clung grimy to a jagged spar of
driftwood as she plunged wildly about in the nmaddened waters, now on top of a
wave high as a castle, hurtling down blue green valleys into a trough that
yawned |i ke a deep, dark nonster nouth, now being spun sideways with the
spune, now being flung backwards from greater heights to vaster depths.

The rope becane tangled around the wooden spar; painfully the little maid
tried to bite at the henp. Seawater gushed into her nouth, and she retched as
the water threatened to choke her. A flailing end of rope struck her across
the eyes. Unthinkingly she let go of the spar; it whipped off in a different
direction fromher. Wth both paws tearing feebly at the rope circling her
neck, she was shaken about like a small fish upon rod and line.

Al'l consciousness was finally beaten from her body when the spar struck her
across the head, and the helpless figure was | ost anmid the poundi ng crashing
seas. Obscured by the boiling cloud curtains above the mael strom not even the
stars or nmoon were witness to the fate of the little nmousemaid, victim of
Gabool 's cruel whim

Close to the north side of the Abbey buil ding, a new construction was under
way.

Astride the wooden scaffolding of a half-finished bell tower, young Dandin
pounded doggedly away at the holl ow beech | og.

Thonkt honkt honkt honk

Though he was a sturdily built little nouse, he felt hinself driven aback by
the blasting wind. Shaking rainwater fromhis eyes, he bent his head agai nst
t he onsl aught of the storm and continued stubbornly thwacking the log with two
hefty yew cl ubs. Wenever Dandin raised his gaze slightly he could see the
fringe of surroundi ng Mossfl ower Wods swayi ng and hissing, rustling and
sighing, like a restless ocean

"Dandi n, come down, you'll catch your death up there!"

The young nmouse peered over the scaffold, shielding his eyes against the

del uge. Draped about with a clean worn-out floursack, Mther Ml lus, the
Redwal | badger, stanped a huge paw upon the wet sward.

"D you hear ne, young nouse? | said down, this instant!"

Dandi n bl ew rai nwater from his whiskers, smling

rogui shly he called back, "Right this instant, marm just |like you say."



W thout a backward gl ance Dandin threw hinself fromthe tower and cane

pl ungi ng earthward to the accompani nent of the badger's startled grow s. Not
nmore than a fraction fromthe ground, he stopped falling and swung there,
dangling by a strong vi nerope harnessed about his waist. Dandin touched his
nose with a wet paw

"Came as quick as | could, marm..."'

A huge paw cuffed himroughly about the ears as Mbther Mellus freed himfrom
the encircling vinerope. Tucking himfirmy in her el bow crook Iike a baby,
she hurried in out of the rain, scolding Dandin as he conpl ai ned | oud and

| ong.

"Put me down. |I'mnot a baby, | can walk ..

"No, you're not a baby, you're a young pickle, d you hear, and you should know
better. Throwi ng yourself froma high tower like that! By the weasel's
whi skers, you scared me out of ten seasons' growth!"

"I know what |'mdoing; it was conpletely safe. Now will you put me down?
can stand on ny own paws, you know ..."

"Il put you down, you young rip. Next time I'll tan your hide so hard you
won't be able to sit down until berrypicking. Just let me catch you junping
from high places |ike that again! Wiat'd you do if the vines snapped, eh? Then
we woul dn't have to dig a grave. You'd go so far into the earth when you hit
the ground you'd be able to shake paws with the taproots of an oak. Be still,
you little blaggard, or you'll feel the back of ny paw. Young Abbey beasts

t hese days, | don't know ..."

Scol di ng and arguing by turns, the young nouse and the ol d badger went inside
t he Abbey. Mther Mellus kicked the huge door shut behind her, |eaving the
stormto rage on outside.

Across Great Hall in the cozy surroundings of Cavern Hol e, Abbot Bernard sat
at head of table with Brother Simeon on his |left paw and Forenole, the nole

| eader, on his right. Lanterns tw nkled around the honely festive board, noles
jostled shoulders with m ce, hedgehogs sat next to otters and squirrels. The
Abbey infants were allowed to sit at table with their elders; they were mainly
woodl and orphans gathered in by Mther Mellus—baby m ce, small hedgehogs, a
young squirrel and twin otters who had been brought by their parents. Little
ones who were known as Di bbuns, they were sat on the table edges, facing the
Brothers and Sisters of Redwall, the good mice who tended and cared for them

Redwal | fare was fanous throughout the |Iength and breadth of Mbssflower. The
Abbey grew all its own produce, and Redwal | cooks were experts.

Foremol e had his nose buried in a raspberry cream puddi ng, speaking in the
rustic nole | anguage through nouthfuls of his favorite sweet.

"Hohurr, baint nuthen loik rabserry pudden, no zurr. G could eat this yurr
pudden till next noleday an' still ax furr nore.”

Gabe Qill, the hedgehog cell ar-keeper, held a noggin of pear cordial up to a
lantern, swishing it about as he inspected its bright amber color critically.

"Hmm what d'you think of that for a touch of good cell ar-keepin' ?"

A big male otter naned Flagg relieved Gabe of the drink and slurped it down in



one gul p.
"Very nice, sir. Too good to swill cellars down with."
Gabe's face was a picture of indignation. "Wiy you 'orrible otter!"

Grubb, a baby nole, |ooked up at the general |aughter. W ping damson jam from
his snout, he shook a small digging paw at Gabe Quill

"You'mcan 'ave an 'orrible oW, but otters is orful, buhurr aye."
10

Sister Serena, a rotund nmouse who ran the Abbey infirmary and sickbay, w ped
the jam from G ubb's whi skers and passed hima bow of honeyed nilk as she
repri manded him

"Hush now, Grubb. Don't correct your elders."
Grubb sucked noisily at the mlk, comng up with a cream coated chin.

"Burr elders, Dandin says oi'ma liddle owd feller, that be naken oi an el der
too. Betcher oi'melder'n they, an' woiser may' ap."

At the head of the table the Abbot paused with a hot scone between paw and
nmout h. "The | og pounding's stopped. Were is Dandin?"

Si meon took a sip froma foam ng tankard of Cctober ale. "In the kitchen
Can't you hear hinP He's getting a drying-down, dry clothes and a good
telling-off fromMellus."

The reprimands of Mellus and the protests of Dandin echoed | oudly down the
corridor between the kitchen and Cavern Hol e.

"Keep still, your ears are saturated!"

"Omow | won't have any ears left, the way you' re going. Quch! And |'m not
wearing that great big habit, it belongs to fatty Brother John."

"Qoh, you ungrateful little scanp! How dare you call Brother John a fatty when
he was good enough to Il end you his spare robe! Hey, cone here, come back,
say ... "

The smack of wet paws on the floor of the passage to Cavern Hol e announced the
cul prit's escape. Dandin scanpered in. He sat between Forenole and a squirre
naned Rufe Brush. G abbing a wedge of speckled nut-cheese, he jamed it
between two slices of oat farl and began munchi ng, pouring hinself a beaker of
cold strawberry cordial as he did. Flagg, the big otter, wi nked at Dandin and
passed hima bow of otters' hotroot sauce to dip his farl into.
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"Aye aye, matey, run a-foul of Ma Mellus again, have 'ee? Quick an' dip yer
bows now-yonder she cones."

Dandi n ducked beneath the table just in time. Mther Mellus cane bustling by,
a clean linen bonnet tied about her great striped head. She nodded to the
Abbot and took her place at the far end of table in a large arncthair. Sitting
two young mice on her lap and a baby nole on the armof the chair, she soon
forgot Dandin as she occupi ed herself feeding the D bbuns, w ping chins and



general |l y taking charge.
"Come on now, little one, eat up your woodl and sal ad. Pudding later."
"No, don't lika sala', wanna pudden."

"Salad first, pudding later. You want to grow up big and strong |Iike ne, don't
you?"

"No, wanna stay lickle an' eat pudden alia tine!"
Abbot Bernard reached beneath the table and nudged Dandi n.

"You can come out now, young mouse. Mther Mellus has her paws full with those
Di bbuns. You did a fine job as | og banger, Dandin, though there was no need to
stay out in the stormso long."

Dandi n sat up proudly and reached for a raspberry cream puddi ng.

"Thank you, Father Abbot. | stayed out until | knew all our Abbey creatures
were inside, safe and dry. It's nmy job."

Blind Sineon sniled. "Well done, young Dandin. You're just the type of nouse
Redwal | Abbey needs. One day when the Abbey is fully built and conpl eted, who
knows, you could be our next Abbot."

Dandi n winkled his nose, not too pleased with the idea. Abbot Bernard | aughed
heartily.

"No Abbotship for you, eh, young rip? It's easy to see that you cone fromthe
line of Gonff the Mousethief. | wish that Martin the Warrior had |eft
ancestors behind. "

Si meon held up a paw. "Maybe he did, ny friend—
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not direct descendants, but spiritual ones. Martin was a Warrior and the
founder of Redwall; his presence is all around us in these very stones. | have
never talked with a creature whom| felt was actually touched by Martin's
spirit, but then we have never needed such a one in this time of peace.
However, | feel that one day before my seasons have run, | will neet sone
creature whose |ife has been touched by the shadow of our Warrior."

Ruf e Brush | ooked up froma plate of hazel nut cream and appl e pie.

"Not on a night like this you won't, Sineon. Listen to that rainstorm Any
creature out on a night like this nust be drowned by now "

Si mreon was about to answer when he suddenly turned his face aside and cl asped
a tabl e napkin to his nose.

"Whaaaw Sonebeast's eating wild garlic!”
A fat nole naned Burgo several places down with a clothespin fitted snugly
upon his nose was tucking into a big basin with a spoon. He waved a paw at

Si neon.

"Burr, nor ¢c'n oi stan' the smell o' garleck. O do dearly luvs the taste of
it tho'. '"At's whoi oi keeps nbi snowt pegged! Garleck woild soup! Nuthin'



loik et, zurr."
Ami d the | aughter that followed, Dandin turned to Rufe Brush.

"By the fur, Rufe, that rain sounds as if it were trying to knock our Abbey
down. You were right, anybeast out in this nust be well drowned by now"
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Fort Bl adegirt stood at the edge of the high rocks which towered above
Terranort cove, the big window of its banqueting hall facing out to sea. It
had a courtyard and a high wall which ran around its perimeter where the
ground was open, though part of the actual fort building integrated with the
outer wall where it overhung the cove. The entire structure was built from
solid rock with heavy wooden doors at the entrances both to the fort and
courtyard. On three sides it was overlooked by hills. Gabool the WId had
taken it as his by right; indeed whoever owned Bl adegirt was absol ute King of
Searats, as long as he could hold it. Inside the fort chaos and misrule were
the order of the day. Corsair rats left their ships to cone ashore after |ong
pl underi ng voyages. They nmade their way to Bladegirt in droves, leaving their
ships at anchor in the cove. Roistering, fighting, ganbling and drinking, the
searats enjoyed their shore | eave after the hardships of a life at sea

In the high banqueting chanmber Gabool spraw ed on a carved rock throne, which
he had made nore confortable by covering it with the skins of his slain

enem es. He stared with |oving fascination at a great bell doninating the
center of the floor; monumental in its size the prize stood, reflecting the
torchlights and

revel ry through its burni shed sheen. Copper, silver, brass and gold had been
used in its casting. Heaving hinmself up, Gabool strode forward, sword in one
claw, a chalice of wine in the other as he traversed the perinmeter of his
greatest prize. Ginning like a child with a new toy, he tapped his swordbl ade
agai nst the nmarvel -ous bell; the soft nusical note vibrated gently like a

gi ant harp strunmed by the wind. As he wal ked, Gabool's restless eyes roved up
and down, fromthe strange figures enbossed around the top to the intricate
words rangi ng around the w de base of the great bell.

Gabool was puzzled as to their neaning, but they were pretty decorations which
made his prize all the nore fascinating to | ook upon

"Blood 'n' thunder, Cap'n. Gve it a good belt an' let's hear it ring out!" A
burly drunken searat nanmed Hal fnose pulled a wooden cudgel fromhis belt and
thrust it toward Gabool. Wth |ightning speed the Warl ord grabbed the club and
crashed it down on Hal f-nose's skull, at the sane time |anding a thrusting
kick into the drunkard's belly, which sent himreeling into an open cask of

wi ne. Hal fnose slunped across the wine, his head subnmerged. Gabool roared wth
| aught er.

"Drink or drown, seascum Nobeast cones near Gabool's bell!"

The carousing searats shrieked their appreciation at his joke. Gabool pointed
at Hal fnose with his sword.

"If he ever gets out o' there, give hima cup of winet' revive him"

This caused further nerrinent, except fromthe table where Bludrigg, Captain
of the ship G eenfang, sat with his mates. Though Gabool | aughed as heartily



as the others, Bludrigg had not escaped his notice. Everyone was | aughi ng, but
not Bl udrigg-—Bludrigg the surly, Bludrigg the argunmentative, Bludrigg the
troubl e- causer, the seadeck | awer. Gabool watched him

closely. Bludrigg, who could sense the schemng mnd behind his King's fal se
nmerrinment.

Thi ngs between the King of Searats and his Captain had been building to a head
for a long time; Gabool decided to settle accounts with Bludrigg now. GCulping
wine fromthe chalice and allowing it to spill freely into his beard, Gaboo
pretended to stagger drunkenly. He winked in a friendly nanner and thrust his.
sword point down into a chest of booty. Tottering over to the table, Gaboo
banged the hal f-enpty chalice down in front of the G eenfang' s Captain.

"Bludrigg, nme old matey, c¢'non, drink up!"

Bludrigg' s face was sullen as he thrust the chalice aside.

"Don't want no wine. | can drink all | want aboard me ship."

Al'l around the hall they stopped drinking, singing and ganbling; an air of
expectancy settled over the searats. Gabool blinked, as if trying to shake off
the effects of the wine, and swayed slightly.

"Food then. Can't have ny Captain starvin'. Roast neat, fruit, fish, sugared
preserves? Here, bring m friend Bludrigg sonme vittles."

Bl udrigg's swordclaw fondled the hilt of his sheathed scinmitar.
"Leave the food, Gabool. | eat well enough.™

Gabool sighed, shaking his head as if in puzzlenent. He sat next to Bludrigg
and threw a conradely claw about his shoul ders.

"Hmm no wine, no food, no smle on nme old shipmate's face. Wat d'you want
t hen, bucko?"

Bl udri gg shook Gabool's claw off. He stood upright, knocking the chair over
behind him his eyes blazing with suppressed rage at the drunken Varl ord.

"I want my share of the plunder. There's been none fromthe |ast three
sailings. I'mtellin" you, Gabool, | want my portion of the booty—an' 1|
have it tonight, cone hell or high water!"
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From around the packed hall there were nmurnurs of agreement. Gabool spread his
arms wi de and snmil ed.

"Blow me down! Is that all? Wiy didn't you say so sooner?"
Bl udrigg was | ost for words; the expected clash had not conme. Now he felt
slightly foolish in front of his crew. He shrugged, nunbling hal fheartedly; he

tried excusing hinself as if he were conpl ai ning on behalf of his searats.

"Well, | never thought. . . . It's just that my crew were startin' to
conpl ain, they thought you'd forgotten us ..."

Gabool | ooked injured. He went over to the chest of booty, where his sword
stood upright amd a heap of armets, goblets, baubles and shiny stones.



Drawi ng forth the sword, he turned one or two itens over with its point unti
he found what he sought. Gabool flicked the sword up as a shiny gold coronet
studded with gens slid along its bl ade.

"Aharr, friend Bludrigg, the best for you. A crown fit for a King!"

Bludrigg felt a sudden rush of confidence; he had done it! Gabool was
notoriously mean with plunder, but he, Bludrigg, Captain of the G eenfang, had
actually got the better of Gabool. The King of Searats had backed down before
him Bludrigg' s chest swelled as he accepted the beautiful coronet from
Gabool 's sword- bl ade and placed it on his head. A cheer rose fromthe conmpany
as Gabool spread his arns wi de. Extending the sword away from Bl udrigg, he
addressed them

"See, yer scurvy wave-riders. Pay attention, you jetsamof the oceans, | am
Gabool the WId, this is how !l repay nme friends. ..." Wthout warning Gaboo
swung a powerfully savage blow with his sword. "And reward ny enemes!"

Even the hardened searats nmoaned in horror as the head of Bludrigg thudded to
the floor. The coronet
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rolled in front of Gabool. He picked it up on the dripping sword bl ade and
held it forth to the assenbly. "Wuld anyone else like to wear the crown,
mat eys?"
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Her al ded by the call of seabirds, eastern sunrays fl ooded warm and gol den into
a sky of calmblue reflected in the mllpond sea bel ow. The angry storm had
passed, |eaving sunmmer serenity in its wake. The sun warned the wet bundl e on
the flotsamstrewn tide-line until it stirred. Seawater and bile flooded from
t he nmousenai d's nmouth as she coughed feebly. The danmp paw set tiny flies
buzzing as it reached for her throat and began weakly grappling with the
knotted rope. The wooden spar |ay across her back. A seabird | anded upon it;

t he added wei ght caused the nobusenmaid to vomit nore salt water forth with a
gurgling groan. Startled, the bird rose noisily into the air, cheated of the
carcass it had taken for dead. Qther seabirds began to wheel and circle
overhead. Atiny crab tried nibbling at the maid's rough wet burlap dress,
gave up and scuttled away.

Fi nal ly undone, the rope fell away from her bruised neck. Painfully she
shifted the spar and rolled over onto her back. The npusenaid |lay stil

awhi |l e; sonme of the nore venturesone seabirds spiraled | ower. Rubbing sand and
grit fromher face with the back of a paw, she opened both eyes, inmmediately
shutting them agai n agai nst the glare of sunlight. Small wavelets trickled and
| apped gently away fromthe shore; the tide was ebbing. The nousemai d ventured
to explore the wound that the spar had inflicted upon her head. She w nced and
left it alone. Turning over again, she shielded her eyes with her paws and
rested on the firmdanp sand, soaking up the life-giving rays of the
conforting sun. A large speckled gull landed close to her. Readying its
dangerous beak, it stalked slowy forward; the nouse-maid watched it from

bet ween her paws. Wthin a neck-length of her prostrate body the sea gul

st ood upon
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one webbed foot and began bringing its beak down in an exploratory peck



Thwack\

She swung t he wet-sand-wei ghted end of the rope. It was knotted and her aim
was good. The rope's end thudded solidly into the bird s right eye. Wth a
squawk of pain and distress the sea gull did an awkward running takeoff,
flopping into the air and dispersing its al armed conpani ons.

The little nousemai d began draggi ng herself | aboriously up the beach, her

t hroat parched, mouth dry, head aching, |linbs battered al nost nunb by the
poundi ng seas. She reached a tussock of reedgrass in the dry sand above the
tideline. Pulling the grass about her, she lay down in the safety of its
shelter. As sleep descended upon her weary body, strange thoughts flooded her
m nd. She coul d not renmenber who she was, she had no name she could recall;
apart fromthe storny seas that had tossed her up, there was no nenory of
anyt hi ng—+t was all a cloudy gray void. Were had she come fron? \Where was she
now? \What was she doi ng here? Were was she goi ng? Her |ast thought before

sl eep envel oped her brain was that she was a fighter. She could beat off a
large sea gull with a rope's end, even lying stranded and hal f-dead from
exhaustion, and she had survived the sea.

She was alive!
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Dawn arrived clad in hushed rosiness upon the wake of stormtorn night. Abbot
Bernard had not |ain abed, he was up and about. Concern for his bel oved
Redwal I had driven sleep fromhis mnd; the ravages of gale-force w nds and
rain woul d need repairing. He made a swift tour of inspection, finishing up on
the east battlements. Leani ng back upon the strongly hewn stones, Bernard

all owed hinself a sigh of relief. There was not nmuch that any weat her
conditions, no matter how severe, could do to the Abbey. However, there were
br oken branches and wecked tree |inbs overhanging the ranmparts to the east
and north, with here and there sone ill-fated sapling or holl ow woodl and
nmonarch toppl ed against the walls. Inside, the grounds had | argely been
protected by the outer structure—a few crops flattened, fruit bushes in

di sarray and a | oose wi ndow shutter on the gatehouse bl own awy. The Fat her
Abbot descended the wallsteps thankfully and went to summon Forenole to head a
repair crew. They could attend to the danage after breakfast.

The cal mafter the stormalso had its effect upon the inmates of Redwal |
Abbey. Young creatures tunbled out of the Abbey building into the sunlit
nmor ni ng. Whoopi ng and shouting, they teened into the orchard
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to gather fruit brought down by the winds of the gale. The otter tw ns Bagg
and Runn frisked and bounded around the apple and pear trees to the strawberry
patch, then lay on their backs, squeaking with |laughter as they gobbled up the
juicy fruit, inventing fictitious reasons as to why the berries were |lying
there.

"Heehee, | ook what was bl own down fromthe strawberry trees by the wi nd | ast
ni ght. Heeheehee!"

Durry Quill, Gabe Quill's little nephew, joined them He sat in the strawberry
patch, trying to decide which was the biggest berry, eating all the possible
candi dates as he listened to the otters. Durry was not at all sure whether he
shoul d believe they had come froma strawberry tree.

"Strawb' rry trees, 1 don't see no strawb'rry trees. \Were be they?"



Bagg coughed hard to stop hinmself tittering. He put on a serious face as he
explained the logic of fictitious strawberry trees to the puzzled little
Durry.

"Teehee, er harunmph! What? You never see'd a strawb'rry tree. Dear oh dear
Why, they're great giant things with blue speckly |eaves, very light of
course, only weigh as much as two goosefeathers. That's why the w nd bl owed
"emall away. Whoosh! Straight o'er the top of the Abbey walls.”

The gullible Durry | ooked fromone to the other, half convinced.

Runn nodded serious agreenment and continued the story. "Sright, | see'd it
mesel f fromthe dormitory wi ndow Way away they bl owed, all those poor old
great strawb'rry trees, carried off by the wind to the Gongl eboo nmount ai ns
where the G ungl ypodds live."

A hal f-eaten strawberry dropped fromDurry's open nmouth. "G unglyboo's
nmount ai n where G ongl epodds |ive, where be that?"

Under a nearby pear tree Dandin stood paws on hips with his friend, young
Saxtus the harvest nouse. Both smled as they listened to the two otters
| eadi ng Durry
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Quill astray with their tall tales. Saxtus bit into a windfall pear and
gri maced.

"Don't know why we came out here to eat fruit. Mst of these windfalls aren't
even ripe yet. Taste this pear, hard as a rock."

Dandin sat down with the otters and Durry. "No, thanks, "Il try ny luck with
all these berries that fell fromthe strawberry trees." He | ooked over the top
of a large strawberry at Bagg and Runn. "Strawberry trees indeed! You two
shoul d be ashaned of yourselves, telling a poor little hedgehog such whoppi ng
great fibs."

Saxtus sat down with them keeping his nornmally solem face quite straight.
"Dandin's right, y'know. Oters that tell lies get carried off by the big pink
Wat er - bogl e. "

Bagg tossed a strawberry into the air. It missed his mouth and bounced off his
nose as he remarked airily, "Ch the pink Waterbogle. W' ve been carried off
twice this summer by him haven't we, Runn?"

Runn gi ggl ed. "Teeheehee! 1'Il say we have. We told himso nmany whoppers he
said he's not carrying us off anynore."

Fromthe direction of the damson and plumtrees Sinmeon's voice interrupted.

"Saxtus! Dandin! Brother Hubert wants you for your Redwall history and

recording |l essons. He is not getting any younger, and soneday we will need a
new recorder; traditions nmust be upheld. Come on, young scanps, | know you're
there!™”

The two young mce dropped flat in the strawberry patch, Dandin hol ding a paw
to his lips.

"Shush! It's Sineon. Lie | owhe night go away."



The steady pawsteps of the blind herbalist came nearer. Sineon called again.
"Come on, you two. | know you're hiding in the strawberry patch."

Saxtus tugged Bagg's tail and wi nked at the young
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otter. Bagg wi nked back as he called out, "lIt's Bagg and Runn, Sineon. W're
the only ones here."

Si meon appeared, chuckling. "lI'mgoing to count to three, and if you two
otters and that nephew of Quill's aren't off to the Abbey kitchen to help with
the chores, 1'll tell Mdther Mellus to cone and fetch you with a hazel tw g.
As for Saxtus and Dandin, unless you want nme to give you an extra |lecture on

t he val ue of nightshade and canpion as herbs, you'll conme out now and stop
lying there trying to breathe lightly. | may not have eyesi ght but ny ears and
nose have never deceived ne yet."

Saxtus and Dandin stood up ruefully, w ping away dew from their novices
habits. Wordlessly they foll owed Sinmeon to the gatehouse at the entrance to
the outer walls. Sineon strode boldly ahead, a smile hovering about his lips.

"Hmm pity the strawberry trees got blown away in the storm You could have
clinmbed up one and hidden in its branches.”

Brot her Hubert sat at his desk in the gatehouse. Though Redwal | Abbey was of
no great age, he was surrounded by ol d books, parchments and scrolls. Dust was
everywhere. It settled in layers on furniture and shelf alike, providing a
fine patina to the tomes and volunes piled willy-nilly, coating the yell owed
parchnents and witing materials, lazily drifting in a slow swirl around the
nmor ni ng sunlight shafts flooding through the wi ndow. Hubert Kept his head bent
to the task of recording the Abbey's daily life, the long feathered quill pen
wavi ng back and forth as he wote. Saxtus and Dandin stood in front of him
listening to the scratch of quill on parchnent, keeping a respectful silence
until Brother Hubert spoke to them Looking over the top of his spectacles,
Hubert blinked severely. "Wat is punctuality?"

Saxt us spoke out. "The respect we show other creatures by being on tine."

"Hmm you two young Brothers have nore respect for strawberries than you do
for me, is that not right?"

Saxtus and Dandin stood in silence. Brother Hubert put aside his pen
"Tell me in turn our Abbey charter. Dandin, you may begin."

Dandi n swal | owed hard, |ooked at the ceiling for inspiration, shuffled his
paws and began hesitantly.

"Er, to be Brothers and Sisters of peace and goodwill, er, living together in
har mony under the protection of Redwall Abbey, er, er, forsaking al
unnecessary forns of violence, not only to Mossflower, its trees, grasses,
flowers and insects, but to all living creatures ..."

Br ot her Hubert nodded at Saxtus to continue. He did so with nmuch nore
confidence and | ess hesitancy than Dandi n.

"To help and confort the di spossessed, harbor orphans and waifs, offer shelter



to all creatures alike, give clothing, warnth and food to any beast or
creature that is deened in need of such. To educate and | earn, particularly in
the healing arts, confort the sick, nurse the injured and hel p t he wounded

Dandi n recei ved Brother Hubert's nod to continue from Saxt us.

"Er, er, help the wounded. . . . Er, lessee now, er. . . . Oh yes! To take our
food fromthe earth and replenish the land by caring for it, er, husbandi ng
crops and living in harnony with the, er, seasons always. To honor and protect
our friends and brethren, only raising paw to do battle when our life at
Redwal | is threatened by treachery and the shadow of war; at these tinmes every
Redwal | creature should show courage, fortitude and obedi ence to the Father
Abbot. Al beit the taking of another life must always be justified and never
carried out in a wanton manner." Brother Hubert came out from behind his desk.
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"Well done, Saxtus, and very clearly spoken. As for you, young Dandin, you
stamer and hesitate, you seemto have difficulty in remenberi ng—except, that
is, until you cone to the part that deals with treachery, war and battle."

Dandi n | ooked down at the floor, gnawing at the side hairs of his paw

Brot her Hubert | eaned back against the desk, took a beaker of cordial, blew
some dust fromits rimand took a sip before continuing.

"Right, Saxtus. Tell nme what has been going on in Great Hall for three seasons
now. "

Saxtus stroked his chin thoughtfully.

"Going on ... Geat Hall . . . er, er. Ch, is it the making of sonme cloth
picture? |Is that what you nmean, Brother Hubert?"

Brot her Hubert polished his spectacles upon his habit sleeve.

"I don't know, are you asking me or telling ne? My ny, what a pair of little
puddenheads. See if you can tell him Dandin."

This time it was Dandin's turn to brighten up

"In Geat Hall for the past three seasons, actually it's three and a half, the
Brot hers and Sisters, also nany woodl anders, are conbining their skills to
make a wonderful tapestry. This will depict our founder, Martin the Warrior
showi ng how he battled with villainous vernmn, foxes, rats, stoats, ferrets
and weasel s, even a huge wildcat |like that awful Tsarmi na. Martin the Warrior
wasn't bothered by those evil beasts, oho no; he got his fanpbus sword and
buckl ed on his bright arnor, took up his shield and drove them from Myssfl ower
country. Whaml Blatt! He whirled his deadly blade, the rats screaned, the
foxes dived into hiding. Sw shl Chop\ Martin was right after them and he
whirled his sword an-"

"Enough, enough, you bl oodthirsty young scanp. How do you know all this?"
Dandin smled. A reckless light burned in his bright eyes.
"Because the father of ny father's father was Gonff the Prince of

Mouset hi eves, Martin the Warrior's fanmous conpani on. He coul d steal the nose
from under your eyes while you were watching and he was a great ball ad-naker."



Br ot her Hubert nodded wi sely. "Yes indeed, an unusual fellow by al
accounts—thief, rogue, warrior, questor, but all for the good of other
creatures. He married the lovely Colunbine, if ny nenory serves me rightly, so
he coul d not have been too bad a creature. Never let ne catch you stealing,
young Dandin. Wait, there was sonething | nmeant to tell you. Ah yes, | have it
here sonmewhere. "

He began runmagi ng anong piles of old records until the dust flew, finally
coming up with a small object. By this time all three were coughi ng and
spluttering amd the dust. Hubert shepherded them outside into the cool shadow
of the ranparts before he presented Dandin with the item It was a small

flute, beautifully made from a piece of straight appl ewood, bored out by a
red-hot iron rod and wonderfully carved, and it had an ornamental letter "G
near the nout hpi ece.

"I was | ooking through sone ancient records,"” Brother Hubert explained. "They
said that the famly of Gonff |lived down at old Saint N nian's church for six
generations. Before Gonff noved away from Redwal | Abbey, however, he was
presented with a flute by Abbess Gernaine, our first Abbey Mdther. But
apparently CGonff thought it was far too splendid and fancy for hi mhe
preferred a reed flute —so he left this behind. |I think this is the flute; it
carries his initial and | ooks very old. I"'msure it belongs rightly to you,
Dandi n. Do you think you can play it?"

Dandi n gazed at the flute, his eyes shining. "I'll certainly try, Brother."
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Hubert dusted his habit before returning to the gatehouse.

"Good, perhaps we'll hear you at the Abbot's M dsunmer Jubilee feast?"
Saxtus squinted at the sun. "Wen's that, Brother?"

"Three days hence, though sone of the ol der Brothers and Sisters have been
planning it for quite a while now OQur Father Abbot is very nodest and does
not want to cause too nmuch fuss, so we have kept it quiet; we didn't want to
get you young ones too excited. Still, | suppose you' ve got to know at sone

poi nt "

Bot h young mice | eapt for joy, hugging each other and | aughing al oud at the
prospect of the great event.

"Hurray! Abbot Bernard' s Jubilee feast. Redwaaaaaaal Il!"
Brot her Hubert's dry, dusty old features broke into a wide grin.

"Go on now, be off with the pair of you. No doubt you'll be needed to help
with the preparations.”

Si ster Sage was not on duty serving breakfast that norning. She took herself
off for a breath of fresh air on the ranparts, enjoying the soft breeze that
drifted over Mssflower Wods.

She came down from her norning stroll along the walltop to join Brother
Hubert, and together they watched the two young m ce hopping and | eaping |ike
wild crickets, across the sunlit lawns and fl ower beds, toward the Abbey

ki t chens.



Si ster Sage chuckl ed and shook her head. "Cowslips! Look at those two young
"uns, would you! It nmakes you feel good to be alive on a sumertide."

Wth that, she hopped off after them capering madly despite her |ong seasons.
Brot her Hubert attenpted a small caper, until dust arose fromhis habit and
his glasses fell off. He | ooked about quickly to see no creature had been

wat chi ng, then hurried into his gatehouse.

The midday sun glinted off the waters of the far northwest sea as thick-headed
revel ers fromthe previous night haul ed anchors to sail out and scour the seas
or range the coasts in their constant search for plunder and booty, slaves and
trinkets. Gabool the WId watched them fromthe high wi ndow of his banqueting
hal |, Wavebl ade, Bl acksail, Rathelmand G eenfang, four good craft |aden wth
t he raki ngs and scrapi ngs of seas and oceans, mnurderers all.

Gabool had conferred captaincy of the Geenfang on Garrtail, an up-and-com ng
menber of the searat brethren, but dull and wholly servile to his master
Gabool, Lord of all Waters. Dull Garrtail night be, but Gabool knew that it
woul d not stop himgossiping to the master of the Darkqueen, Saltar, brother
of Bludrigg. Garrtail knew that the Darkqueen habitually ranged the seas to
the south; he would nmake sure his path crossed with Saltar. There was little
doubt the corsair master of Darkqueen would hear the tale of his brother's
deat h, chapter and verse.

Gabool tore at a leg of roasted kittiwake and chewed reflectively. Saltar had
the reputation of being a hard searat to cross. Though they had never matched
bl ades, Gabool knew Saltar to be a corsair hook fighter, using
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a vicious netal hook to inpale opponents before slaying themw th his curved
sword. Gabool spat the nmeat away and hurled the kittiwake | eg out of the

wi ndow, watching it bounce off rocks on the sheer face until it hit the sea
bel ow.

He | aughed slyly. Two could play at that gane!

Taking a | ong dagger from his wai st sash, Gabool went to the far end of the
hall. A colored cloth wall hanging, held outward by a wooden rail near the
ceiling, reached fromon high dowmn to the floor. Gabool pushed it to one side
and found the crack in the stonework behind it. He janmed the | ong dagger
handle first, into the crack so that it was wedged, with the bl ade pointing
outward, then let the wall hanging fall back into place. Though he was a
renowned fighter and a fearl ess one, Gabool never took chances, particularly
since the incident with the nousenai d. Standi ng back, Gabool surveyed the
trap. Good, the wall hanging | ooked Iike any other in the hall, perfectly
har m ess.

Now his restl ess eye was caught by the great bell. He wandered around its w de
perimeter, fascinated by the object. Surely no Searat King had ever taken such
a magni ficent prize. Gabool pinged it with his long curving claws, sounded it
by banging his rings and bracel ets upon its brazen surface, amazed by the

cl ear musical noises it made, tingling, hunming and vibrating. He bared his
lips. Leaning close in, he bit lightly at it, making his gold teeth
reverberate with the echoes fromthe bell. Gabool stroked the cool curving

obj ect as he crooned softly.

"Speak to ne, beauty, we must get to know each other well. | am Gabool the
W1d, your owner, but you need not fear me. Your voice will call to ny fleet
one day, your tones will terrify my enemes. You will be the voice of Gaboo



when | set you atop of nmy fort and |l et your tongue swing free. Then, ah then
you wi Il boom out across the waves so that all the seas will know Gabool is
Ki ng. "
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On a sudden i mpul se Gabool dashed off. Slanmmi ng the door behind him he took

the downward stairs three at a tine, deeper and deeper into the depths of his
own lair. Two guards were standing at the entrance to the prison cells. Gaboo
whirl ed upon themw th a snarl

"CGet out of ny sight and | eave ne al one here!"

As the guards fled, Gabool nade his way to a cell that was little nore than a
cage. He | ounged against the bars, grinning at the pitiful creature | ocked up
i nsi de.

"Well, bellmaker, ready to work for me yet?"

Joseph the Bell maker was chained by his waist to the wall. The floor of the

subterranean cell was awash with sea water which seeped through from outside
Joseph had once been a powerful, well-fleshed nouse, but now his cheeks were
sunken and dark circles fornmed around his eyes. Starvation and ill treatment
had taken their ruthless toll on the bell maker, though as he raised his head,
both eyes burned with renorsel ess hatred for his captor

"I woul d sooner be eaten by the fishes of the sea than serve you, rat.

Gabool continued as if he had not heard the prisoner. "You can do it, Joseph
I know you can. A bell tower strong enough to hold the great bell, right on
top of my fort, where the whole world will hear it."

Joseph pulled forward, straining at the chain in the encl osed space, his voice
shaki ng with pent-up rage.

"Never. | would not soil ny paws with your nmad ideas and evil schenes. That
bell was made for the badger, the Lord of Sal amandastron, eneny of al
sea-scum It will never ring for you!'

Gabool drew his sword and clashed it against the cell bars.

"Hell's guts! D you think I care who it was made for, you fool? The bell is
mne now, mine to do what | like with. Its voice will sound for ne alone. I,
Gabool, Warlord of the Waves, say this!"

Joseph sl unmped down, shaking his head in despair.
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"You're mad, conpletely insane and evil. Kill me, do what you want with me, |
don't care anynore."

Gabool sheathed his sword. Drawing close to the bars he whispered | ow, "And
your daught er?"

The bel |l maker's face betrayed the agony his m nd was suffering.

"No, please! You wouldn't harm her, you couldn't! She's so young and, and.
Don't you dare hurt my daughter!”



Gabool now sorely regretted drowning the bell maker's daughter. Still, if the
ol d buffoon thought she was alive, there mght be a bit of fun here. Gaboo
decided to toy with his victim

"I'f you build nmy bell tower I will let you see her again, but not until you've
carried out the work."

Joseph tugged at the chain. He bit his lip until bl ood showed, torn by the
deci si on he knew he had to mnake.

"Gabool, listen. | would not put a single stone atop another for you. Wy?
Because it would nmean death, torture or slavery for countless other good
creatures. Don't you understand, rat, my conscience would not let ne, after |
saw what they did to the Captain and crew of our ship when searats captured
us. | know it means that | may never see my young one again. It tears ny heart
apart, but | must do the right thing for the sake of others."

Gabool summoned up all his cunning, his black soul driving himon to
wi ckedness, belying the smle on his face as he threw his claws wi de.

"Haharr, very stubborn, Joseph, but | can see that you're a good creature.
Sonetimes | wish that I'd never been born w cked, but decent |ike you.
suppose |I'1l have to think of somethin' else now But hark, bellmker, 1'm
sure you'd like to see your daughter again, wouldn't you, matey?"

Tears of gratitude beaded in the unsuspecting prisoner's eyes. "She neans nore
to me than anything. Please |let me see her!™

Gabool took the keys froma wallspike. "Hell's gates! | must be getting soft
in me old age. Come on, then."

They stood in the banqueting hall, barbarian and bel | maker. Joseph | ooked
around him dragging his chains as he did.

"Where is she?"
Gabool touched the great bell with his sword. "Not so fast, shipmate. |If you
won't build me a bell tower, then at least tell ne what these little pictures

and strange words round the top 'n' bottomof my bell nean."”

Joseph shuffled anxiously around the bell, his mnd preoccupied with thoughts
of his daughter as he reluctantly read off the rhyne at its base.

"I will ring for wedding tinmes, when two hearts
unite. I will toll the hours out, all daytine and through
night. I will wake good creatures up, fromtheir beds each

nmorning, O toll when they're in danger, a clear and brazen
warning. For all the famly, son and daughter, husband and
goodwi fe, | will booma sad farewell, when they nust |eave
this life. For many great occasions, for nmany different
reasons, Listen and nmy voice you'll hear, throughout the

changi ng seasons. Though | may boom clang, peal or toll, command



and use ne well. But hark, beware the evil ones who woul d n suse
this bell."

Gabool stared hard at Joseph. "Trash! I'Il have it filed off one day. What
about the little drawin's an' pictures round the top, what do they nean,
bel | maker ?"
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Joseph spread his shackled paws. "Only the Lord of Sal amandastron knows that.
He gave ne a parchnment with those drawn upon it. Wio knows what goes through
the m nds of the great badger rulers of the fire nountain; they are creatures
of destiny. I've told you all | know, now can | see ny daughter?"

Gabool led himto the open w ndow.

"Of course, matey, | can't show you the exact spot where she lies, but | can
show you how to find her "

For Gabool it was but the work of a nmonent, one swift push!

In the late afternoon the nmousenai d cast a | ong shadow as she wandered the
deserted beach al one. Hunger, thirst and attacks of nyriad gnats and sandflies
had wakened and forced her to desert the hiding place. Over one shoul der she
still carried the knotted rope. Along line of pawprints in the sand behind
her enphasi zed the desol ati on of sea, sand and sky, seemingly inhabited only
by predatory seabirds. She had tried gnawi ng at sone young seaweed washed up
on the tideline, but the heavy salt taste in the maiden's dry swollen nouth
caused her to spit it away. Swaying slightly, she shielded her eyes fromthe
hot orb of the sun and gazed about. Fresh water was nowhere to be had. Turning
i nl and, she made her weary way toward a | arge outcrop of sand dunes to the
sout h.

Sone perverse dogged spirit drove the nousenai d onward, though often she woul d
be toppl ed over by the hot shifting sand of the dunes. Rolling downhill, she
woul d pick herself up, wipe grit fromher eyes and begin clinbing again. It
was on top of one difficult dune she encountered the first sign of life that
was not a seabird. It was a small lizard, eyes half-closed, basking in the
heat. The reptile did a sideways shuffle, watching her warily. The nai den
tried several times to conmuni cate, managi ng only a croaking noise. The
l'izard' s head
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weaved fromside to side as it snapped bad-tenperedly at her

"You norra frog, you nake frognoise, wharra you

want ?" The nousenmai d managed to gasp out a single word

"Water."

The small lizard noved its head up and down, its throat pul sating.

"Water faraway. You norra lizard, you die soon, never make it to drinkwater,
too far. Soon now they

eat you."



She followed the creature's upward nod. GQulls were beginning to circle

over head; the scavengers of the shore, sensing when a living thing was
becom ng weaker and nore defensel ess. The nmaid grasped the knotted rope and
swung it, calling at the sky in a hoarse voice, "I'mnot finished yet. You'l
see!l"

When she | ooked down, the lizard had gone. Wthout a backward gl ance she
descended the other side of the dune, half stunbling, half falling. The foot
of the dune was in shadow. Before her lay a sandy flatland dotted with scrub
and coarse grass. The little mousemaid rested awhile in the wel com ng shade.
Idly her paw sank into the sand as she | eaned back. Suddenly she sat bolt
upright. The sand was firm and danmp just beneath the surface. Realization that
she was not on the seaward side of the dunes brought with it the shining hope
of one precious thing. Wter

Scrabbling dizzily, her strength failing rapidly, the maid began digging with
all paws. Soon she was rewarded by darker, danp sand. Her paws nade a
del i ci ous scraping noi se as she tossed sand out of the shallow hole. D gging
with the urgency of desperation, she was finally rewarded with one wet paw
She sat sucking her paw as the noisture seeped through the ground into the
hole, formng a small nuddy pool. Throwi ng herself flat, the little nousenaid
shoved her head into the hole and drank greedily, disregarding the
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gritty sand and ooze, as life-giving water flowed down her throat. New
vitality surged through her. Gurgling with delight, she lifted her head and
found herself staring into the predatory eye of a gannet that had been
sneaki ng up on her.

Thwackl Thwopl

Wth eye-blurring speed she belted the knotted rope twice into the bird's
face. It stunbled, fell over, sticklike |egs buckling under it. The nousemaid
advanced, sw nging her weapon, with battle light in her eyes and a clear angry
Voi ce.

"Come on! Wat d'you want, the water or me? Cone on. |'ll fight you, you great
f eat her bed! "

The twirling knot struck the gannet a further three tines before it managed to
flop off into the air with a half-stunned squawk. The little nousenmaid felt
the blood thrumming in her veins. She tore up a nearby plant and shook it at

t he sky.

"That goes for all of you. I'Il kill the next one that comes after nme. D you
hear ?"

She found herself shouting at an enpty evening sky. The birds had gone in
search of |ess ferocious prey. Inspecting the plant she had pulled fromthe
ground, she noticed that the root was attached to a fat white tuber. Wthout
further hesitation she began munching upon it. The tuber tasted good,

somet hing |ike raw turnip.

Eveni ng gave way to night as the maid sat at the foot of the dune, bathing the
wound on her head with a corner of her burlap snock which she had soaked in
wat er from her newfound well. Dabbing at the cut with one paw and devouring a
root held in the other, the nmousenaid tal ked al oud to herself, enjoying the
sound of her own voi ce.



"No name, no menory, no idea where | am Ha! | know, 1'll call nyself Storm
because it was the stormthat brought me here. Yes, Storm | like that ..."

She held the rope up and twirled it. "And you are
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my faithful Gullwhacker. There, we've both got new nanes now This is
good—' ve got you, the shade fromny sandhill, water and food."

Stormsettled down in the sand as the warm sunmmer ni ght closed in on her
"Wsh | knew who | really was, though ..." Her voice sounded srmall and |onely
am d the scrub and desol ation

A pal e gol den noon peeped over the dunes at the little nmousemaid sl eeping by
the foot of the hill, clutching a piece of knotted rope, for all the world
like some infant in slunmber nursing a favorite toy.

The fanous kitchens of Redwall Abbey were abustle with activity that night.
Friar Alder, the thin, lanky mouse in charge of it all, added wild plunjuice
to an enornmous hazel nut crunble he had just pulled fromthe oven. Al der blew
on a scorched paw, conplaining |oudly.

"Not enough time. That's all 1've been given, just not enough tinme. Wo do
they think | arn, a magician? Less than three days hence and |'ve got to
supervise a fullblown Abbot's M dsumrer Jubilee. Berry tarts, cream puddi ngs,
twel ve different kinds of breads, cheeses and sal ads, not to nention a
surprise cake ..."

Bagg and Runn, the otter twins, followed Al der, waving their paws and
repeating his every word in conmc imtation

"Breads, cheeses and sal ads, not to nention a surprise cake. . . . Oach!"

Friar Alder had turned quickly and dotted them both between the ears with a
wooden spoon. "I told you not to nention a surprise cake. Now off you pop, the
pair of you. Go and hel p Dandi n and Saxtus."

Dandi n and Saxtus were being taught the art of woodl and sumercream
puddi ng- maki ng by a charning little red squirrel maid named Treerose, though
t hey
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were paying far nore attention to the pretty cook than to the recipe.

"Now, to make woodl and sumercream puddi ng we need a deep earthenware bow .
Pass me that one, please."

Dandi n and Saxtus fought each other to grab the bow and give it to Treerose.
Calmy she took it fromthemwith a disarmng smle

"Great sillies, you nearly broke it, fighting like that. Right, now pay
attention. First a thick coating of redcur-rant jelly inside the bow . Next,
roll out your sweet chestnut pastry very thin, like this. . . . Bagg!' Runn
Stop eating those bl ackberri es—+ need themfor the pudding!"

The twin otters bounded away to torment some other creature, their nouths
stained purple fromthe berries. They caught a young bankvol e named Petunia



and ki ssed her cheeks until she was covered in purple otter-lip marks.
Petuni a' s not her grabbed them and set about themw th a soggy dishcl oth.
Dandi n and Saxtus roared | aughing, but Treerose nerely pursed her nmouth primy
and reprimanded them

"There's nothing funny about those two ruffians. Watch ne, or you'll never

| earn. Now, make sure the sweet chestnut pastry is well bedded into the
redcurr-ant jelly around the sides of the bow, then we coat the pastry with
an extra-thick layer of yellow prinrose cream Having done that, we take the
bl ackberries and, starting fromthe bottomof the basin, we place themon the
cream pressing just lightly enough to nake themstick to the cream Teh tch
you great clunsy fellows, not like that. You'll burst the berries. Wpe your
paws and watch me."

Bl ushing furiously, Dandin and Saxtus w ped their paws as the young charner
carried on efficiently.

"Now |'m going to coat these thick almond wafers with sonme |ight honeycream
like so. ... You see how easily they stick to the blackberries when | use them
as
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the next layer. There, that's that. Al that remains nowis for me to spoon
the appl ecreaminto the center until the basin is full. To finish off, cover
the whole thing with a short hazel nut pastry glazed with clear honey to give
it a nice shiny crust. Open that bottom oven door, please."

"Oanch! GCoch! Yagh! Wop!"

"Great silly mce! Use oven cloths to protect your paws. Qut of the way! [|'l
see to it. You two are as much use as noles up a tree."

Dandi n and Saxtus sucked their scorched paws and stood watching, red with
enbarrassnent as Treerose, the perfect little Mss Efficiency, swng the oven
door wi de, popped the pudding inside and shut the door with a few deft
novenent s.

Mot her Mel |l us wandered over, trimrmng the edges froma strawberry flan
"Hell o, Treerose. How are the two star pupils doing?"

"C unsy as ducks on an iced pond, Mther Mellus."

Treerose turned and fl ounced of f. The badger ruffled the ears of the
crestfallen mice

"Never mind. Tell you what—+f you get nme sone cider from Gabriel Quill to bake
nmy horse chestnuts in, I'Il let you try one each."

The pair dashed off happily to the wine cellars. Mllus chuckled as she hel ped
herself to a pawful of apple, cheese and nut salad that Sister Sage was
choppi ng.

"Poor old Dandin and Saxtus. That young Treerose is enough to turn any
novi ce's head and set himon his tail. She does it all the tine."

Si ster Sage topped the salad off with crushed mint dressing. "Yes, | can
renmenber a young nouse being |like that about ne when | was a snip of a
nmousenai d. Brother Hubert, would you believe."



Mel | us chuckl ed deeply. "Wat? You nean old dusty drawers Hubert? Surely not!"
"Ch, he was quite a handsone young dog at one
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time. We studied together under Sister Verity. She was a stern old stickler
"Hubert/ she'd say, 'stop staring like a hungry ow at Sage and get on with
your work.' " Sister Sage patted her rotund little waist. "That was when
fell out of love with Hubert and into love with food. Ah well, that's the
salad. What's next? Pears in custard with wild cherries. Mmm ny favorite!"

00

In the wine cellars, Dandin and Saxtus followed Gabe Quill. H's nephew Durry
carried the lantern for them as Gabe pointed out some of his specialties.

"See that |liddl e keg yonder—aye, that un. Well, that's the best wild plum
brandy ever fernented in these cellars. They do say it was nmade by big
Brown-spi ke O Quill, ny ancestor. Marvelous stuff it is, one tot of that'd
cure a drownin' fish. That's why Sister Sage or Sineon are the only beasts who
use it—nedicinal purposes. That big tun barrel at the back now, that's
dandel i on beer. Very good of a cold winter's night with toasted cheese. This
one here, haha, you nust try this rascal. Funniest drink | ever did nmake. It
was meant to be buttercup 'n' honey cordial, but | nade it too sweet, so
takes a herb here an' a plant there an' chucks "emin to bitter it a touch
Mercy ne!l It didn't go any less sweet, no sir, it started a-fizzin' an'
bubblin'. Little uns do love it dearly. Here, try sone."

Dandi n, Saxtus and Durry stood w de-eyed as Gabe Quill tapped the barrel and
drew three snmall beakers off. The bright yellow cordial popped, fizzed and
gurgled as if it were alive. Drinking it proved al nbst imnpossible. Gabe Quil
stood by, quaking with mrth as the three young ones tried.

"Whan! Ooh, it's gone right up ny nose!" "Heeheehee! It tickles all the way
down!" "Woogolly! It's like having a tumryful of mad butterflies!"

Gabe took a jug over to his cider barrels. "D you want a drinkin' cider or a
cookin' cider?"
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"Ch, a cooking one, |I s'pose. Woops, heehee!l Er, sorry. It's for Mther
Mel | us. She's baking horse, teehee, chestnuts, whoo! For the Jubilee, phwaw
That stuff could tickle you to death, M. Qill. Hahaha!"

"Well, it's certainly got you young uns all of a-wiggle. You' d never nmake it

upstairs carryin' a jug o' cider. Siddown now an' sip sone of this cold
not herwort tea.

That'll calmyou a bit."

00

Above stairs in the kitchens, Friar Alder was at his wits' end. The Forenole
and his team had deci ded to nake the biggest raspberry cream puddi ng ever seen

in Mossflower country. Alder threw his hat down and danced upon it.

"Fl our, raspberries, honey and cream everywhere. | can't stand it!"



Foremol e ignored him but a fat nole named Buxton waved a reassuring paw at
the harassed Al der. "Burr, doant you a-froight yerself, maister. Us'ns knows
wot we're about."”

A young nol e nanmed Danty, white with flour fromtail to tip, clinmbed into one
of the huge copper stock-pots.

"Hurr aye, doant 'ee fret thoi whiskers, zurr Alder. Yurr, Burgo, tipple sone
o' they rabserries in yurr, an' moind that garl eck doant go near 'em

Burgo turned indignantly to Forenole, who blanched at the snell of the wild
garlic Burgo always carried. H's voice sounded squeaky through the peg he wore
at the tip of his snout. "Yurr, wot's Danty rubblin' on about? G doant | oik
the snmell o' garleck noither. "At's whoi oi allus pegs ne nose up toight. GCh
lookit, liddle Gubb's fell in 'ee honey."

Foremol e fished Baby G ubb out of the panful of warm honey. "CGurr you' mtoiny
racsal, wot do 'ee want ter fallen in honey furr?"

G ubb waved a sticky carefree paw. "Hurr, better

fallen in honey than nud, oi allus says. Baint nothen wong wi' honey. Bees
nmakes et."

Foremol e wrinkled his button nose, nodding in agreenent. "Ho urr, the choild
be roight, he'mbe growen up wisely clever. Stan' o'er thurr an' lick

thoi -self off, liddle G ubb. Buxton, Drubber, see wot you'mc'n do for zurr
Al der—-he' m fainted roi ght away. Doant leave 'imalyin' thurr in yon rabserry
pudden m xture."

From the kitchen doors Abbot Bernard stood watching the proceedings, with
Si meon chuckl i ng besi de him

"My ny, those noles are certainly teaching Friar Alder a thing or two,

Bernard. His kitchen will never be the sane again."

"I ndeed, Sinmeon. Excuse nme a nmonent, will you? Brother Ash, would you help
those little mce to roll that great cheese they're trying to nmove? If it
falls on one of themhe'll be flattened. Oh, Treerose, | don't wish to

interfere, but is that a woodl and sumercream pudding | can snell beginning to
burn in the ovens?"

Treerose had been bustling about, efficiently attending to several things at
once. However, she had forgotten the woodl and sumrercream puddi ng she had put
in the oven sonme tinme before. Panic-faced, she dashed off to attend to it.

Si mreon nodded in admiration. "Your sense of smell is getting better, Bernard."
"Thank you, Simeon, but | had a double notive. Treerose is very pretty but far
too efficient and snippy. It will teach her that even the best of us can make
m st akes. Al so, | would hate a woodl and sunmercream pudding to be burnt in the
ovens, especially hers. To tell the truth—and | wouldn't tell her—¥reerose
does nmake the best woodl and sunmmercream|'ve ever tasted.”

Treerose arrived at the ovens, grabbed up a cloth and swung the door w de.

"My pudding. . . . It's gone!"

"I snelled the crust edges just begin to scorch so | pulled it out for you."



She turned to see Rufe Brush standing by her puddi ng, which was set on the big
flat cooling slate. Rufe was a rough-1ooking squirrel, not given overmuch to
hangi ng about kitchens or joining the growi ng band of Treerose's adnirers. He
sniffed at the puddi ng before sauntering off. "Looks all right to ne."

Treerose watched himgo. Wat a fine bushy tail, well-pointed ears and
power ful shoul ders

Mot her Mel | us banged a | adl e upon a saucepan. "Cone on, all you D bbuns.
Bedti ne now. "

Abbot Bernard yawned. "I think I'Il join the Dibbuns, Sinmeon."

"Me too, Bernard. It's been a long day and we're getting no younger, ny
friend. I'Il just take a stroll first and check that all the outer gates are
secured." Sinmeon the blind herbalist placed a paw on his friend s shoul der

"Right, 1'll come with you."

"No you won't. | can sense your weariness. Besides, what could you see in the
dark that i could not feel ten times better? Day and night are alike to ne."

"You are right, of course. Good night, Sinmeon."
"Good night, Bernard. Sleep well."

The Abbot went off to his room know ng that shortly the kitchen fires would
be danped for the night, the cooks would retire and peace would settle over
hi s bel oved Redwal | Abbey.

00

As Gabool predicted, the ship G eenfang had crossed bows w th Darkqueen, the
huge bl ack gall ey comanded by Saltar. Upon hearing of the death of his

brot her Bludrigg, the corsair Captain put about, piling on sail and oars as he
set course for Terranort Isle. The whips cracked bel omdecks as drivers fl ogged
the galley slaves on to greater efforts. The searat atop of the m zzenmast
scoured the waves for sight of |and; below his claws
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the wide sails bellied out on the night breeze. Saltar stood in the bows
putting a fine edge to his curved sword on an oil stone. Bl eak-eyed and
grimfaced, the searat nuttered beneath his breath.

"I"ll send you down where the fish will eat your flesh and the sea water rot
your bones, Gabool the WId. There was never any |ove | ost between ne and

Bl ud-rigg, but he was ny brother, and bl ood nmust be repaid with blood."
"Terranort rocks sighted off the starb'd bow, Cap'n," the | ookout called down.
"We can drop anchor in the cove afore dawn with this wi nd behind us."

Saltar sheathed his sword and began polishing the needletip of his cruel gaff
hook, scowing at the dark |unp on the horizon which nmarked the bl ack
forbi ddi ng rocks of Gabool's pirate ki ngdom

"Ledder, douse all lights. Wien we're close enough to harbor, furl in al
sails. Tell the crewto armup and stand ready. There's killin' to be done
t onmor r ow. "



Saltar's first nate Ledder went aft to carry out his orders.

Wth the hook swinging froma neck cord and his sword at his side, Saltar
stood | eaning on the forward rail. He had never lost a fight or left an eneny
alive. Gabool the Wld mght rule Terranort and Fort Blade-girt, but Saltar
had heard, as had every other salty searat, the story of how he was nearly
bested by a mousenai d.

The corsair spat viciously over the side at the curving bow wave. "Lord of al
Seas, King of Searats! Huh! You'll find out tonorrow, Gabool. You'll learn

t hat

Saltar the Corsair is no nousemaid!"

00

In the banqueting hall of Fort Bladegirt, Gabool stood giving instructions to
three fortslaves, dorm ce who had been captured in a | and raid.

"Stand on his shoulders, you. Polish up round the top where the ring is. You,
be still, and don't put vyer
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bare paws on the netal —you'll have pawrarks all over ne bell. O course, you
know what that means, don't you?"

Doi ng his best to stand still and not to touch the bell, the ragged sl ave
call ed over his shoul der, "Yes, Master. Pawrarks all over the bell nean
whi pmar ks al | over our backs.™"

Gabool sl ouched down on his throne. He picked idly at a dish of fruits
crystallized in sugared honey and poured a gobl et of w ne.

"That's right, three | ashes each for every pawrark. If | were you, I'd rip nme
shirt up and wap it round me paws—save yerself a | ot of whipping."

The three slaves hurried to conply with the suggestion, tearing up the pitiful
remmants of tattered shirts and bandaging their paws with the strips.

Athin gray rat with a patch over one eye came running. "Lord, the
Dar kqueerirs sails have been sighted."

"\Where away?"
"To the north. She should drop anchor here by dawn."

Gabool stroked his beard thoughtfully. "Good, are the troops standin' ready,
mat e?"

"Aye, Lord. Five score to board the Darkqueen and sail her off once Saltar and
his crew step ashore, fifty archers halfway up the cliff and a hundred nore
fully armed with pikes and spears to formhis reception comrittee, just as you
ordered.”

"You' ve done well, Graypatch. Have a cup o' wi ne and sone of these sweetneats
with ne. Dawmn will soon be here.”

Graypatch pulled out a nean-1ooki ng dagger and tested its edge. "Last dawn
Saltar'|ll ever see, eh, Lord."



"Aye, he can go and visit his brother Bludrigg at Hell gates, and you, nme old
shi pmate, you can wear a vel vet patch when you're Captain of the Darkqueen
Hey, you! Polish harder, put your skinny back into it."

45

"Yes, Master." The unfortunate sl ave polished harder

Gabool | aughed. "Maybe you're hungry. D you like eating fish?"

"Yes, master. | like eating fish."
Gabool wi nked at Graypatch as he called back to the dornouse slave. "Well, if
you don't rub harder, the fish'll |ike eating you. Hahaha!"

The thin bodies of the slaves shook and quivered with effort as they rubbed
and polished at the great bell with all their mght. Gabool's jokes were not
to be taken lightly.

Gabool and Graypatch took their wine and sweetneats over to the w ndow, where
they could watch the Darkqueen sail in upon the tide.

Graypatch watched the savage Searat Ruler and reflected as he sipped his wine
t hat Gabool was beconming nore difficult to tread around. They had been
ship-rats together since their young days, Gabool conmandi ng, G aypatch

obeyi ng—that was the way it had al ways been. However, for sonme tinme now
Graypatch had been | ooking nore to his own ends. When a Searat King began
nmurdering his Captains on the slightest pretext, tinmes were becom ng peril ous;
now t he patch-eyed rat was sure of it. Gabool was drunk with his own power and
had becone dangerous; anybeast could be slain at his whim But not G aypatch
O fers of Captaincy and velvet patches did not inpress hi msuch offers could
easily turn into a bl ade between the ribs if Gabool saw fit. In his fertile
brain Graypatch began formng his own plans as he | aughed and joked with his
unpr edi ct abl e conpanion, while all the tinme the Darkqueen rode the waves to
Terranort.
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Dawn broke mistily over the dunes, prom sing another hot sumer day. The
mousenai d St orm awoke to find herself surrounded by toads. During the night
the well she had dug had filled up with water, and all around Stormthe toads
were closing in on her and the precious water. She cl osed her eyes again,
feigning sleep. Her paw grasped Gullwhacker, the knotted rope, as she watched
them through partially closed eyes. It was a dangerous situation; many of the
toads were armed with tridents. She waited until a large nale natterjack was
practically standing over her before springing into action.

Whop!

@l I whacker came down with such a resoundi ng force upon the toad' s head that
he was |l aid out senseless. Stormwhirled the rope, shouting al oud. "Back off,
slinyskins, or I'll whack you into the niddl e of next season!"

A huge overwei ght speckl ed toad hopped heavily forward, flanked by two
t ough- 1 ooki ng young ones armed with the fearsone three-pointed tridents. The
fat one blinked several times, his throat bul ging and quivering.



"Groikl! This is our land, this is our water. G rokk!
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You are not allowed to stop here. Go now or die, Oyka-nmon has spoken. Rrrebb!"
Storm was not about to go and she did not nince her words. "You can speak al
you want, fatface. This is ny land and nmy water, this little bit right here. |

am cal l ed Storm Gul | whacker. | conme fromthe sea and |I' m goi ng nowhere. But
"Il fight to stay here!l™

Oykanon puffed hinmself up to full swell. "Griokk! You are very insolent for a
mouse. Krrrr! We are too many for you. If you fight you will die here. G akk!"
Storm sprang forward with a yell, sw nging her rope. The toads backed off

slightly. She | aughed scornfully.

"Right then, 1'll die here, but 1'll take a few of you with ne. Well, conme on
froggies. Wio's first? O are you going to sit there clicking and grocking
until | die of old age!"

At a signal from Oykanon the toads advanced. Storm di pped the knotted end of
@l I whacker into the well water to make it heavier. Two toads sprang at her
Reckl essly she junped upon one, knocking the wind conpletely out of himas she
scored a bull's-eye on his conmpanion's snout with her weapon. Two nore rushed
from behind her. Stormthwacked at themwi ldly. As she did, one young toad ran
in on her blind side and stabbed her footpaw with his trident. Maddened with
pai n, she hurled herself upon him throttling with one paw and bel aboring with
the rope in the other. Now toads began hopping in on top of her, their weight
carrying her to the ground, although she fought ferociously every bit of the
way. Suddenly a cry rang fromthe dunetops.

"Eeeeuuul al i aaa! "

There was a croak of alarmfromthe attackers, foll owed by the pounding of
swift paws. In the next nmoment toads were flying through the air like birds as
three hares attacked with |ance butts. Teeth bared and eyes wi de, the three
tall creatures nmoved with the practiced ease of natural fighters, their |ong
ears stream ng
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out behind themas they skillfully kicked with big supple hindl egs, each a
sandy- col ored seasoned warrior, brooking no nonsense fromtheir flabby
adversari es. Thuddi ng, thwacking and tossing with i mense energy, they drove
the toads from Storm Bel aboring and puni shing w thout once using their |ance
points, the hares defeated the toad band swiftly. Storm sat up nursing her
wounded paw as the ol dest of the hare trio strode lankily to the well.

"Good egg! | say, young 'un, is this your water? May |?"

St orm nodded dunbly. The hare drank his fill, spitting out the grit.

He pulled a wy face, and made a | eggy ol d-fashi oned bow. "Pshaw Tastes
pretty yucky, don't it. Allow me to introduce us. | am Colonel Cary, fanly
nane's Meadowcl ary, of course, but you can call ne Cary, everybeast does.
Thi s young wag over here is none other than the cel ebrated Brigadi er Thyne,
and the young gel is our ward the Honorabl e Rosemary, Hon Rosie to you.
Capital! Now, pray tell me whom | have the honor of addressing, marm though
you're a bit young to be a marm aren't you."



Storm stood up, favoring her uninjured footpaw. She threw the rope across her
shoul ders, squinting at the odd trio.

"My nanme's Storm Gul |l whacker. This is ny Qullwhacker—d'you like it?"
"Hmph!" Brigadi er Thynme snorted through his stiffly waxed whi skers. "Adequate
for the purpose, | suppose, but there's nothing like a | ance butt for dealing

wi th toads, young nouse—you take it fromne."

The toads had begun to regroup indignantly. Oykanon repuffed hinself.

"Grogg! | will collect many nore toads, we will be as nmany as the sands of
the shore, then you will all die. Krrrrik!"
49

Hon Rosie had an earsplitting | augh; every creature present wi nced as she
l aunched into it.

"\Whooyahahahah! 'Fraid we'll be | ong gone by then, you old frogwal | oper. Sorry
we can't stop around and be slain, wot! Duty calls."

Oykanon spat bad-tenperedly. "Krroik! Go then. Death awaits you if you return
to this place!"

The ot her toads shuffled forward aggressively, shaking their tridents.

Col onel dary strode decisively forward. He twirled his lancetip, disarmng
the leading toad with a flick. Clary's eyes grew hard.

"Right, pay attention, you sliny rabble! W are the long patrol from Lord
Rawnbl ade of Sal amandastron. Nobeast stops us—ae range where we please and
when, carrying out orders. If you take one nore step forward, we wll use our
| ancetips, not the blunt ends. Then you will really see death visit this spot.
Back off now, marshspawn. You there, |eader chappie, tell all ranks to
retreat, or you'll be the first to have your gizzard decorated by |ancepoint."

Oykanon croaked out some sullen orders, and the toads retreated hastily.
Hon Rosie turned to Storm "l say, can you wal k on that bally hoof?"
Stormtested her injured footpaw. "1'Il be all right. Were are we goi ng?"

"Somewhere you can get proper fodder 'n' drink, old gel. You don't want to be
hangi n' about this thunmpin' great wasteland tw ddlin' your paws."

Bri gadi er Thyne inspected the paw. "Hmm Not nmuch wong with that fetlock
young nouse."

The three hares carried satchels across their backs. Hon Rosie took hers off.
"Righto, first-aider Rosie to the rescue, wot? Whoohahahahah! | can't resist
bandagi ng things, jolly good at it. Now, sone hart's tongue fern, staghorn

cl ubnoss, dab of salt and bind the blinkin' lot up with
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a few strands of maidenhair fern. There! I'Il bet you could trip a nmouse
mazurka with that little ot on. Try it."



Stormtested the footpaw. It felt very confortable and easy. "Thank you,
Rosie. It feels as good as new. "

Col onel d ary had been pacing restlessly up and down. He shielded his eyes and
t ook some bearings fromthe sun

"Good egg, ladies. CGot all the latest in shrubbery foot fashions sorted out
now? Top-hole, then we can get going. Actually | was thinking of heading
nor' east into the woodl and fringes. W could have |unch there and visit old
Pakat ugg. Wsat d'you say, Thynme?"

"Hmm yes, why ever not. Best idea under present circs, wot!"

It took some tinme for Stormto fall in with the hares' node of speech. They
seened to treat everything in a very casual offpaw sort of way, but they were
usual ly correct in their judgnments.
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By early noon they had left the flatlands. Behind themthe gritty expanses
mottled with sparse vegetation shimered in the sumer heat, with the dunes a
hazy hal f-mrage in the di stance. Mre dunes stood out ahead, paw- sinking
shifting sand dunes that were difficult to surmount. Toppi ng one such
sandhill, they found thensel ves facing a fringe of pine-clad woodl and, dark
green and shady, a haven fromthe glare of the m dday sun

Bri gadi er Thyme marked out a vast hornbeamand led themto it. He held up a
cautionary paw.

"Keep mum chaps. A d Pakatugg's close—+ can feel it in m whiskers."

A pointed dart whistled past Thyne's ear, burying itself in the hornbeam From
somewhere close by a gruff angry voice rang out.

"You're a-trespassin' on Pakatugg's |and. Wo be yer?"

"Clary, Thyme and Rosie, the long patrol of the foot 'n' fur Rangers," Col onel
Cary answered. "Ch, and we've got a young thingumy with us. ... A
nmouse- gel . "

Though Stormtried to see who it was, she could rmake out no sign of a living
creature,

"Thi ngunmmy nousegel ," the gruff voice answered. "What sorta thi ngunmy? Anyhow,
how do | know you're you? What's the password?"

Clary snorted inpatiently. "Ch, cone out, you old buffoon, you knowit's us.
Listen, I'lIl even give you the bally password. Takatugg Treefl eet, we bring
you good things to eat.' There, now cone out, you old barkwal -l oper."

Stormhad to bite her lip so as not to laugh at the odd creature who dropped
down from a nearby spruce

Pakatugg Treefleet was a fat old squirrel. He carried a | ong holl ow bl owpi pe
and a pouch of darts. Sticking out of his ears, wound about his tail and paws
and covering all his body were leafy twigs. He resenbled a snmall noving bush
with eyes.

"Huh, landotters, what've you brought Paka for |unch?" Pakatugg grow ed



fiercely through the two teeth remaining in his nouth.

Brigadier Thynme sniffed. "W're not |andotters, we're hares, and if your
manners don't inprove, |addie, you won't be dining on oatscones and nountain
cheese, followed by berry 'n' barley bake."

Pakatugg nearly tore the knapsack from Thyne's back. "QOatscones, nount'n
cheese, where?"

"Hoho, not so fast, |addie buck. Take us to your hide-out first. W want to
put the old nosebag on in confort, y'know"

Pakatugg led theminto the woodland to a small gurgling stream Lilacs,
wi | drose, shrubs and trees overhung the spot, turning it into a shady green
grotto, and the rocky outcrop which edged the stream was covered

in soft nmbss. Gratefully they sat down. The old squirrel went to fetch them
wat er .

"Real son of the land, old Pakatugg," Colonel Cary whispered to Storm "No
harmin the blighter as Iong as you feed himand obey his silly little rules.
The chap's an absolute fanatic on secrecy, passwords, blindfolds, secret
signs—the bally lot. W'Ill see if he can get you to Red wall."

Storm echoed the strange word. "Redwall, what's that?"

"Ch, it's ajolly place—you'd love it, all the best mce live there. Hush,
here cones Pakat ugg."

The odd squirrel set a steaming kettle and five beakers out.

"Rosebay willow erb tea. Put the kettle on when | saw you com n' a while back
Now, out wi' the grub, landotters."

Digging in their packs, the trio turned out the prom sed repast, together wth
some extra delicacies they had brought along. Stormcould not recall when she
had tasted a neal so delicious. The hares sipped gratefully at the fragrant
rosebay willowherb tea, nibbling at this and that. Pakatugg, however, | aunched
hi nsel f upon the food, as did the hungry Storm They practically ended up
fighting over candied apple rings. The old squirrel glared at her.

"Yer a tough 'un, nouselet. By ny brush y'are."

"Whoohawhawhawhah! " Hon Rosie gurgled as she poured nmore tea. "I'Il say she
is. W caught her tryin' to battle with a full toad army, single pawed. Storm
@l I whacker's not short of grit, by a long chalk. By the by, Stormold sport,
where d'you cone fronP"

Stormstuffed the apple ring into her mouth. "Mmmfff, that's good! Were ml
fron? Don't know really, don't know where | was bound either before | net you.
Can't remenber ny nane. Called nyself Storm'cos | was thrown ashore by the
storm Cane fromthe sea, | s'pose, ne and Gl |l whacker here."
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Pakat ugg chewed on an oatscone and stared hard at the young nmouse. "Y' nean you
ain't got no nane, no home, you can't renenber nothin'?"

G ary coughed politely, struck by a sudden idea. "Ahem Sad, isn't it? That's
why we brought her here. We thought you m ght be able to take her to Redwall.



They' d probably find out who she is jolly soon—good at riddles an' nysteries,
t hose Abbey thi ngunmi es. "

Pakat ugg stood up, dusting his paws off. "Wohoa! Don't get ahead of yer tai
there, landotter. You ain't landin' ne with no nmousegel as can't renmenber
whi ch season it be."

Storm junped up indignantly. "Who said | want to be |left anywhere w th anyone?
|'"ve got sone say in this, you know Besides, who needs a squirrel that can't
make up his mind whether he's a beast or a tree ..."

Hon Rosie pulled Storm down beside her. "Steady on, old gel. W know you're
the bravest of the brave, and all that rot, but you're in a strange |and now,
anong strange creatures; this is dangerous territory. W're only trying to get
you back to your own bally kind. | nean, what better for one than to be with
one's own creatures, eh?"

Pakat ugg gat hered up the kettle and beakers. "Huh, y'can dress it up whi chwnay
you likes, I"mnot bein' saddled with no m ndl ess mouse, by the great 'ornbeam
I["mnot!"

For the first tine, Stormfelt alone and unwanted. She wal ked off out of the
squirrel's bower into the surrounding trees, sw nging her rope.

"Me and Gul I whacker don't need anybeast. W're all right."

Bri gadi er Thyne eyed the squirrel coldly. "Now see what you' ve done, bucko."
Pakatugg pulled his tail over his head and chewed the end. "Ch, all right,
then. But mark, you landotters ain't havin' things all yer own way, by cracky
yer not!" Cupping his paws he called to Storm "Conme on back

54

"ere, mouse, afore you ferget who we are. 1'll take you to Redwall Abbey, but
only on certain conditions ..."

Storm had turned and was wal ki ng back. "Conditions, what conditions?"

Pakatugg turned to the hares. "Gub! | need food fer the journey, nice grub
like you landotters carry, so |I'll take her if you give ne all the food out o
t hose havvysacks."

Cary twitched his whiskers. "I say, steady on. Wat'll we eat?"

"Ch, we can live off the jolly old land until we make it back to
Sal anmandastron, " Hon Rosie interrupted. "W ve done it before.™

Bri gadi er Thyne enptied his knapsack out. "So be it. What el se, squirrel ?"

"Hah well, | don't want everybeast in the world knowi n' where ny gaff is, see
—Ay hone's ne own secret. So | want the nouse blindfol ded when | take 'er to
Redwal I, so's she can't find the way back to this place."

Hon Rosie | ooked at Storm "You can use your Qullwhacker as a blindfold."

St orm nodded agreenent. She was becom ng curious about this place called
Redwal | Abbey. Pakatugg made his final denand.

"Lastly, | don't stir paw until tonorrow dawn cracks—take it or leave it."



Clary waited for Stormis nod of assent before he spoke.

"Ri ghto, you old vagabond, but you take jolly good care of this nousegel
d' you hear. She's got all the makin's of a top-flight warrior."

Wthin a very short tine Pakatugg had settled down on the mpbssy bank and was
snoring loudly. dary shrugged as he, too, |ay down.

"Cool and snug here. If old Pakatugg says it's a secret place, then y'can bet
a bee to an ant it is. W night as well have a rousin' good snooze; tonorrow
we travel

to Sal amandastron. As for you, young Storm you're bound for a new life at
jolly old Redwal I Abbey. Wat d' you think of that?"

But no answer cane fromthe young nouse. She was curled up asleep on the npss
in the green stillness, with Gullwhacker her rope weapon clutched tight in
bot h paws.

8

Dandi n was conposi ng songs for the Abbot's feast. He sat in the shade of a
great spreading oak, trilling on his flute, running through old songs, tunes
and ditties. Saxtus sat with him as did several of the noles and Redwal |
creatures. They joined in choruses of well-known songs and called for Dandin
to sing some nore. The noles would not be satisfied until Dandin rendered
their particular favorite.

"Sing us 'ee song 'bout zur Gonffen an' 'ee gurt cake, Dandin."

Dandi n nodded and picked up his flute. It was one of his own special ballads,
telling of how his ancestor Gonff, Prince of Mousethieves, stole a cake baked
by Abbess Gernmine, first Mther of Redwall Abbey. He trilled an introduction
on Gonff's own flute before launching into song.

"It happened in the springing tine,

When all the | eaves were green,

And once agai n Abbess Cermai ne,

A- baki ng cakes had been

She stirred them good and ni xed them fi ne,

Wth honey, nuts and fl our

Then put them out to cool awhile,
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Until the teatinme hour

But then along cane bold Sir Gonff,

H s eyes a-tw nkling bright.

A cake he'd set his heart upon,



For suppertime that night.

He took the greatest cake of all, fromoff the w ndow

| edge

And hid it in a secret place, close by the forest edge. The Abbess cane to
check her cakes, about the m d-noontide And found the nousethief with a bow,
and arrows

at his side.

"Why stand you there, O Gonff/ said she, 'Wth bow and arrows armed?' 'MW good
Abbess/ the thief replied, 'You rmust not

be alarmed. | saw an eagle steal your cake, he swooped then
flew away. So | stand guard upon your cakes |est he returns
today.' The Abbess chose anot her cake, which to Sir Gonff
she gave

' Take this reward, young nouse/ she said, 'because you were so brave. And when
upon each baki ng day, ny lovely cakes

| make, I'lIl save a special one for you, for your kind action's
sake.' "
The noles fell about, rolling on the grass with hel pl ess nerrinment.

"Ahurr hurr hurr! Yon zur Gonffen, 'ee wurr a tricky un!"

"Boi 'ecky, 'ee wurr a villyun aroight, a scrunmpin' 'ee gurt cake.
Hohurr hurr!™

"Come on there," Saxtus called to a nole named WIIlyum "What about a song
fromyou, WIIyun? You' re the chanpion nole singer, aren't you?"
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W1l yum heaved his tiny fat body up fromthe grass; he needed no second

bi ddi ng. Snoot hi ng down his vel vety coat and polishing his nose, he clasped
hi s huge digging paws in front of himand began singing in the traditiona
manner of the noles, his voice a deep rusty bass, surprising in one so snall.
"GO luvs a woodl and stew, oi do; oi do |oik apple

tart, An' good Cctober ale that foans is dear unto noi

"eart. O rabs'rry creamoi oft do dream et nakes noi

eyes to shine, Tis a fact that oi |oiks anythin, when oi sets daown

to dine. O nole, nole, daown thee 'ole, doant you' m eat

none o' nine, Else oi won't get a bite to ate, when oi sets down



He bowed and kissed his paws to the conpany as they appl auded, winkling his
nose until his round bl ack eyes were al nost |ost behind chubby cheeks.

Turning to Saxtus, WIllyumreturned the conplinent. "Now et be thoi turn to
sing a song, zurr Sackuz."

Saxtus waved his paws, blushing nodestly. "No no, |I'mthe worst singer in the
Abbey, ny voice sounds like a nmad oww with his beak trapped in a log."

Dandi n cl apped his friend upon the back. "Go on, you dusty old bookworm
you're as dry as Brother Hubert. Ah, |I've got an idea! Wiy don't you recite us
a poenf? You' ve learned lots of themfromthose old books and parchnents in the
gat ehouse. Go on, Saxtus. Have a go!"

Saxt us remai ned seated, he shuffled and coughed nervously.

"Ch, all right, if you really rmust, but I'mnot too good at this sort of
thing. Right, here goes. This is a
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rhyme | found on a scroll in the gatehouse sone seasons ago, |'mnot sure what
it means, but | like the words." Saxtus sumoned up his courage and began
reciting.

"The wind's icy breath o'er the I and of death
Tells a tale of the yet to cone.

' Cross the heaving waves whi ch mark ships' graves
Lies an island known to soneg,

Where seas pound | oud and rocks stand proud
And bl ood flows free as water,

To the far northwest, which knows no rest,

Cane a father and his daughter.

The mind was nunb, and the heart struck dunb,
When the ni ght seas took the child,

Hurled to her fate, by a son of Hellgate,

The dark one called The WId.

You whom t hey seek, though you do not speak
The legend is yet to be born;

One day you will sing over stones that are red,
In the m sty sunmer dawn."

An eerie silence had fallen over the young creatures sitting beneath the oak
in the sunlit mdday grounds of the Abbey. Saxtus fidgeted with enbarrassnent



as they stared at him Treerose, the pretty squirrel, was the first to break
the sil ence.

"Well, that was a silly, nasty little rhyme. | didn't like it one bit —there's
no story and no point to it. Wat a |oad of old nunbo junbo!"

She shot off up the trunk of the oak, showering themw th | eaves and tw gs as
she did. To break the npod Dandi n began appl audi ng | oudly.

"Hurray! Well done, Saxtus. Very good!"
The others joined in until they were interrupted by Mther Mell us.

"Come on, young 'uns. Bring any of those Di bbuns you can find along with you.
Lunchtime! Conme on, it's being served in the orchard—turnip 'n' nmushroom fl an
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wi th beetroot and scallions, followed by honeysuckl e sauce and acorn
dunplings. And | want to see clean paws before anybeast gets served!"

As they washed their paws in a rain barrel by the Abbey's south wall, Dandin
guesti oned Saxt us.

"Where in the name of fur did you learn that poen? It was very strange."
"Told you, didn't I. It was on sone dusty old scroll in the gatehouse. | read
it when Brother Hubert dozed off, now the confounded thing seens to have burnt
itself into my nmenory."

Blind Sineon joined the friends, dipping his paws into the butt with them
"Yes, some things have a habit of doing that, don't they? Still, who knows,
they may conme in useful through the seasons to cone. |1'd be glad | remenbered
it, if | were you, young Saxtus."

"Wyul d you, Brother?"

"I certainly would. There is much know edge in ancient witings. Actually, I
was standi ng near the oak when you recited it. You were right, the words do
have a certain ring to them OGCh, and Dandin, would you like sonmething to
remenber al so?"

"Yes pl ease, Brother Sineon. Wat is it?"

"Remenber to | eave sone of those acorn dunplings for us old ones. W can't
make it to table as fast as you young 'uns."

Dandin smled as he wi nked at Saxtus. "Conme on then, Brother. Hold our paws.
We'll lead you round to lunch and you'll get as nmuch as anybeast—we'l|l see to
it."

The two young friends led the blind herbalist off to the orchard, astounded by
his perception of their novements.

"Dandi n, why did you wi nk at Saxtus when you said you would take me to | unch?"
"I meant nothing, Brother. Wiy do you ask?"

"Because | remenber a simlar w nk passing between
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those two little otter villains Bagg and Runn, when they said they would
assist ne in to supper. | ended up in the dusty old gatehouse while they
dashed off and scoffed up all the oat nmuffins with clover butter. But you
woul dn't do a thing like that to ne, would you?"

This time it was Saxtus who w nked at Dandin.
"We couldn't, Brother. You' re holding our paws far too tight!"
° 00

Earlier that same norn the Darkqueen had nosed her bows into Terranort cove.
As Ledder gave the order, a double-fluked anchor splashed into the clear
water. Saltar the Corsair came ashore with his crew. They were fully arned,
but rel axed by the sight of the enpty cove. The searats were still wading

t hrough the shallows to the shingled beach when the rocks in front of them
cane alive with a hundred of Gabool's fighters, arned with | ong spears and
cross-hilted pikes. Saltar cursed beneath his breath, but showed no alarm
Standing with his crew, knee-deep in the shallows, he faced the bristling

pi kes bol dly.

"Bilgerats! What's all this about? Wwere's Gabool ?"

Bl aggtail, the | eader of the shore party shrugged. "In Fort Bladegirt. He said
you're to cone up."

Ledder waded up level with Saltar, drawing his scimtar. "And what if we
choose not to?"

Bl aggtail waved his pike twice in the air. Fifty archers stood up in the rocks
above his head, each one with a shaft notched to his taut bowstring.

"Gabool said to tell you he only wishes to be hospitable."
The sound of Darkqueen's anchor being haul ed up caused Saltar to turn around.
H s worst suspicions were confirmed —the ship was drifting gently out into

open water. G aypatch and five score grinning searats |lined the decks.

"Don't worry, shipmate," he called out to Saltar in a nocking voice. "She'l
cone to no harm W' Il take her
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for a sail around the bay, while you're jawin' an' chat-tin' with Gabool."

Ledder made as if to hurl his sword at the sneering G aypatch, but Saltar
muttered in his ear, "Stowit, mate. Leave this to ne."

Saltar strode up the beach, pushing Blaggtail's pike to one side as he went.
"Come on, let's go and see what his Hi gh Lordship wants."

The banqueting hall tables were piled high with food and drink. Gabool threw
hi nsel f down in his throne at the head of the biggest table. He was wearing no

sword and smling expansively.

"Hey, you seascum here cones the best Captain in ne fleet and his brave crew



Sit down, Saltar old nmessmate, and you, me favorite waverobbers, pull sone
chairs up and fill those bellies. Only the best for the best."

Saltar's crew fell to with a will, splashing wine, tearing nmeat, grabbing and
stuffing for all they were worth. The King of Searats indicated that Saltar
sit next to him The corsair did as he was bid, one claw on his saber, eating
and drinki ng not hi ng.

Gabool | aughed al oud, ripping a bite froma cooked fish and hurling it over
his shoulder. He quaffed wine, slopping it over the table.

"Haharr! Nought |ike good food and wine, eh, Saltar? | suppose you heard about
your brother Bl udrigg?"

"No, what about my brother Bludrigg?" Saltar lied with a straight face.

Gabool tore a roasted seabird apart in his claws, burying his face into the
carcass as he gnawed through it, and came up grinning.

"Had to kill "im Whipped his head off with me sword."
Saltar's expression never altered a flicker. "Wat for?"
Gabool wi ped his greasy claws in his beard. "D s-

obedi ence, bein' too greedy, wantin' to take ny place as King. Had to kil
"im Swish! That was that, old Bludrigg |ost his head."

Gabool and Saltar's eyes met, betraying nothing, but each waiting for the
right monent. Saltar toyed with a goblet of w ne.

"Was he arned when you killed hinP"

"No, he was tryin' a crown on for size. Haharr!"

Slowy Saltar stood up, his claw grasping the curved sword at his side. "I've
heard you're very good at killin'" unarmed beasts. How about trying one who's

got a weapon?"

Gabool 's cl aw began reaching for a sword hidden beneath the table. "G ve us a
chance, matey. You can see |'mnot carryin' a sword—-ook."

Now it was Saltar's turn to |augh. "Hoho! Then hurry and get yourself one,
King of Searats, although | heard that even arned with a sword you were beaten
by alittle musemaid ..."

Gabool sent the table toppling as he kicked it and freed his swordbl ade, his
face a mask of ugliness and cruelty as he | aunched hinself forward.

"That's a lie! A black-hearted lie, and you'll die for it, Saltar!"

Automatically the searats stood back; this was not only a battle to the death
between two famous fighters, it was also a contest to deci de Kingshi p.

Gabool the WId slashed viciously at Saltar; the corsair dodged ninbly to one
side, swinging his sword in one claw as he wound the cord of the steel hook
round his other and beckoned with it, insulting and taunting in the manner of
searats to goad his victiminto a fal se nove

"My brother could ve taken you with a cooking |adle, coward!"



Gabool circled, the light glinting off his golden, eneral d-studded fangs. "I'm
goin' to hang you by your hook and let the gulls rip out your lyin' tongue,
crabsbait!"”
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Suddenly they clashed, sword ringing upon sword. Saltar's hook ripped through
Gabool 's cloak, pulling himinward. Quick as a flash, Gabool cut his cloak

| oose with one of the daggers fromhis waist sash, staggering back as Saltar's
cl angi ng bl ade drove hi m down the hall

"You'll die scream ng, Gabool. I'll nmake you call ne King before | put you out
of your msery."

Smiling i nwardly, Gabool allowed Saltar's onslaught to press hi mbackward down
the hall, though outwardly the Warlord's expression was gri mand he acted as

t hough he were hard-pressed, panting, parrying and dodgi ng the cl eaving bl ade
and poi nted hooktip. This gave Saltar the feeling that he had gai ned the upper
cl aw.

"Not as easy as fighting nmy unarmed brother, eh, Your Majesty?" he taunted

Gabool. "But no matter, Saltar the Corsair isn't a nousemaid. |I'Il finish the
job properly, so that when you're hacked to dollrags you'll know it was ne who
didit!"

Stunbl i ng over footstools, bumping into tables, reeling off walls, Gaboo
seened to bl under backward, Saltar's sword threatening to spit himat each
thrust, the flailing hook coming to within a hair's-breadth of his throat. Now
the King of Searats was down on one knee, a short distance fromthe hangi ng
wal | curtain. Saltar smashed mercil essly dowward at him Gabool's sword, held
si deways deflecting the blows, seemed to quaver for one desperate nonent. A
gasp arose fromthe piratical assenbly. Suddenly Gabool fell, rolled over and,
| eapi ng high, snatched a walltorch fromits brackets. He regained his stance
on the other side of Saltar. Like lightning the corsair turned.

"Aaaaiiieeee!"

Gabool struck Saltar with the blazing torch, driving himbackward into the
hi dden bl ade behind the wall hanging. The trap worked efficiently; Saltar died
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instantly, an expression of pained surprise stanped indelibly upon his brutal
features.

Silence fell over the banqueting hall. Gabool spat carelessly at the inpal ed
carcass of his one-tinme eneny. Turning on his heel, he sprang up on the

| argest dining table. Scattering cups, food, plates and drink with a series of
resoundi ng smashes, the Warlord turned upon the gathering of searats. Gabool's
eyes bl azed, his rings and bracelets jangled, the gold emeral d-studded teeth
showed in a ferocious grin through his matted and beri bboned beard. Pointing
to all corners of the hall with his curving sword, he roared at the top of his
| ungs:

"I am Gabool the WIld, King of all Searats! Who am |, you carrion of the
wat er ? Speak nmy name, you vermn of the main!"

Swor ds, daggers, spears and pi kes waved in the air. There was not one in al
the crowd who dared not shout out aloud: "Gabool the WId! King of al



Searats!”

A poundi ng upon the hall doors echoed in the silence which foll owed. Blaggtail
threw the doors open, to reveal one of the Darkqueen's prize crew, Shornear,
wounded and hal f-drowned. He staggered in, collapsing in an exhausted heap
upon the floor. Raising hinself on one claw, he pointed out of the w ndow.

"Lord, Graypatch has sailed off with the Darkqueen\"

Gabool cane off the table Iike a springing panther. Seizing the wetched
Shornear, he hoisted himto his paws.

"What! How did this happen?"

"Lord, he had it all planned with the others. | would not go along with his
wi shes so | was thrown overboard ..."

"Graypatch, ny faithful old shipmate—-why would he do this to ne?"

"He said that you were too dangerous, too wild and treacherous. G aypatch said
to us all that anyrat who followed himwuld at |east be able to sleep at

ni ght
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wi thout fearing a knife in his back. He said that you were death to any
creature your shadow fell upon, friend and eneny alike. | heard himsay that
he woul d take his crew to a place of safety where none could follow"

Gabool absently |l et Shornear drop to the floor.

"Well well, who would have thought it, eh? Me old nessmate G aypatch, the one
searat | thought | could trust, turned traitor on nme. The Darkqueen was mny
best ship. Blaggtail, is there any nore of ny fleet anchored around the
coves?"

Bl aggtail scratched his chin. "N ghtwake and Seatal on are beached in the north
cove, Lord. They both need careening and recaul ki ng. Crabdaw t oo, but she was
hol ed and | ost her rudder on the rocks. None of themare seaworthy.”

Gabool scow ed. "Where are the rest of ny ships?”

"Wavebl ade, Bl acksail, Rathel mand Greenfang are all on the high seas, Lord,
but they should be back by the next full noon."

The Warl ord banged the table to enphasize each of his words. "As soon as they

cone in, turn "emround and get 'emout to sea again. | want the Darkqueen
back, | want to see her heading into Terranort cove with G aypatch's head
stuck on the bowsprit and his crew in chains. \Woever does this for me will be

made Sea-captain of all nme fleet, next only in rank to me." Inmrediately three
rats sprang forward. Gabool hailed them "Riptung, Catseyes, Gintooth, pick
yourself a crew each. Get those three craft in north cove shi pshape again. |
want them seaworthy two days from now. Take my housesl aves and chain 'em up as
your oarcrews in the galleys. | will hunt Gaypatch down, do you hear ne! My
fleet will track himacross the main fromtide-send to Hel lwaters. There will
be no place on land or sea where he will hide fromthe wath of Gabool. Now
go!"

Just over half a day of being tugged about blindfolded by the ill-tenpered
Pakat ugg was quite enough for Storm She had been scratched by nettles, poked



by branches and bunped by trees, when finally the recluse squirrel called a
halt for lunch. They sat down beneath a wi de-trunked sycanmore which had pushed
itself a fair living space in the dense forest. Storm unbound Gul | whacker from
wher e Pakatugg had placed it about her eyes.

"Hoi! Get that blin'fold back on right now, d' you hear!"

The mousenai d blinked and rubbed her eyes at the shafting sunlight of the
green woodl and ai sl es.

"Ch, go and boil your tail, squirrel. How do you expect nme to eat lunch with a
rope round ny eyes?"

Pakat ugg pulled food and drink fromhis knapsack and sniffed. "Leave it off
then, but only for nealtines —and don't be gazin' all round, tryin t' get a
fix on your bearin's, eh?"

Storm saw that the hares had left a small stone nedal lion threaded about her
neck as she slept. It bore a badger's head and a fl at - peaked nount ai n

i nsi gni a. She | ooked up, countering the squirrel's remark.

"Huh, who wants to see your silly old forest! It's not
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yours, anyhow. It'd take nmore than a squirrel dressed as a tree to rule al
this. What's for |unch?"

Pakat ugg sat on the rucksack, clutching the oatscones and flask he had taken
fromit.

"Well, I'"mhavin' these oatcakes and a sup o' this, though |I don't know what
you're dinin" on. | only said |I'd take you t' Redwall, never said |I'd feed you
as well. That weren't part o' the bargain.”

Storm coul d not believe her ears. She watched Pakatugg smugly munchi ng away at
a scone.

"I'"d share half of anything I had with a hungry creature, you . . . you greedy
branchbound ol d mser!"

"Right, that's it! |'ve tooken enough cheek fromyou, mouse! Shut your nouth
an' get yon blin'fold back on, right now"

Stormtried hard to keep her voice level. "No! |I'mnot going blindfol ded and
hungry for you or anybeast!"

Swi ftly Pakatugg | eaped up and fitted a dart to his bl owpi pe. "Gotcha now,
mssie. Do as | bid or I'lIl deaden your paw fer a season wi' this dart."

As Storm stood up and reached for her rope, the squirrel fired. She threw
hersel f sideways, hearing the thud as a sharp dart buried itself deep in the
bark of a nearby pine. Launching herself forward, the mouse-nmaid thwacked out
with her Cullwhacker.

The bl owpi pe was knocked from Pakatugg's nouth. He sat down hard, his eyes
wat eri ng copi ously as he clutched the end of his nose where the knotted rope

had belted him Storm stood over him the light of battle in her eyes.

"First you blindfold nme, then you starve nme, now you try to wound ne. Sit



still and don't make a move, squirrel, | don't trust you anynore."

Hungrily munching alternate bites froman apple and a scone, she watched the
squirrel applying a leaf poultice to his swollen snout. He was nuttering
fiercely.

"Huh, me, Pakatugg, lettin' a slip of a nobuse break nme nose!"
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St orm shook her weapon grimy. "Listen, squirrel. I"'mno slip of a nouse, |I'm
Storm Gul | whacker, so don't think you can bully and trick a creature smaller
than yourself. 1've split this food into two equal halves. You can go where
you want and take yours with you. I'll find Redwall Abbey on ny own, w thout

having to protect nmy back agai nst you."

G unpi ly Pakatugg stuffed half of the provisions into his knapsack. He hurried
off down the dimtrail, yelling back derisively, "Yah! I'mglad you did that,
you liddle fool. You'll never find Redwall alone; you'll die in this forest
wi ' out Pakatugg to guide you."

Storm saw the slight hunor of the situation. "Aye, and |'d never have reached
Redwal | bei ng blinded, starved and wounded," she called back. "On your way,
you nasty old fl eabag!"

The nmousenaid ate a leisurely neal and rested awhil e before packing the
remai nder of her provisions and setting off to find Redwall al one. There was
no trace of Pakatugg, nor any living creature, just the still, green sumer
forest. Stormtossed her Gullwhacker high in the air. It |anded with the
knotted end pointing in the opposite direction to that taken by the squirrel
Trusting to luck, she strode off in the direction the knot had pointed.

The afternoon wore on. Hardly a breeze stirred the | eafy canopy overhead as
the tiny figure trekked resolutely through the nmaze of tree, bush and fern,
noting fromtime to time the position of the sun, which she tried always to
keep at her back, knowing that if it set in the west she must be traveling
east. To restore her confidence, in the enveloping silence Stormtried to hum
odd snat ches of songs, but she could not renmenber any. Wth a carel ess shrug
she pushed on, the soft swi sh of her paws through grass and occasi ona

bi rdsong the only sound that fell upon her ears. Once, she cane on a small
stream The nmousemai d drank and

70

bat hed her paws, wondering what Redwall would | ook Iike, if ever she was
fortunate enough to find it.

Shades of evening turned the forest to a gloony bl ack-green vault as Storm

pl odded on, not sure whether she was going in the direction of her goal or
traveling in circles. Gadually every tree, leaf and bush began to | ook the
same. Night closed in on the forest and the nousenaid | ost her way conpletely.
She strayed fromthe dimtrail and into inpenetrable shrouds of wood and
vegetation. Storm kept her confidence up by telling herself that being lost in
a wood was better than being | ost at sea, but the surrounding night and
oppressive silence sat heavily upon her spirit. She fervently w shed that it
was daylight, or that she could neet another living creature. Sitting
despondently at the foot of an el mshe sipped mntwater froma flask, ate sone
white cheese studded with dark roast acorns and decided to await the dawn.

Then she saw the light.



Faintly at first, like an elusive will-0'-the-wi sp faraway am d the trees.
Swiftly and silently Storm made her way toward it. Still sonme distance away,
she could tell it was a canpfire of sone sort. There was nusic too. Sone
creature was playing a stringed instrument and singing a song in a raucous
Voi ce.

"If I were a stone |'d lie alone

Amid the earth and cl ay-o,

Til sone good beastie picked nme up

And threw me faraway- o.

Lolly too diddl e um

Ri nky doo ski ddl e dum

There's bread 'n' cheese 'n' cider

Sai d the hedgehog nmaid who sat to supper

But now 'tis all inside 'er.

It was a funny-1looking hare dressed in jester's attire, half green, half
yellow. He sat by a small campfire, tinkling a curious stringed instrunent.

Storm deci ded there was no use beating about the bush; she had al ready net
some hares who were friendly. Boldly she strode in and sat down on the
opposite side of the fire. The hare wi nked at her and conti nued.

"Now ny grandpa, he was by far

A dreadful fat old liar.

"It"'s cold in the river tonight/ he said,

As he sat upon the fire,

"Til my old grandma came al ong

And hit himwth the ladle.

There' s anot her egg been cracked/ she | aughed,

As she set himon the table.

Doodl e oo lolly turn

Tiddly oodly iddly um

| loved a rabbit's daughter

And she fed me on pots of tea

Made out of boiling water."

Storm | aughed at the odd creature and his comcal ditty. He twitched his
fl oppy ears.



"Now t hen, young mouse ne gel, what can we do for you?"

Storm shrugged. "Not a lot, sir. I'mlost, you see. Perhaps | could rest by
your fire until dawn."

The hare shook his head sadly. "Lost! | knew a woodpecker once who got lost."
"Ch, I'msorry. Did you find himagain?"

"Find hin? O course | found the blighter—that's how he cane to get lost in
the first place. W |ost you—er better still, who do you want to be found

by?"

"Nobody | ost me, and |I'm | ooking for Redwall Abbey, so how could an Abbey find
ne?"

"Hrm good question. But no need to fret your nmousy little heart, young
what syournane. |'mgoing to Redwall, so we can both get |ost together."

"You nmean you're | ost too?"
"Who said | anf? Don't talk ridicul ous. Never been
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lost inm life, young thingy. Do I look lost? Sittin' here by nmy own
canpfire, singin' away and twangin' mlittle harolina ..."

To stop any further indignation, Stormconmented on the instrument. "Ah, so
that's what it's called, a harolina. What a nice instrument. |'ve never seen
one before."

"Never seen a blinkin'" harolina? Corks, no wonder you're lost. | say, is that
a long patrol nedal you happen t' be wearing?"

"This? Ch yes, it was given to ne by Colonel Cary, Brigadier Thynme and Hon
Rosie ..."

Before Storm could say any nore, a dreamy | ook crossed the jester hare's face,
maki ng himl ook extra foolish

"Egads! Hon Rosie, the Honorable Rosemary—exquisite creature, conpletely
adorabl e gel, doncha know. Did she nmention nmy nane by the way?"

"I don't know. What is your nanme?"
"Tarquin L. Whodsorrel, though she may have called me Tarkers or jolly old
Tark. She did nention ne, didn't she? You wouldn't kid a chap, would you? Go

on, say she did."

Storm saw that the poor fellow was so agitated that she had to lie a bit. "On,
Tarkers, yes, she did nothing but talk about you."

"Good egg. | knewit. Go on, go on, what'd she say?"

"Er, let nme see. She said you were very handsone, a fine singer and a
wonder ful player, and she w shed you were on patrol with her."

Tarquin L. Wodsorrel fell flat on his back, kicking his long |egs



ecstatically into the air.
" Absol ut el ybal | yspi f fi nhunkydory! Woohoo! "

St orm coughed politely. "Does this mean you'll take ne to Redwall Abbey, M.
Wodsorrel ?"

"Abbwal | Reddyrmouse, 'course | will. You can call ne Tarquin. I'll call you
early. Dy know | couldn't eat
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a thing right now. Rosie, ah Rosie, | could live on that sweet nanme the rest
of my life without eating."

Stormcurled up by the fire, yawning loudly. She did not fancy an entire night
listening to a lovelorn hare singing the praises of his bel oved.

"Ch well, 1'd best get sonme sleep. By the way, ny nane's Storm GQul | whacker
This rope is ny weapon—actually the rope's called @il lwhacker."

Sl eep was sone tine coming to the nousenmaid as she had to lie there |istening
to Tarqui n conposing dreadful |ove songs and pl unki ng odd chords on his
har ol i na.

"O Rosie the Hon, you're certainly the one, I'Il bet ny bally life,

Wth your cute little nosie, beautiful Rosie You' d make a lovely wife

Hrém | essee now, what rhymes with wife? Strife, knife . . . life. That's it!"
The fire burned to white ash and red enbers in the deep nighttinme forest.
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Al most an hour before he was usually up and about, Abbot Bernard was wakened
by the first rays of dawn and a | oud knocki ng on his bedroom door. Hastily
stowi ng his nightcap beneath the pillows, he rubbed sleep fromhis eyes and

tried to ook as dignified as a Redwal | Abbot shoul d.

"Ahem the door's open, cone right in, please." Bagg and Runn entered,
bearing a tray between them

"Good nornin', Father Habbot, an' a happy Jubilee to you, sir."
The Abbot hid a snmile as he propped hinself into a sitting position

"And good norning to you, young otters. |1'd conpletely forgotten about ny
Jubilee. It's a good job you renminded me. Now, what's all this?"

"It's your breakfast, Father. Meadowsweet and sage tea."

"Aye, and arrowoot curd with strawberries.” "And barl eyt oast spreaded with
honey." "Some hot bl ackberry nuffins too." "And cold wi |l owake and greengage
jam..." The Abbot held up his paws. "Ch, ny goodness, how will | get through

it all? It's far too nmuch for ne.

["1l just have the neadowsweet tea for now How kind and thoughtful of you.



"Il bet you haven't had your own breakfast yet. How about you two hel pi ng ne
to finish all this?"

It was no sooner a word than a bite with two hungry young otters. Bagg and
Runn sat on the bed as norning sunlight filled the room doing full justice to
t he good breakfast they had prepared while showi ng the Abbot a barkpaper card
they had made for him

"See, there's you, Father, standing on the | awn by the pond."

"Ch yes. What a good likeness, and that's a splendid tree |I'm standing by."
"That's not a tree, it's Mther Mellus. Can't you see her stripes?”

"OfF course. | thought this one over here was Mther Mellus."

"No, that's Simeon |ooking for herbs, and this one is Gabe Qill rolling out a
barrel of October ale for your feast."

"Way, so it is. Well done indeed!"
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The norning bl ossomed into sunlight fullness, Redwal|l Abbey stirred itself
into life, lazy blue smoke fromits kitchen chimeys drifting toward the
woods, where it tangled gently to blend in with tendrils of white mist hangi ng
in the trees. Preparations were well under way, flower garlands decked the
long tables set out in the orchard. Creatures fromthe outlying woodl ands and
fields began arriving, bringing gifts, food and their famlies with them

Brot her Hubert stationed Dandin and Saxtus on the ranparts over the gatehouse.

"Do a slow patrol of the walls. If you see any creatures comng in who m ght
need assi stance, then run down and help them"

Bot h young mi ce nodded inportantly, proud to be helping in such an adult way.
They puffed out their chests, frowned intently and with sw ngi ng paws set

out on tour of the high ranparts around the outer Abbey walls.
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Friar Alder put the finishing touch to his great masterpiece. Knowi ng the
Abbot's taste for the savory rather than the sweet, he had concocted an
invention of his own, Bernard Bread. It was a vast |oaf of wheat-and- oat
bread, alnost the size of a grown badger. Al der opened the big oven doors as
he called to his assistant, Cockleburr.

"Lend a paw here, Cockles. The Abbot's surprise is al nost done."

A smal | hedgehog cane running, stunbling and tripping over a |long white apron,
his assistant-cook's hat falling over his eyes.

"Sinmerin' seasons, lookit the size of it. Comin', Friar!"

Toget her they inserted the | ong wooden paddl es and set themin the grooves

either side of the bread tray. Sweating and panting, they heaved with m ght
and main until the Bernard Loaf began noving slowy and mgjestically toward

t he oven doors.

" St eady! Easy now, here it cones. Push that stonemason's trolley over here.



W'l |l need something to land it on."

Wth a gentle thud the trolley received its precious burden. Cockl eburr stood
back, w ping his brow on the corner of his apron

"Perishin' puddens, Friar. It's a nonster! Lookit that crust. It's like a
shi ny gol den nountain, all crispy an' steanmin'.'

Friar Al der seated hinmself upon a sack of flour. "So it is, Cockles. So it is.
There's | eeks, sage, rosenmary, bay, turnip, beetroot, onions, nushroons of six
varieties, young cabbage, fennel, cucunber and corn, all floating in a

m | dpepper and cream gravy. What d'you think of that, young 'un?"

"Frizzlin' frypans, there's no doubt 'bout it, you're a
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fantastic Friar, a colossal cook, a stupendous stewer, a ... a. "
"Al'l right, Cockles, that's quite enough. | know | do have a certain skill

All that remains is to heat it slightly before we bring it to table this
evening. Now, is everything else in order, preserved fruits, berry flans, oh
and the Four Seasons Forest Trifle?"

"Just finishin' the pipin', Friar. | got up early and did the pink rosettes
and green | eaf shapes with the nmint cream and now all 1've got to do is the
twirly bits along the edges with yell ow buttercup cream™

"Good, you carry on with that while I go and check the wi ne, ales and cordi al
lists with Gabriel Qill. Al ways remenber, Cockleburr, the right drinks

conpl emrent the right food. R ght food, right drink —success. Wong food, wong
dri nk—di saster. Al ways remenber

that, mlad."
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The excitenent of events to cone increased with the advance of |ate afternoon
A pleasant breeze ruffled the grass, taking the edge off the intense sumer
heat. The young Redwal | ers and woodl and creatures, joined by some of the nore
active elders, began an inpronptu sports day in the Abbey grounds. Dandin and
Saxtus, however, stayed faithfully patrolling the walltops, peering over

battl ements, scanni ng woodl and, path and flatland, highly conscious of their
responsi bl e position. Several tines that day they had unbarred the nmain gates
to assist with carrying babies, helping the old ones and ot her useful tasks.
Now t hey rested awhil e together on the northern corner of the west wall,

wat chi ng their conpani ons at play.

"Haha, | ook at Bagg and Runn. Trust two otters to win the three-1egged race.
What a pair of scallywags, eh, Dandin."

Dandi n had turned. He was shielding his eyes, gazing up the path to the north.
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"Here, look at this, Saxtus. There's two creatures coning toward the Abbey.
D you know t henf"

Saxtus peered at the odd pair of figures dogtrotting along the dusty path.
"Hmm can't say |'ve ever seen them before. Looks |ike a hare and a mouse



dressed as a ragbag."

"Go and tell Mther Mellus, will you, Saxtus. |I'll stand by with the gate
open. She'll prob'ly want to

speak with them"
00

Trudging silently along beside Tarquin, the nousemaid had her first view of
Redwal | Abbey. She |iked what she saw. Wth the dusty brown path running
across its front, the late afternoon sunlight played over the structure,
giving it a faded rosy glow Behind the stout outer wall with its battlenents
and ranparts, she could see the high spired Abbey roof, flanked by | ower

sl opi ng ones, peaceful and serene, standing honely and solid with the sumer

green forest at its back. Redwall. Now she knew why creatures tal ked of it
with a reverence; it appeared to blend with the surroundi ng Mossfl ower country
as a haven of rest and tranquillity, in harmony with all nature, like sone

gentle giant of a nother, sheltering and protecting her children.

The badger and the two young mice stood out upon the path as Tarquin and Storm
wal ked up. Mdther Mellus and the hare clasped paws.

"Well well, Tarquin Longl eap Wodsorrel, you old bounder!"
"Stap me vitals, Mellus, are you still alive and growlin', you old
stri pedog?"

Saxtus and Dandin stood watching as the two old friends greeted each ot her
Dandi n eyed the ragged nousemai d. She stood by, swinging a thick knotted

| ength of rope. Unconcerned by her filthy appearance or the sea-scoured,
sand-worn, forest-torn, |oose burlap sacking dress she wore, the maid stared
bol dl y back at Dandi n as badger and hare conversed.
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"So, how goes it at Sal amandastron? \Who rul es there now?"

"Ch, the old fire mountain's still there y'know, strong as ever. The Lord
badger there is Rawnbl ade, biggest dog badger you've ever set eyes upon. Sone
say he's the inmage of his great-grandsire Sunstripe the Mace. Ha, what a
warrior! He can flay a crew of searats before breakfast, and that's on a bad
day. But enough of all this fiddle faddle, old stripehead. You' d renenber ne
at old Abbot Thomas's final jubilee—+ was only a bobtailed | everet then."

"OfF course, | remenber it well. You were with your father Lorquin. Ah, those
were the seasons, eh. Wo's your young friend?"

The mousenmai d stepped up and spoke for herself. "I'm Storm Gul | whacker. This
is my weapon, the Gullwhacker."

Mel | us nodded courteously, hiding her amusenent at the newconer's confident
and forthright manner. "Wl conme to Redwal | Abbey, Storm Gullwhacker. Perhaps
you'd like to be shown around our home. Dandin, Saxtus, take this young
mousenmai d i nside and see if you can get her some decent clothing and a bath."
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While Mellus and Tarquin continued their conversation in the open gateway,
Dandi n and Saxtus wal ked i nsi de, acconpanied by Storm Saxtus noticed sone of



t he young ones staring open-nouthed at Storm

"Er, | say, Storm we'd best go and find Sister Sage. She'll get you cl eaned
up and dressed nicely."

Storm swung CGul | whacker deftly, flicking the head off a daisy. "Nobody's
washin" an' dressin' me up, nmouse. I'mall right as I am"

Saxtus di sagreed. "No no, you nust do as Mdther Ml lus says!"

Dandi n saw sonething in the mousemai d's face, sonething which rem nded hi m of
himsel f. He turned to Saxtus.
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"Leave Storm alone, friend. If she says she's all right, then she is. Let her
be. "

As they strolled through the grounds together, young Red wallers sported and
cavorted everywhere. Storm watched them w th anmusenent in her eyes.

"What are they doing, Dandin?"
"They're playing. It's a sort of sports day."
"Sports day, playing—what's that mean?"

Saxtus was about to explain when a twine-tied leaf-ball rolled in front of
them A baby hedgehog came chasing it. Storm picked up the ball

"I's this something for playing?"

The littl e hedgehog stood smiling at her with all the innocence of a D bbun
"CGorra see how high you ¢'n frowit."

Storm spun the ball in her paw. "How high | can throwit ... let's see." She
tossed the ball into the air. As it canme down, she swung with the knotted end
of @l lwhacker. It struck the ball spot on, sending it soaring into the sky
until it was a nmere dot.

Dandi n, Saxtus and the Di bbun hedgehog gasped in admration. Storm snil ed.
"Good. | like playing. What Tl we play next?"

"Yeek!"

Sone di stance away, Treerose was struck on the back by the falling ball

Ruf e Brush canme sauntering over. "Wat's the matter, squirrel ?"

Treerose was furious. She grabbed the ball and cane marching over to where the
three m ce stood. Holding the ball out, she chattered fiercely.

"Who did that? Conme on, own up."
Stormdid not realize the ball had struck Treerose. She stood forward,
grinning cheerfully, and nodded at the squirrel in a friendly way. "I hit the

ball high. It's called playing. Dyou want to play?"

Treerose went red with tenper. "You dirty filthy little ragamuffin, 1'll teach



you a | esson!"
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Swiftly she | ashed out, scratching the side of Storms face with her sharp
little dewl aws. Before anybeast could stop her, Storm whacked the knotted
rope squarely between Treerose's ears. The squirrel sat flat on her tail in
the dust, tears pouring from her eyes.

St orm was perpl exed, she rubbed her cheek as she turned to Saxtus. "What's the
matter with her? Wat did she scratch ne for?"

Treerose saw Rufe Brush watching and set up a wail. "Waah! She hit ne! Wat
are you going to do about it, Rufe Brush?"

Ruf e shrugged. "Dunno really. S pose |'d better shake 'er paw"

"Boohoohoo! That dirty little scruffbag has broken my skull. Boohoohoo!"

Mot her Mel lus's huge paw swept Treerose upright and dusted her down. "Stop
that wailing or you'll bring on the rain, mss. Stoppit! You're not really
hurt, and if | ever hear you insulting a guest of Redwall ['Il dust your tai
so hard you won't sit down for a season. Now go and get washed with cold
water. Your eyes are all squidgy with whining. Be off with you!"

Mot her Mellus turned on Dandin and Saxtus. "And as for you two pickles, didn't
| tell you to get this nmousemaid a bath and sone proper clothes?"

"She said she doesn't want any," Dandin protested.

Mot her Mellus eyed the rebellious Storm "Ch, doesn't she. Well, we'll see
about that!"

Mel lus took a step forward; the nousemai d took a step backward.
"Keep your paws off ne, y'great stripy lunmp, or 1'll Gullwhack you!"
"You'll what?"

Storm swung the @ullwhacker. "You heard me, badger. Now back off!"

Mot her Mel lus | ooked over Storms shoulder. She smled and curtsied. "CGood
aft ernoon, Father Abbot."

Stormturned to see who the badger was addressing.
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Mel | us pounced! The mousemaid was pinioned by two | arge badger paws, the rope
dangl i ng usel essly at her side as Mother Mellus whispered in her ear, "Gotcha,
m ssy! Now let's see if soap and water and a dress will civilize you, you

little savage."

Saxtus and Dandin fell about |aughing as Mdther Mellus carried off a kicking,
yelling Storm

"Yah, |emego! Paws off, you great lunmp of an Abbeydog. Fight fair like a
warrior, you big stripy trickster. Lemmego. Yaaaaaahhhh. Grr!"

Tarquin joined them tinkling away on his harolina. "Ch, corks! Od Mllus has



her work cut out there, no mstake. Wll then, you chaps —BPandi n and Saxtus,
isn'"t it? Allow nme to introduce nyself, Tarquin L. Wodsorrel at y'service. |
renenmber Redwal | Abbey quite fondly y' know. O course, | was only a little
sprog last time | was here. Dy'know, | think a chap could do a | ot worse than
stop here an' becone the jolly old resident hare, wot?"

The two young mice inmedi ately took to the garrul ous Tarquin. Dandin
especially admred the harolina and the skillful way the hare played it.

"That's a beautiful instrunment, M. Tarquin. | play the flute—see, this is a
whi stl e that belonged to my ancestor. Do you know 'Frog in the Rushes' or
"Qtter Hornpipe' ? | like 'Fieldnouse Frolic' nyself."

In a very short while, young Redwal | ers had gat hered round Dandi n and Tar qui n,
cl appi ng their paws, hopping and dancing as the pair played nerrily,

conpl emrenti ng each other with instrumental harnonies.

00

Tarquin's words proved true; Stormwas no easy nousenaid to deal with, as
Mot her Mellus, Sister Sage and Sister Serena soon found out.

"Garrr! Sputch! Gerrat soap out of me face, you nurderers!”

Mellus held Stormfirmy by the scruff of her neck as she kicked and | ashed
about in the tub. Sage and Serena
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battled gallantly with soap and | oof ah as bat hwat er spl ashed and sprayed al
over themand the infirmary floor. Mellus ducked Storm s head under the warm
sudsy water, hauling her up for Sister Sage to scrub away at the nousenaid's

neck.

"Good golly! You could grow a crop in the muck we're getting off you, mssy.
Here, give ne the soap, Serena. Go and get another bucket of water."

"Arragh! This is worse'n bein' drowned at sea. Grrmmfff! Lenmego!"

"Be still, you young rip. |I'msoaked to the hide here. Keep her away fromthat
@l I whacky rope thing, Sage, or she'll cause havoc!"

"Whooshpl ut! Just | emre get ne paws on ny rope. |I'll show you three torturers

Sli ppi ng and sploshing, the three battled furiously
with slippery Storm
00

Abbot Bernard and Sinmeon passed the infirmary door on their way to Cavern
Hol e

"My stars, Sinmeon, it sounds like a fully fl edged nassacre in there."
"Wel| guessed, Bernard. You're not far wong!"

"Still, who knows, young Storm Gul | whacker may prove a clean and val uabl e
menber of our little community."”



"Yes, clean at |east when Ml lus, Sage and Serena have finished with her. \Wat
about the other one, the hare?"

"Ch, you nean Tarquin. He's to be our first resident hare. He brought a scrol
with himfrom Lord Rawnbl ade, the Master of Sal amandastron. Here, I'Il read it
to you. It says, 'To Abbot Bernard of Redwall, from Rawnbl ade Protector of the
Shores. It comes to ny nmind that the ties between your Abbey and ny nountain
shoul d be strengthened, therefore | send this hare, Tarquin L. Wodsorrel, to
you. He is frivolous, a glutton, |ovesick and prone to conposi ng dreadf ul
bal | ads;
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added to this he has an odd sense of hunor, a strange idea of dress and is
disruptive with other hares. Be that as it may, he is a fearless fighter, an

excel l ent scout and totally honest. | hope you will find his services
sati sfactory. Gve ny good wishes to Mellus and all the good creatures at
Redwal I . May the seasons be kind and bring you peace with |ong prosperity.

Rawnbl ade W destripe, Lord of Sal amandastron.' There, what d'you think of that
for a reference, Sineon?"

The blind herbalist gathered up his habit for the stairs ahead. "At | east
Rawnbl ade is truthful. The hare has his faults, but he al so has good features.
The badger Lord would not send himto us if there was not sonething in his
clever mi nd. Maybe he fears the approach of trouble and has deci ded that we
need a link with Sal anandastron. | |ike the sound of this Tarquin L.
Wodsorrel. Maybe Rawnbl ade's loss will turn out to be Redwall's gain."

"I hope you are right, ny friend. Your intuition has

never |et us down."

00

Early evening found Storm Gul | whacker being propelled forcibly out of the main
Abbey doors to mingle with the other young creatures of Redwall. She fought

hal f heartedly as Mellus shooed her out.

"There now, go and play. My ny, you | ook very pretty now, Storm"

"Pretty? What's that supposed to nmean? | feel stupid with this dress on and
hal f the hide scrubbed fromme. Couldn't | wear ny old burlap snmock. Pl ease?"

"What ? That scruffy old thing? Certainly not, child. | told Sister Sage to
burnit.”

"Where's ny Qul |l whacker? You haven't burnt that too, have you?"

"No, don't worry, Storm W gave it a good scrub in what was left of your

bat hwater, and it's hanging out of the infirmary window to dry. You can have
it back tonorrow. Now play outside with the young ones, but
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don't get yourself all nessed up again. It's nearly time for the Abbot's
feast."”

Dandin could hardly believe his eyes. Was this pretty nousemaid in the Iight
green linen habit the frowsy-looking terror he had encountered earlier that



day? It seemed hardly possible. He held out his paw to her

"Come on, Storm |'Ill take you round to the orchard. You can sit between ne
and Saxtus at the Abbot's Jubilee feast tonight."

"What's an Abbot's Jubil ee feast?"

"Listen, do you like singing, dancing and as nuch of the very best food and
drink as you can swal | ow?"

"Yes. |s that what it's all about?"

"You'll soon find out. Come on, let's run. There's Durry Quill—ae'll race
him"

The two young m ce dashed of f across the | engthening shadows of the Abbey | awn
as the birds trilled their evensong to the setting sun
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Rawnbl ade W destripe's massive formdwarfed the hares who stood in front of
him The bl ood of many Sal amandastron badger Lords flowed in his veins, and he
seened to fit perfectly into the vast rocky hall of the nountain, seated on
his throne with the huge broadsword Verminfate resting lightly in his hefty
paw. The w se brown eyes partially closed as he digested the information from
the returning hares of his long patrols. Torches flickered in rockwall sconces
of the roughly hewn hall, blending with dying rays of the sun as its fiery orb
sank into the western seaward horizon. Silence would follow each report unti
Rawnbl ade questi oned his scouts.

"So, you sent this nousemaid Storm Qul | whacker with Pakatugg to Redwall. A
wi se nove, Clary. They may cross trails with Tarquin Wodsorrel; the Abbey
will be a good place for them both. What news of ny bell, Shorebuck?"

"None, Lord," a sandy-hued hare |eaning upon his spear replied. "No creature
we spoke with knows where the great bell nmay be."

Rawnbl ade si ghed, resting his chin on the sword handle. "Hmm three seasons
| at e and nobeast knows the whereabouts of Joseph or the bell. Searats have the

answer, | knowit. Only tine will tell. Fleetleg, any nore about the ship from
t he nort hwest ?"

A tall, saturnine hare stood forward. "W sighted her earlier this evening,
Lord. She was sailing too far off to be certain, but Longeyes says that it
could be the Darkqueen."

Rawnbl ade sat up straight. "Are you sure of this, Longeyes?"

The hare call ed Longeyes | ounged at the w ndow, scanning the horizon. He
turned to address Rawnbl ade.

"I"mpractically certain, Lord. My eyes see farther than others. It |ooked to
me |i ke Darkqueen; no other ship in Gabool's fleet has red sails. If she had
cut in closer to land, | would have been able to tell you nore, but she tacked
of f wi ndward and travel ed north by east."

"Did you see who was at the hel n?"



"It was not Saltar, Lord —ef that I"'msure. | didn't get rmuch of a glinpse,
but I'd guess by his build it was the one called G aypatch.”

"Graypatch? He's Gabool's best steersrat. It could nmean that Gabool has |eft
his island. Darkqueen is the only ship he would sail inif he did."

Bri gadeer Thyme ventured an opinion. "M Lord, if old Gabool has taken to
sailin' again, there could be trouble."

Rawnbl ade arose. He strode across to the wi ndow, where he stood gazing at the
restl ess sea ebbing and flowi ng eternally.

"The propheci es carved on Sal amandastron's walls tell of a tine com ng soon
when trouble will becone a byword; ny destiny and trouble wal k the sanme path
paw i n paw. Eat and sleep now, ny faithful patrols. Qur fortunes and fates are
witten in these rocks. Leave the worrying and wondering to the waves and

cl ouds. "

00

A night m st had fallen when G aypatch anchored offshore. A | ongboat was
| owered to take the reconnai s-

sance crew ashore. G aypatch stayed aboard with Frink, his |ookout, always
wat chi ng north and west for signs of Gabool in pursuit.

Graypatch called down to Deadglim his bosun, "See if you can find a |likely
spot, mate —fresh water and cover in plenty."

Deadgli mtook the scimtar frombetween his teeth | ong enough to answer.
"Leave it t' me, Skipper. |'ve got a nose for likely coves."
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M st - shrouded noonl ess ni ght envel oped Deadglimas he | ed the shore party
forward into the dunes. He peered into the darkness.

"Not much 'ereabouts, |ads. Nought but sandhills. Here, Qurd, gerrup on yer
paws—tinme fer sleepin' when we're back aboard Darkqueen. Gurd?"

Qurd lay still, unable to answer because of the toad trident |odged in his
throat. Inmediately a score of tridents descended am d the unsuspecting
searats. The screans of two wounded pierced the still night.

Deadgl i m waved his scinmitar, yelling at the silent dunes, "Come out an' fight!
Show yersel ves, you cree-pin' bil gewashers!™

Suddenly the dunes echoed to thunderous croaking as countless toads hopped
out, arned with tridents. Deadgli mknew his chall enge had been a foolish one.
Throwi ng valor to the winds, he took to his paws shouting, "Retreat! Retreat!
Back to the | ongboat!"
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Fromthe ship's rail, Graypatch and Deadglimcould see the tideline teen ng
with trident-waving natterjacks. Deadgli m shuddered.

"Cap'n, if anybeast ever tells you a toad is slow, don't believe it. W barely
made it t' the | ongboat ahead of those sliny devils. There nust be thousands



of the croakin' scum"

Graypatch turned fromthe rail. "Set another course nor' an' east, Fishgill.
We'll try our luck farther up the
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coast. Junp to it now, you swab. | don't want Gabool hovin' over the briny at
our wake!"

Gabool the WId could not sleep. He paced around and around the bell, chopping
at midair with his sword, relating his thoughts to the brazen prize

"Graypatch'll curse the day he was spawned when | catch up with him 1'll boi
his skull an' bring it here for you to see, ny beauty —see if | don't. Haharr
first Bludrigg an' then his nmizzuble brother Saltar. Corsair, huh! He's
nothin' but fishbait now Like the other two, the scratchy |iddl e nousemaid
an' her dear daddy Joseph, haharr! He's the one that made you, isn't he? Gone
to fishbait for his foolishness."

Bongggggl!

Gabool junped back with a yell, then he ran around the bell in a wide circle,
searchi ng and seeking, but there was nobeast in the room save for hinself.
Gradual | y he became calm

"Haharr, 'twas only the wind playin' tricks."

Striding back to the bell he stroked it fondly. "Belay! So what if yer do
talk, you can tell old Gabool all your secrets.”

The bell remained silent. The King of Searats gazed up with narrowed eyes at
the figures enbossed around the top of the bellskirt.

"Hel | steeth! What do it all nean? Tell ne, what's all those pretty liddle

pi ctures, mce, badgers, rats, ships, an' all manner o'things? You tell ne;

" myour master now. Speak! D you hear me? Speak!"

But the bell remained still and voiceless, an inanimte nmetal object.

Gabool's wild tenmper rose. He spat upon the bell and kicked it. Still no sound
cane forth. In high bad nood he strode fromthe room turning in the doorway
and brandi shing his sword at the great bell

"Hell 'n'" gullbait! You'll talk to me afore I'm done with yer!™
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He sl anmed the door furiously and strode off to his bedchamber.

Behind himin the enpty roomthe bell tolled one booning knell.

Gabool 's nerve deserted him He cut and ran. Leaping into bed, he threwthe
covers over his head and lay there shivering.

CXO0
Sleep was a long tinme conmng to Gabool the WId, but when it did he w shed

that he had stayed awake. Badgers, mce, searats and spectral ships sailing
upon phant om waves pursued hi m down the corridors of his restless imagination



The figures around the bell had come to life to torment himthroughout the
| ong dark

ni ght .
00

Lord Rawnbl ade too was sl eeping. His vast formlay spraw ed upon the bed near
his arnmorer's forge in Sal a-mandastron nmountain. The sword Verm nfate | ay upon
the bed, close to paw as it always was. |In his dreamthe badger Lord found he
was | ooking at the bell that he had comm ssioned Joseph the Bell naker to cast
for him It was beautiful, just as he had imgined it would be, shining with a
dull sheen, graven round top and bottomw th the poem and the mysterious

pi ctures which only badger Lords could interpret. Now a shape was

mat eri al i zi ng through the burni shed curve of the bell netal -his archeneny
Gabool the WId. Curving sword in claw, the Searat King advanced, ornanents
jangling, golden eneral d-studded teeth glinting in a fiendish smle

Rawnbl ade' s reaction, even in sleep, was instantaneous; he seized his

br oadsword and | eaped fromthe bed, striking out with savage force. C anggggg

"Er, | say, Mlord, old chap, are you all right?" Colonel Clary was at his
si de. Rawnbl ade cane fully awake, rubbing his eyes with one paw, he gazed down
at the sword in the other

"What ? Er, oh, yes, thank you. dary. It was nerely a dream"

"My aunt's kittens! That nmust have been rather a jolly dream M Ilud. Look what
you did to that shield!"

Rawnbl ade stared at the shield which had been in the way of his swordsw ng.
The thick metal plate had been sheared in half. It lay on the floor

conpl etely severed. Absentni ndedly the badger Lord tested the unmarked bl ade
of Verm nfate.

"No alarm old friend. Go back to your rest —t was only a dream"

"A dream eh? Something out of the past, perhaps?"

Rawnbl ade | ay back on the bed and held the fornidable blade tightly.

"No, this was sonmething fromthe future. | knowit."
00
Gabriel Qill stood up anmid the tables and multicolored |l anterns that graced

the orchard. He held a tankard of best October ale high and cried, "Righto,
everybeast. Let's give a real Redwall toast to our Abbot!"

Every creature stood, raising bows, beakers, tankards, cups and flagons. The
soft sumrer night echoed as the multitude called aloud in one voice, "Abbot
Ber nard! Father of Redwal |l Abbey! Hurraaaaaaah!"

Saxtus sat down with a groan, holding his niddle. "Woof! Shouldn't be yelling
i ke that on an overfull stomach."

Tarquin scoffed as he relieved Saxtus of his plate. Enptying the Forest
Trifle, strawberry flan, pear gateau and hazel nut cream junket into his own
oversi zed wooden bow , he grabbed a spoon and tucked in.

"Haw hawi What's the matter, |addie buck? Little turn too full, is it?



Scrunff! A d TarkersTl show you how to navigate yer way round a bow of
tucker, mmm | say, any nore of that sunmercream pudden stuff |eft?"

Grubb the Dibbun nole replied as he nodded sleepily forward toward an
over heaped pl ate of woodl and sum
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mer cr eam puddi ng, "Burr, baint no nore pudden, zur. O snaffled 'ee last o
it. Snurr!”

Buxton and WIllyumnole imredi ately | eft off eating huge portions of steaning
Bernard Bread and dug into either side of Grubb's plate, eating furiously as
t he baby nole's sl eepy head drooped nearer the puddi ng.

"Ho, save the choild, 'urry up an scoff quick now, |est the hinfant be
drownded in yon pudden. Hurr hurr!"

Tarquin joined themindignantly. "I say, you chaps, chew each mout hful twenty
times and leave this to me. Bally unthinkable, poor little blighter bein'
drowned in a plate of pudden. Do not worry, young sire, help is at spoon. I'lI
save you. Gonff!"

Stormtried to stop spluttering Gabe Quill's giggly buttercup 'n' honey
cordial across the table. She shook with unbridled laughter at the antics of
Tarquin and the two nol es rescuing the dozing G ubb. The nouse-nmaid had never
been so happy in any of the life she could renenber—the food, the delicious
drinks, the food, the kind Abbey creatures, the food, the good friends about
her, and, of course . . . the food. Never had she tasted such narvel ous
things. Alternating between Bernard Bread, blackcurrant pie, sunmer sal ad,
cheese 'n' nut flan, mntcream cakes and honey-gl azed preserved fruits, she
hel d her owmn with the best trencherbeasts.

Dandi n was showi ng off slightly for her benefit, tossing redcurrants up and
catching themin his nouth. He was quite good at it.

"Here, watch this, Storm Betcher can't catch redcurrants like ne."

"Haha! Who can't? I'll show you. Watch!"

Unfortunately the giggly cordial had got the better of her. Stormtossed a
redcurrant high and missed it conpletely. It bounced off Forenole's head and
| odged in the ear of Treerose, who was feeling tired and sul ky.
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"\Whahaah! 1've gone deaf in one ear. She threw something at ne!"

Foremol e flicked the offending redcurrant out onto the grass. Taking up a
great spoonful of otter's hotroot soup, he held Treerose's nose and poured it

down her open nout h.

"Yurr, missie, 'ee doant eat vittles boi stickin' 'emin 'ee earlugs. Daown
thy nouth et should be a-goen, loik this, liddl e mssus."

Treerose was not heard to conplain again that night. She was too busy pouring
cold water down her throat to kill off the taste of the otter hotroot soup
which it was said could thaw out an icy river in nmidw nter.

00



Most of the eating was now over, and speeches began. Abbot Bernard thanked the
Friar for supervising the wonderful feast, also the helpers, |layers of table,
Gabe Qill for the excellence of the drinks and all present for attending. In
response various creatures stood up to thank the Abbot, toast Redwall and
congratul ate their hosts. Rufe Brush called for sone danci ng but was sil enced
by an oat scone; dancing and jigging was out of the question after having
eaten so nuch. So the singing began. Never being backward at com ng forward,
Tarquin was up on his paws, chewing the last of a celery surprise as he tuned
his harolina. Finishing the food, he | aunched into the song of the long
patrol s.

"Ch, it's hard and dry, when the sun is high

And dust is in your throat,

When the rain pours down, near fit to drown,

And soaks right through your coat.

But the hares of the long patrol, my |ads,

Stouthearts they walk with ne,

Over hill and plain, and back again,

By the shores of the w de blue sea.

Through nmud and mire to a warm canpfire,

"Il trek with you, old friend,
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Oer lea and dale, in a roaring gale,

Ri ght to our journey's end.

Yes, the hares of the long patrol, my |ads,

Love friendship nore than gol d.

W' || share good days, and tread | ong ways,

Good conr ades brave and bold. "

Drubber nol e banged his tankard upon the table am d the appl ause. "CGurr
That'n be a gurt ballad, bringen tears to moi eyes, it do."

Then it was Wllyumnmole's turn to get up and sing the mole song. He did it
solemmly in the correct nole manner and was cheered |oudly, though this tine
it did bring Drubber to tears. He wept unashanedly.

"Burrhoohurr! B aint nothen loik nusic to soften a hanimal's 'eart."

Dandi n was call ed upon. He rose and performed a newly witten tribute to Abbot
Ber nard, acconpani ed by Tarquin on the harolina.

"Long may you rul e, Father Abbot,



Long may you reign over al

The woodl ands of Mossfl ower

And the Abbey of Redwall.

When | was a young nmouse | learnt at the knee
O the Father of Redwall,

The [ essons for you and the | essons for ne

Fromthe Father of us all.

In those good Di bbun days, | |earnt nany Kkind
ways,
To be honest, strong and true, And wherever | go, |I'll renenber always, That |

| earned them sir, fromyou. Long may you rul e, Father Abbot, Over all of
these creatures and nme, And may we all say in our own sinple way, Have a happy
Jubi |l ee. "

Every creature present insisted on singing the song
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again, with Tarquin calling out the words froma scroll. It was a huge
success, though Drubber broke down conpletely and had to be conforted by Danty
and Buxt on.

"Yurr now, doant 'ee take on so, Drub, owd lad. Et be on'y a song."

"Hurr aye, doant be a-sobben naow. Take nmpi 'anker-chiefy."

Several nore singers were called on to perform Durry Qill sang the comc
song "Wy Can't Hedgehogs Fly?" The otter twi ns Bagg and Runn recited the epic
poem "Qtter Bill and the Shaking Shrinmp." This led to nore demand for poens,
and Saxtus was finally coaxed up to recite the poem he had menorized in the
gat ehouse. Nervously Saxtus stood up, clasping and uncl asping his paws as he
began falteringly.

"The wind's icy breath o' er the I and of death

Tells a tale of the yet to cone.

' Cross the heaving waves whi ch mark ships' graves

Lies an island known to soneg,

Where seas pound | oud and rocks stand proud

And bl ood flows free as water,

To the far northwest, which knows no rest,

Cane a father and his daughter.

The m nd was nunb, and the heart struck dunb,



When the ni ght seas took the child,

Hurled to her fate, by a son of Hellgate,

The dark one called The WId.

You whom t hey seek, though you do not speak
The legend is yet to be born;

One day you will sing over stones that are red,
In the m sty sunmer dawn."

In the silence that followed before the appl ause, Storm Gul | whacker gave vent
to a hoarse strangl ed sob, which echoed amid the startled revel ers.

96
12

A light norning sea mist hung over the waters around Terranort |Isle. The | ast
four ships of Gabool's fleet were returning. They silently nosed into the
cove, sails hanging slack, oars shipped as the oily swell carried them

noi sel essly into harbor. The King of Searats knew they had returned; he had
wat ched them break the night horizon, hours before the mst started to
descend. Now Gabool would need all his cunning and slyness if he were to win
his Captains over conpletely. Saltar had never been a popul ar Captain, neither
had his brother Bludrigg; but the fact remnai ned, they were both Captains and
he had slain them Naturally the other four shipnasters, O geye, Hookfin,

Fl ogga and Garrtail, would feel their positions threatened—they woul d need
reassuring. Once they were happy with Gabool's continuing rule, their crews
would follow theminto the very fangs of Hellgates. The Warlord knew all this
and set his plans accordingly.

The norning remai ned gray and uncertain as hordes of searats marched past the
rock portals into Fort Blade-girt. Gabool watched them fromthe banqueting
hal | wi ndow, voicing his thoughts aloud. "Look at 'em the rakin's an'
scrapin's of the earth, scumfromthe wharves, taverns an' cellars, their

not hers were bil ge-
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rats an' their fathers were barrel sl oppers. Miurderers, thieves, pillagers, al
of "em Haharr, they'd steal the very fires of hell to keep 'emwarm of a

wi nter night and singe the Dark One's whiskers. Vermin after me own bl ack
heart. Haharrhahaharr!"

The Warlord's description fit every searat fromthe tip of his ragged tail to
the point of his scarred nose. They were clad in notley rags, some wearing
wor n-out seaboots and threadbare frock coats, others dressed in the tattered
silks of corsairs. Brass ear, nose and tail rings were much in evidence,
eyepat ches, skull bandages, m ssing ears and fearsome scars. But every searat
was arned to the teeth; cutlasses, scinmtars, straight swords, sabers,

cl aynores, daggers, dirks, bodkins, spears and pikes bristled everywhere

t hr oughout the barbaric nob.

Gabool sat grimfaced on his throne, facing the great bell. Al around, the
banqueting tables were piled high with food and drink; nervous slaves stood
waiting, ready to serve their savage captors. The searat crews crowded in.



Those who could not find seating | eaned against the walls or slouched upon the
floor. Nobody touched a norsel of food. An expectant hush settled over all

the King of Searats was not his usual roaring commandi ng self. Claws settled
upon weapons, ready to fight at a noment's notice, it was a taut and peril ous
situation. The Captains grouped together at one table, O geye of the

Wavebl ade, Hookfin of the Blacksail, Flogga of the Rathelmand Garrtail of the
Greenfang, They were joined by the masters of the three ships that were under
repair, Riptung of the N ghtwake, Catseyes of the Seata-lon and Gintooth of

t he Crabcl aw. Agai nst these seven Gabool was facing m ghty odds, their cold,
qui ck eyes watched himm strustingly —even Garrtail, who now had his own ship
and felt equal to other Captains. The threat of instant death hung heavy in
the air.

Gabool 's heavy sigh broke the stillness. He stood up, slowy drawing his
curved sword. He dropped it; the
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bright blade clattered on the floor in front of himas he pointed to the
nearest rat.

"You there, matey. You' ve got the |ook of a poor old searat who don't have two
crusts to rub together. Wat's yer nane, shipnate?”

"Weltskin, sire," the ragged searat said in a puzzl ed voice.

Gabool nodded. "Well, you pick up that fine blade, Weltskin. My sword bel ongs
to you now Go on, take it, matey."

The searat Weltskin picked up the sword, his eyes shining. No commopn crew at
had ever owned such a weapon.

Gabool faced the assenmbly. Throwi ng his arns wi de, he appealed to them

"Aaahh, shipmates, what's it all come to? Treachery, deceit an' lies, aye,
that's the sad fact, mateys. A Cap'n who scorned ne, Bludrigg, an' his brother
Saltar out fer revenge, who tried to slay ne when | was unarned in nme own hone

Gabool shook his head sadly. "Aharr, bad weather 'n' black days, |ads, though
| knew all the time those two searobbers was plottin' against ne. Still an'
all, | offered 'emwel come an' vittles in Fort Bladegirt—their crews too. Wy,
some of you was there an' ate the sane food an' drank the sane drink an' saw
it all happen. Base traitors they were, nessmates. |1'd heard t hem whisperin’
together; they wanted it all—y island an' your ships. You Cap' ns there,
aharr, | wish you' d been here to see it—you would' ve sided with old Gabool,
know you woul d. Faithful ness always has its reward."

Gabool struck the side of the bell with a drinking cup. Twenty sl aves bearing
chests of plunder staggered in and turned out the glittering contents at
Gabool 's feet. Neckl aces, stones, bracelets, goblets, silks and fine weapons
cascaded out across the floor in a sparkling heap. Gabool's quick eyes noted
t he greedy gl ances the
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pl under attracted. He held out his claws to the seven Captains.

"Every bright star has seven true points. You, ny shipmasters, ny good an'
trusty mates, come an' take what you want fromthis [ot. Wat use is booty an'



plunder if a rat ain't got friends he can trust?"

The Captains stunbled and tripped over other searats in their haste to grab
what they could. Ripping silks and tossing all they could hold into makeshift
carriers, the seven shipmasters bit, scratched and jostled silently as each
strove to grab what he thought was nore than his fair share. Wen they drew
back, dragging their portions with them there was still a |arge mound of | oot
upon the fl oor.

"Why, you greedy old plunderers,” Gabool |aughingly upbraided the Captains.
"Snafflin' away w thout a thought for your crewats. See if you can clear this
| ot away, lads. Come on, it's all yours!"

Wth a wild how, the searat crews threw thensel ves upon the renmai nder of the
booty. Scrabbling, kicking, screeching, claw ng and ripping, they fought for
baubl es all over the hall. Gabool |aughed nadly as he pl owed anmong them He
had won. The plan was working |like a charm Now he sowed the seeds of

di ssension as he roved anong the crews, whispering, "Is that all you got,
matey, a few earrings an' a dagger? If | was your Cap'n | would have give you
first pick. Ah, but Cap'ns is Cap'ns—they was ever the greedy ones. Hoho,
Hal f nose, me ol' messmate, did you see that Cap'n Hookfin? He was a-shovin'
an' a-pushin' your Cap'n Orgeye like he didn't want himto get his proper

share. 1'd tell Orgeye that if | was you, mate. 'Here, Shornear, what good is
two earrings to you, eh? You "ark t' me, shipmate—that Garrtail, he | ooked as
if he were tryin' to grab everythin' for hisself, an'" himonly a new Cap'n

I"'msorry | chose himnow If I'd been thinkin' aright at the tinme, 1'd have
made you master
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of the Greenfang. Never mind, matey. There'll always be another day, eh?"
When the plunder had all been claimed, the searats threw thensel ves upon the
food ravenously, each one mistrusting the other and all of themfeeling nore

| oyal to Gabool than to their own Captains.

The Warlord had yet to play his final card. He banged the bell for silence.

"Now, me lucky rats, I'mgoin" to let you in on a secret, so cock yer |ugs!
There's another traitor, nore black' earted than any, but he ain't here this
day. What's his nanme? | 'ear you ask. . . . 'Tis Graypatch—aye, G aypatch

There's a nane for the Dark One's book. W sailed fair seas an' foul together
since we was both liddle sloprats, an' now the foul blaggard has robbed the
best craft in the fleet for hisself. Aye, the Darkqueen, Saltar's ship.
Graypatch crewed her an' sailed off in Darkqueen behind me back, an' | trusted
himlike a brother. But here's the worst of it, lads—that ship's carryin'
three times the loot in her hold, on nmy affidavy it is, nore plunder'n you
could clap eyes on. . . . And | want G aypatch's scurvy head! You can do what
you will with the booty—first one to it gets it all—-as long as you bring ne
back the Darkqueen with Graypatch's head nailed to the bowsprit. How s that
fer an offer, you hellscrapin' s?"

Tabl es were overturned, food scattered, furniture smashed as the Captains and
their crews made a hasty exodus fromthe hall, janming in the doorway, cursing
and fighting in an effort to be first to weigh anchor and hunt down G aypatch
and t he Darkqueen

"Hoi st sail, Ledder. 1'll be down straightways!" "Wigh anchor, Froat. W'l
get 'imfirst!" "Get the crew aboard, Bullfang. Hurry!" "Come on, you
wavescum Stir yer stunps—there's prize to be had!"



Wl tskin was one of the last to |eave, striding inpor-
101

tantly with Gabool's fine curved sword over his shoul der. Gabool called him
back.

"Wl tskin, matey, c'nere.”

The searat marched back and saluted his King with the sword.

"D you want somethin', sire?"

Gabool stroked his beard thoughtfully. "Let's see you swing that sword."
Vel tskin swng the sword several tinmes. Gabool | ooked worried.

"No, matey, no. That's no way to twirl a blade. Here, let ne show yer how to
use that sword."

Wl tskin gave the sword to Gabool. He watched fascinated as the Warlord wove
patterns in the air with the glittering weapon. Wltskin' s fascination
suddenly turned to agoni zed shock as Gabool snicked the tip fromhis ear with
the sword. Smiling wickedly, Gabool flashed the blade a little closer to

Wl tskin's throat.

"That's howt'do it, matey. Now do you want to |ay about while | does another
liddle trick with yer neck, or do yer want t'board ship an' leave this 'ere
carver with ol' Gabool ?"

A second |l ater the Searat King was listening to the mad patter of Weltskin's
paws as he dashed headl ong for the harbor and the safety of the open sea.
Thrusting his regai ned weapon into its wai st sash, Gabool threw back his head
and roared with [ aughter

Redwal | ers gathered in the open doorway of the infirmary sickbay, anxiously

peeping in at the still figure of Stormlaid upon a truckle bed. Saxtus gnawed
at his lip.

"I't nmust have been sonmething | said in that poem GCh, | wish | hadn't recited
the blinking thing now. In fact, | wish that 1'd never seen it!"

Dandin patted his friend reassuringly. "Don't be silly. You weren't to know
that the poem woul d have that effect upon her. It's not your fault. Though
nust

102

say, Stormis the last creature you' d expect to fall in a faint like that.
|'ve never net a rougher, tougher nousemaid in my life."

Simeon turned froma corner table where he was concocting something from
st range- 1 ooki ng herbs and roots.

"Rough and tough she is indeed. | think Storm has been through things that
woul d have killed a | esser creature. She has tremendous spirit."

The Abbot agreed. "She has indeed, though | don't think her real name is Storm
@l I whacker. | wonder who she really is.”



Si meon turned back to his bow and pestle. "That's what we're about to find
out if we can. Are you ready, Sister Sage?"

Sage went to the door. "Mdther Mllus, Abbot and Brother Hubert, you'd better
cone in and watch. Saxtus and Dandin, you can conme in also, and you too,
Tarquin, but you'll have to be very quiet. Now the rest of you, please go to
bed. It's only two hours until dawn. There are visitors' beds set up in Cavern
Hol e for the

wood| anders. "

00
Stormlay very still. Sister Sage placed a fresh danp cloth across her brow,
noting the deep scar which ran across her skull. Sage lifted Storm s head

slightly as Sineon administered a small dose of the nmixture froma beaker. The
mousenai d |icked her lips, made a small noi se of satisfaction, then settled
back as if in a calmsleep

Si meon took a seat near Storm s head and spoke gently into her ear

"You are with friends, little one—good friends. | want you to tell us what
happened to you. Go back to the beginning and tell us all. Can you hear ne? Do
you understand what | am sayi ng?"

Storm s eyelids flickered. She sighed and then began talking as if she were
telling a story to a friend. At his
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table in the corner, Brother Hubert wote swiftly with quill on parchment,
recordi ng the strange tale.

The mousenmai d call ed Storm Gul | whacker. Her story witten down by Hubert,
Br ot her Recorder of Redwal | Abbey.

After noving about restlessly for a short while, the nmousenai d appeared cal m
and spoke quite clearly.

W are half a season out fromthe deep coasts in the far south, ny father
Joseph and |I. The ship we are sailing inis called Periwinkle. It is crewed by
shrews. They are a bit scared because they have never sail ed upon blue waters
before, but Captain Ash is bold and adventurous. He says the only way we can
get the great bell to Salamandastron is by sea. | have never sailed the deep
waters before, nor has ny father. Every day we see new wonders—great fish,
huge seabirds and wonderful sunsets.

The great bell is tied on deck; nmy father and | sit to watch the sun's dying
rays reflected in its shining metal. | can hear the pride in his voice as he
speaks to ne.

"Mariel," he says. "Surely this is a bell fit for Rawnbl ade Wdestripe, the
great badger Lord. See how the sun sinking in the west turns it to a fiery
color. That is the copper, brass and gold, Mariel; the silver | put in to nake
its voice sweet."

My father is strong and very wise; he is the cleverest bellrnaker in the
world. Wien | tell himthis he | aughs and says, "No no, the nicest thing
ever made was your name —Mariel. It sounds like a bell ringing clear across



meadows on a soft spring norn. Can't you hear it ... Mariel! Mariel!"

Now we have had to stop huggi ng the coast and put out to sea because of the
reefs inshore. Al around ne is nothing but waves and water. It is a bit
frightening at tines when the big billows ride high with the wind. The crew
are not very happy now t hey
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have | ost sight of land. My father says everything is shipshape—he | earned
that from Captain Ash. | like the Captain and | amsure he will deliver us

safely to the nmountain of the badger Lord.

Sonething is wong. A great black ship with red sails has been follow ng us
since dawn. | heard Captain Ash whisper to ny father the word "searats." M

father has taken ne below to a cabin. | have to lie on the deck underneath a
bunk and hi de behind sonme bl ankets. My father tells me to lie still and not
move. | amnot afraid now, | amangry. | do not think I will like searats. |

want to come out and fight themif they try to harmus, but ny father has
forbi dden ne.

Crashi ng above on deck, scream ng, yelling, paws poundi ng everywhere, harsh
voi ces shouting bad things! Cashing of netal, splintering of wood, npaning,

horrible cries. | nust get out of this place to hel p against the searats.
Sil ence now, just sone cries of injured creatures and the creak of ropes. | am
trying to lie still but | trenble and shake with rage. Wy am| |ying here

doi ng not hi ng?

Pawst eps, bangi ng, the cabin door crashes open! As | peep between the

bl ankets, | can see three big rats fighting over sone wi ne on the cabin table.
One called Gipper snatches the w nefl ask, but the biggest one, called Saltar
ki cks himhard and grabs the wine. Gipper falls to the floor. As the ship
heaves he rolls under the bunk and bunps into nme. | yell, he rips the bl ankets
of f and says, "Hellseyes, ook what |I found—a pretty nousenaid!"

He tries to grab me but | bite him kicking himhard in the neck. G pper
makes strange sounds and clutches at his throat where | kicked him H's eyes
turn up and he is still. Saltar |aughs and says to the other rat, "A warrior
mai d, eh, Ledder. She's slain old Gipper. Wat a wild one!"

They both pounce on ne. | cannot fight back
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because the dead rat is in my way. Saltar and Ledder throw the bl ankets over

me. | am bundl ed up, and they punch and kick at the blankets until | go still,
but | am half consci ous.

Now t hey have taken me on deck. | can see through a rip in the blanket that ny
father and Captain Ash are tied to the bell. They must have fought hard
because they are both covered with cuts and bruises. The crew are all lying
about, dead, wounded or tied up. Saltar is saying sonething to Ledder about
feeding the fishes. Now they are ... Ch no! . . . No, please

Nooooo00000! !

Not e by Brother Hubert. Here the mousemai d becane very upset, thrashing about
until Mother Mellus held her down and Sineon the herbalist adm nistered nore
of his potion. The nousemaid lay calmfor a while then started to speak again.
I record her words as best as | can



Cold winter, hungry, cold, oh so cold! My father is ill—+ have seen himonce
when he was brought up to talk with Gabool the WId. He will not build a bel
tower for Gabool to hang the great bell in. Gabool is very angry. He sends ny
father away, back to the cells, where he nust stay |ocked up until he agrees
to build a bell tower. A rat named G aypatch says that | should be used to
make ny father obey. But Gabool says that he is King of Terranort Isle, he

al one gives the orders. If hunger, cold and illness do not bend nmy father to
his will then he might use me to force him but that is his decision and not
Graypatch's. | do not think Gaypatch |likes Gabool. | hate him Gabool the

Wlildis the cruelest of all searats. He is a fearsone sight-strange wild eyes,
gol den greenstone-studded teeth and a | ong straggly beard—every beast on
Terranort fears him GCGabool calls nme Skiv. He makes ne serve all his neals. If
I amlucky he throws nme the scraps fromhis plate; other tines when he is in a
cruel nood he will say,
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"Are you thirsty, Skiv?" Then he pours wine on the floor and makes nme lick it

up. Many times | have tried to escape, but there are too many guards; | am
brought back and beaten. Gabool has threatened to kill my father if | try
runni ng away once nore. But there nust be a way, |'ve got to find a way .

Not e by Brother Hubert: Here the mousemaid started weepi ng and grindi ng her
teeth. Sineon said it was pure rage at her hel pl ess position. He soothed her
with a drop nmore of potion. She is resting now and begi nning to rel ate another
incident. I wi sh she would speak nore slowy as | am unaccustonmed to recording
in this speedy manner.

| amserving at table, laying Gabool's food out. He |likes roasted seabird and
strong wi ne. Gabool is in a very bad tenper and | know the reason. Qur ship
Periw nkl e was renaned Crabcl aw by Gabool. He nade a rat naned Skul |l gor
Captain of it. But on the first day he sailed it from  Terranort he was driven
back onto the rocks by a sudden squall. The ship was holed and lost its
rudder. Gabool has got Skullgor in front of himnow and he is insulting him
goading himto fight, | think, though Gabool is unarned. Gabool says,
"Skul I gor, a dead frog would be a better Captain than you. You are a bl underer
and a fool. You let that ship run on to the rocks because you did not want to
put to sea, you yellowlivered coward!"

Skul | gor draws his sword. He is shouting, "King or no King, nobeast calls
Skul | gor a coward. Go and get your sword, Gabool. We'll see who's the coward
then!™

Gabool reaches for a hidden sword he has stowed beneath the table. He draws it
and nakes a | eap, surprising Skullgor. |I am passing, |aden with dishes, and
bunp straight into Gabool by accident. Like a flash Skullgor is on him but
Gabool shouts out and a rat named Garrtail stabs Skullgor in the back with a
dagger. Gabool junmps up and finishes Skullgor off,
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then he turns on ne, yelling, "You' ve collected your last plate, Skiv. | saw
your little game—trying to get me killed by Skullgor, eh? Then go and join him
at Hellgates!"

Now Gabool is coming at ne with his sword, | know he is determned to slay ne.
Suddenly | feel a great anger. | nust live; he has no right to take ny life.
must act fast. | snatch up Skullgor's sword and | eap onto the table, kicking a
jug of wine into Gabool's face. | slash at himwith nmy sword but he has

staggered close in, his eyes full of wine. The sword handl e catches himon the



skul I, stunning him He falls beneath the table, but as | junp down to slay
himthey are on me, Garrtail and a hal f-dozen others. They hit me with
somet hi ng, everything goes bl ack .

Not e by Brother Hubert: W thought the nmousemai d needed cal m ng down, bi4t she

lay still nonmentarily then started to speak again.

Bl ack darkness. . . . Wnd, rain! | ambound with a rope, a heavy rope.
Qutside on the high cliffs; we are outside the fort. | can hear waves crashing
agai nst the rocks far below. M/ head aches. | am bal anced tottering on the
cliff edge. Gabool is with me. He is saying something. | can hardly hear it
for the wind and storm . . . Wit!

"A nmousemai d bringi ng Gabool down—we can't have that, can we, little Skiv?

Saltar said you were a warrior naid. He was right, you are a born fighter—too
much of a fighter for your own good. Let's see how good you are at battling
with the seal™”

He pushes me. | amfalling over the cliff! There is a large rock tied to the
rope. It smashes to bits on another rock as | fall. . . . Father, Father, the
water is cold as ice and high as mountains. But | won't die, I'Il come back

for you. See! The water has softened the rope and ny paws are free.
Driftwood—+' mcling-
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ing toit. Father, don't let ne drown. . . . Ch, it's so cold, so dark, and
the sea is like a huge wild animal. Father . . . Father . . . I'Il come back

"Enough! " The sight of one so young withing in nmental tornment was pitiful

Mot her Mellus could stand it no | onger. Sweeping the nmousemaid up in her paws,
she carried her off, calling back to those in the sickbay room "This little
one has had enough—ne too! | can't listen anynore to the sufferings of the
poor child. W will sleep out in the orchard, beneath the trees, where it is
cool and shadowed fromthe dawn; just Mariel and ne."

The door slammred and they were left |ooking at each other, all save blind
Si meon, who sumed it up in a few phrases.

"She's right, y'know. | think we all got carried away listening to the tale of
Sto—er, Mariel. The poor maid needs rest, but at |east we know who she is
now. "

Abbot Bernard stuffed his paws into wi de habit sleeves and yawned. "Ri ght you
are, Sineon. | think we all need sone rest. Aahhh, bed beckons.”

Tarquin threw a dramatic paw to his brow "Gads! How you can think of sleep at
atine like this horrifies me, particularly when there's so nmuch food left.
Any of you chaps fancy sharing a bite with ne? 1'll tell you about the
sweetest gel in the entire territory. Hon Rosie's her name, an absol ute
whackeroony of a filly, an' Tarquin L. Wodsorrel's the first to say it."

Dandi n chuckl ed. "Sounds like a tale for a long winter's night. I'moff to the
dormitories. G night, or

is it good day?"
00

Down in the orchard Tarquin sat stuffing dewberry and sugared appl e cake,



strunmi ng his harolina nournfully.

"O Rosie, why did you | eave ne?

You' re enough to give a bally chap the pip,
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Laughin' in my face, ha ha ha ha ha,

An' leavin' me in tears as off you trip. . . . Yowh!"

A hard green appl e bounced off Tarquin's head as Mother Mellus's voice called
out fromthe trees, "I'll leave you in tears if you don't quit your
caterwauling and let us get some rest. I'll wap that harolina round your
head, see if | don't!"

no

A stiff southerly breeze had sprung up, chasing the nmst before it. The

Dar kqueen under full sail dipped her head as she cut the night sea. Bow waves
scudded spray to fleck her wake, ragged clouds swirled overhead with no noon
to light themon their way, tinbers creaked and ropes humed as the burgeoni ng
canvas pulled the sleek craft across the main.

Graypatch knew it was dangerous to sail the Darkqueen in any northerly
direction, but northeast was better than northwest, and he was a bit nore
famliar with the coastline in the northeast area. It was still sone tine
until dawn.

"Keep her head in to the shore, Fishgill/' Gaypatch called to his steersrat.
"Deadglim sound the water for reefs as y'go. Frink, stay up that topmast and
keep yer eyes peeled north and westward. Any sign of a sail, give ne a shout.
I"mgoin' belowto |ook at the charts. Stay on duty, now. Anybeast | catch
nappin'll be dead afore he wakes up."

The charts in Saltar's former cabin were few and sketchy. Searats were
notorious for sailing by instinct and rule of paw. G aypatch found a scrap of
par chnent and began drawi ng his own map of the coast from nmenory.

in

"Hm if | recall right, the badgers' nountain is further south'ard, then
there's the seamarshes, and | remenber sone outlyin' cliffs boundin' "emt'
the north. Them dunes is next, an' the toadlands. | reckon we're a ful

night's sailin' with the wind behind us. . . . Got it! Haha, | knew nme old
brain wasn't rustin'. Sone-wheres up this coast is a river that runs into the
sea. Eye, it comes out of the forestlands and across the shore. All's we do is

keep a | ookout fer the trees a-growin' inland to the starboard side. | know
the river's sonewheres there, | can feel it in ne bones."
Daybreak found the Darkqueen still beating north up the coast. The norni ng was

heavy with rolling seam st, promising to clear into hot sunshine. Prom ses
were not much good to the Captain of Darkqueen, however. Wth Frink peering to
port and Fishgill to starboard, it turned into a guessing gane as to what
woul d show first, the trees to landward, or the eneny to seaward. G aypatch
paced the deck anxi ously.

A grizzled searat called Kybo cane scurrying up with bad news.



"Just been checkin' provisions, Cap'n. Nought but a few breaktooth biscuits
left, an' we're out of fresh water!"

Graypatch slamred the rail with his claw. "Stow the gab, Kybo. There'll be
fresh water an' vittles aplenty where we're bound. Somewheres al ong this coast
there's —"

"Land ho!"
Graypatch dashed to the starboard rail. "Were away, Fishgill?"
"Straight as y' look, Cap'n. The mist's a-clearin'; | can see the trees

growin' green an' 'andsonme atop of sone dunes inland."

Graypatch cl apped Kybo on the back and wi nked with his good eye, "See! | told
yer, matey. Hoho, let's see if they can find us now Fishgill, Deadglinm Keep
yer eyes skinned for a river runnin' out o' those trees
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across the shore. Ahoy there, Frink. Any sign of Gabool or his ships on your
si de?"

"Nan® a sail, Cap'n. The mist's liftin' an'
seabi rds!"

all | see is a bright day an' sone

The news cheered Graypatch i nmensely. Hel m down, the Darkqueen raced al ong the
shoreline as a stiffening breeze sprang up fromthe south. Gaypatch called
all claws on deck, where they could watch for

the river.
00

It was early noontide before the river was sighted, flow ng through a deep
defile in the dunes and bubbling out to neet the sea. The strain and tension
was showing in Graypatch's face. Though his search had been rewarded, he knew
precious time had been wasted. Gabool's ships would not be neandering about at
hal f-sail, they would be hunting at full speed and bound to turn up sooner
than |l ater. Moreover, conditions for navigating the river were not favorable.
It was ebb tide.

Graypatch woul d have liked to approach the river at high water, sailing his
ship straight into the forest. He cursed al oud, know ng the decision he was
maki ng woul d | eave themtotally vulnerable to attack. Dropping anchor bow onto
the river, he addressed the Darkqueen's crew.

"Hark t' me, lads. There'll be no flood tide until late tonight, so here's the
plan. We're goin' to haul the ship through that river which runs across the
shore an' into the forestlands. Once we're anong the trees we're safe. No
one'll find us up there. It's a snug berth—ots of fresh water, fruits, an
good meat t' be had. Trust old G aypatch, ne |lucky buckos ..."

"Hah! Tell that t' the frogs, Gaypatch. W'Ill never drag Darkqueen o'er that
| ong shore. Any rat with half an eye can see that river's too shallow"

Graypatch's good eye glared down at the objector, a burly searat. "Stow that
kind o' talk, Bigfang! Either we

113



haul her up into the trees or we sit here |like ducks at a weddin', waitin' fer

the tide tonight, and get ourselves caught by Gabool's ships. Now which is
it?"

Bi gf ang and the searat crew grunbled and nuttered, but there was no rea
objection to Graypatch's plan, which they knew was their only hope. The master

of the Darkqueen rapped out his orders.

"So be it! Everybeast aboard shi p—+ nean everyone, all of you and what ever

slaves are in the galleys. | want you all ashore, split into two groups either
side o' that river, pullin' on the ropes. Kybo, Frink! Get the anchor rope to
port and another one as thick to starb'd. Now when | say pull, | want yer to

put yer backs into it, buckos—-hear ne. Right? Al ashore!™
00

St andi ng wai st-deep in the shallow river, Gaypatch eyed the Iines of crew and
oarsl aves either side of the banks. He raised his sword, bringing it down wth
a splash into the water as he yelled, "Pull! Pull! Bend yer backs an' curse
yer mothers! Pull, | say!"

Grunting and sweating, the crew heaved on the taut ropes across their
shoul ders, digging their claws into the sand for purchase.

"Pull, you 'orrible seascum pull! You couldn't drag a worm out o' bed between
the ot of yer. Pull!"

The ropes creaked and groaned as Darkqueen began to nove forward, fraction by
agoni zing fraction. Gay-patch waded fromthe river and took a place at the
head of the port rope.

"Hoho! She's movin', me lazy lads. Pull, pull as if you were pullin' buckets
o' dark wine froma barrel. Pull!l"

Dar kqueen had noved twi ce her own consi derable | ength when the river shall owed
out drastically, and she buried her nose in a sandbank

Bi gf ang threw down the rope. Followed by many others, he waded into the river
and began drinking the fresh running water.
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Graypatch drew his sword in high bad tenper and began bell owi ng hoarsely, "Get
out of there, you worthless idlers! Get back on your ropes, you frog-hearted,
backbitin', jelly-clawed slackers. 1'll carve the hide fromyour bones. I'lI

strangl e every jackrat of yer. ['ll

Across the open sea, just beyond the tideline, Garrtail's ship Geenfang was
beari ng down on themunder full sail!

00
"Mariel, your name is Mariel, daughter of Joseph the Bell maker."

The nmousenmai d haul ed her Gullwhacker in fromthe infirmary w ndow, where it
had hung to dry. She swung it experinmentally, nodding with satisfaction at the

cl ean knotted henp.

"I know my name, Dandin. And | know ny father's nane. | can renmenber



everyt hing now. Stand aside. "

Dandi n and Saxtus foll owed her down the stairs, across Geat Hall, into the
Abbey kitchens. Mariel picked up an enpty floursack and shook it out. She
started packing it with any food to paw. Saxtus nibbled his paw agitatedly.
"What are you doing, Mariel?"

The nmousenmai d continued filling the sack. "Packing rations, Saxtus."
Friar Alder and his young assistant Cockl eburr canme bustling up
"H there, young mssy. Wat do you think you' re up to?"

Mariel tested the weight of the sack and threw it across her shoul der
"Borrowi ng sonme supplies, Friar. Don't worry, |I'll repay them™

Friar Alder held out a restraining paw. "Now, hold on a nmoment, please."

Mari el grasped Qullwhacker tightly. "Stay out of ny way, Friar, please. You
have all been very kind to me at Redwall and | would hate to harm any Abbey
crea-

ture, but there's sonething |I've got to do—and nobeast will stop ne."

Cockl eburr hopped up and down, stunbling on his apron. "Wall oping w nters,
Friar. Get out the way. |'ve seen her use that ullywhacker thing!"

Dandi n junped between the Friar and Mariel. "Violence is no answer, Mariel. W
are creatures of peace. It's wong to offer harmto a Redwal l er."

The nmousenmai d shook her head. "Don't you understand, Dandin? | don't wish to
harm any creature in this Abbey, but | have scores to settle with ny enenies.
Look, just let me go and | eave nme alone, will you."

"Ch, and what do you plan to do then, Storm Gull whacker?"

Mariel turned. Standing in front of the great oven was Mot her Mell us,
acconpani ed by the Abbot, Simeon and Tarquin.

"My nanme's not Storm Gul Il whacker, it's Mariel," she said defiantly.

Blind Sineon tapped his way forward until he touched her sleeve. "Then start
acting like Mariel and not behaving like the old Storm Gul | whacker. W are
trying to help you, child."

Mariel |ooked at the floor. "Don't need any help."

"Not true, Mariel." There was a touch of firmmess in Mellus's voice as she
interrupted. "Every creature needs hel p. How do you suppose we live here in
har mony t oget her? By hel ping each other. This Abbey was not built by one
creature; it needed cooperation and help. Tell ne, where do you think you are
going with a knotted rope in a borrowed habit carrying a sack of stolen food?"

Suddenly Mariel felt helpless in the face of all this peaceful opposition. The
sack slipped from her paw as she brushed away a threatening teardrop

Tarquin saved the situation by throwi ng a rangy paw about her shoul ders. "Cone
on, old gel. Chin up an' never say boo to a goose, wot? Tell you what we'll
do—
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let's tootle over to that dusty old gatehouse place an' hold a council o
Get the stew sorted fromthe dunplin's, eh?"

war .

Abbot Hubert slipped Mariel a clean kerchief and stood in front of her as she
scrubbed at her eyes.

"Spl endid idea, Tarquin. A good sensible talk never hurt any creature. Cone
on, we'll all go together. Many heads are better than one."

The gat ehouse proved far too dusty and cranped, so they sat on the | ow steps
in the shade of the west rampart. The Abbot ordered lunch to be sent out to
them with cold mint and rose cordi al

Mot her Mel lus fol ded her paws. "Now, where exactly do you plan on goi ng?"
"Terranort Isle."” Mariel's answer was | oud and cl ear.

"Do you know how to get there, or where it is?"

"No, but don't worry, I'Il find it myself."

Si meon chuckl ed. "As the blind squirrel said, reaching for a cloud."
Mariel bristled. "What does that nean, that |'mstupid!"

"Don't be silly," Tarquin interrupted. "Oh, haha, | say, 'scuse ne. Lunch
chaps. Here comes |unch!"

As they sat eating, the Abbot gave Mariel a friendly wi nk. "Sineon didn't mean
anything. All he said really was that you need help. | think the first thing
to dois to find out where Terranmort Isle is; at least that will be a start.
Has anyone ever heard of Terranort in the past, any mention fromtravelers,
scrolls, books, old rhymes —anything at all?"

"I think I may be of sone help there." Brother Hubert had been eavesdroppi ng
on the conference fromthe door of the gatehouse. He wandered over cleaning
dust fromhis spectacles. "Hmm is that food | see? | think I'Il join you."

Seating hinself confortably, he began hel ping hinmself to cheese, bread and
cold cider.
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Si meon coughed politely. "Ahem | don't suppose that you've ever heard of
Terranort, Hubert?"

Brot her Hubert blinked over the top of his spectacles. "On the contrary, as
soon as | heard the nane it brought to mnd a young nouse who shoul d have been
| earning the precepts of Redwall Abbots in bygone days. Yes, he thought | was
dozi ng and he began | eafing through the scrolls of Fieldroan the Traveler "
Tarquin hastily swall owed a redcurrant muffin. "Fieldroan! Well, there's a
thing! My Father Lorquin knew him of course. Ad Fieldroan had nore seasons
to gray his hairs than a hedgehog has spi kes when he and the jolly old pater
were chuns. D y' know, | thought | recognized that poem young Saxtus recited at
the feast—know bits of it mself. Blowne if it isn't one of Fieldroan's very
own rhynes!"



Brot her Hubert sniffed severely. "Indeed. Wll, as | was saying, before I was
so rudely interrupted, Fieldroan was a conpul sive traveler. | net himone

wi nter and sheltered himin the gatehouse through half a season of deep snow.
He left some of his scrolls with me because they were becomng too bulky to
carry about on his journeys."

This time it was Dandin's turn to interrupt. "Where are they, Brother Hubert?
Do you have then?"

"Patience, young nouse, patience. |I'll have to search themout. Unfortunately
nmy gat ehouse has becone a little, ahem untidy of late."

Leaving the meal half finished, everybody hurried to the gatehouse, intent on
being the first to discover the scrolls. Brother Hubert scurried about in
al arm

"Don't touch anything. You don't know ny storage system any of you. Val uable
writings could be lost, ny collating disturbed ..."

"You old fraud, Hubert," Simeon chuckled. "Your systemis nothing but |ayers
of dust. Even | can feel that at a single touch. Don't worry, friend. By the
tinme
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we're finished we'll free the gatehouse of rubbish and dust and provide you
with a proper tidy system | think everything will have to be noved out here
onto the lawmn. It's the only way we'll find anything fromthat

junble.”

00

M dafternoon saw the sunlit |lawn dotted with piles of manuscripts, books,
scrolls, parchnents and panmphlets. Covered in dust, the friends sat by the
wal |, sipping cold mnt and rose cordi al

Saxtus shook his head for the unpteenth tinme. "No, it wasn't any of that |ot.
I'd know themthe nonment | saw them "

Bagg and Runn sat on top of the wallstairs, |aughing and giggling.
"Hoheeheehee. . . . \Woohahaha. What a bunch of dustbags!"

Brot her Hubert tried to ignore them "Yes, I'd recognize those scrolls
instantly nyself "

"Teeheeheehee! Rec'nize themhinself. . . . Yahah-ahaha!" They rolled about on
the ranparts, kicking their legs in the air and wiping tears of merrinment from
their eyes as they went into fresh gal es of |aughter

Mariel liked the fun-loving otter twins, but this was neither the time nor the
pl ace for fun and games. "H, you two," she called up to them "Are you both
sitting on a feather, or is it just a mad fit of the giggles?"

Bagg and Runn were | aughing too nuch to answer. They fell about, slapping
their paws down against the wall top and shaking their heads fromside to
side. The laughter was so infectious that Mariel and Saxtus began chuckl i ng,
and even Brother Hubert could not suppress a dry snile

Si meon turned his sightless eyes toward the walltop. "Now then, you young



villains. What's so funny? Let us in on the joke, please."

Bit by bit the story came out fromthe |aughing tw ns.

"Wiohoohoo! You're all lookin" for scrolls. . . . Hohoho!"
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"And you've. . . . Teeheehee! Shifted everythin' out of the gatehouse. Haha!"

"Yahahaha! But when you started carryin' all that stuff out. GChohoho!"

"Br-Br-. Brother Hubert. . . . He-he. . . . Heeheehee! Gave old scrolls to
Sinmeon t' stick under the gatehouse door an' keep it open. Hawhawhawhaw "

"An' | said to Bagg. . . . Choohoohoo! S' pose they're the scrolls that
everyone's | ookin' for. Ahaahaahoho-hoheehee!"

Simeon turned his face to Brother Hubert, who |ooked guiltily toward the
Abbot, who shook his head in disbelief. He was about to say sonething to
Mariel, but the nousemaid was already at the gatehouse door, easing the
flattened bundle of scrolls fromunder it.

"It's them all right—+the scrolls of Fieldroan the Traveler."

Rubbi ng dust and sweat from his brow, Dandin nudged Hubert. "Well, at |east
your gat ehouse got a good free tidy-out, Brother!"

Smi | es broke into chuckles, which gave way to open |l aughter all around.

Si ster Sage shook a quilt out at the infirmary wi ndow and began folding it
neatly as she reached for her feather duster

"Wll, it's nice to know that all sone creatures have to do is sit out on the
Abbey | awn in the sunshine and |l augh all afternoon, | nust say!"
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Graypatch drew his sword, waving it and roaring as he waded fromthe stream
"Now we'll see what yer made of, you sons of searats! Catch 'emin the
shal l ows afore they're ashore an' mmssacre every rat of '"em Sharp now. It's
our necks or theirs. Charge, ne buckos. Charge!"

The Creenfang had sailed into shore as close as Garrtail could take her. She
listed slightly in the shallows then settled askew. Garrtail had his crew
ready. Lining the rails, they gripped weapons between their teeth and waited
his order as Graypatch's rats thundered across the sands.

Garrtail vaulted over the side, |anding chest deep in the sea. "Foll ow ne,
lucky lads. It's booty for all aplenty when we've slain that |oad o' turncoats
an' traitors. Over the side, all of yer!"

Qui ck thinking and speed had given the advantage to G aypatch. H s searats
were at the water's edge as Garrtail's crew cane over the rails of the
Cr eenf ang.

Wadi ng out, Gaypatch called over his shoulder, "Keep to the shallows. Don't
go too deep, lads, but hold Garrtail's scumin the deeper waters where they
can't fight so good. Bigfang, get back to the Darkqueen. Kybo, you go with
him Get hold of any |ong boat hooks
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or pikes you can find. Look lively now —+'m not goin' back to Terranort wth
me head in the bows an' ne body in the stern for Gabool to gloat over!"

Garrtail was out ahead of his crew Realizing the urgency of the situation, he
waded and cursed as he made his way toward G aypatch.

"Come an' fight, you frog-livered schemer. |1'Il carve you to fishbait!"

Graypatch bal anced an iron marlinspike in his claw Taking careful aim he
flung it. The pointed m ssile hissed out across the rippling waves. Standing
al nost chest-deep in the water, Garrtail had little chance to dodge or |eap
out of the way; it caught himbetween the eyes. The Captain of the G eenfang
fell backward into the sea, slain instantly. Hi s crew, on seeing their |eader
dead, mlled about in the water betw xt ship and shore. Al heart for the
fight had deserted them now they were wi thout a Captain.

"Ahoy, Gaypatch. Lookit what we found!"

Bi gf ang and Kybo cane splashing into the shallows with two galley slaves, all
four laden with pikes, | ong boat hooks and bows and arrows. G aypatch snapped
out swift orders, his clever brain working fast.

"Kybo, you stay here with half the crew as archers. Keep pouring arrows at

'em hard as you can —fire high over the pikers. Bigfang, take the other half
of the crew and wade a bit deeper. Stick any of the Greenfang crew who try to
get ashore an' circle behind us. Deadglim give nme yer burnin' glass an' a bow
‘n" arrows."

Wth its unanchored keel scraping gently off the sea bottom the G eenfang
began a slow drift away from shore with the outgoing tide. The crew split two
ways, sone trying to swimback to ship, the other, bolder spirits wadi ng
toward shore, yelling as they thrust their swords at the pikerats.

Kybo and the archers had easy targets, arching their arrows over the top of
the pikers into the unprotected backs of those who were swimring to the ship.
Their

122

screans mngled with the angry yells of those with pitifully short swords,
trying to do battle with | ong

pi kes and boat hooks.
00

On shore, Gaypatch had soaked rags in lanp oil and bound t hem around
arrowpoints. In the hot sun it was the work of a moment with a burning gl ass
to concentrate the sunrays into flame upon oil-soaked rags. Kybo foll owed
behi nd, carrying the fire arrows as G aypatch waded out, testing the wind to
make sure it was with him The first arrow blurred high over the heads of the
searats like a red conet, arcing into the big mainsail of Geenfang. Two
others followed swiftly. One stood quivering in the stern, the other burying
itself deep into the mast.

Graypatch arused hinself by firing the remaining fire arrows at the hel pl ess
rats who were still trying to swimfor the ship. He |aughed al oud as one



wretched creature sank with a sizzle and a scream Al around, the water ran
red with blood as the breeze stirred the flames to a roaring inferno. Bodies
of the wounded and the slain foll owed the blazing Geenfang out on the ebbing

tide. Graypatch, his single eye illuninated red in the glare, called out,
"Make sure there's none left alive to tell the tale, mates. Haharr, CGabool

wi || never know what happened to us an' the Darkqueen, or Garrtail an' the
Greenfang. D ye hear nme, Gabool! Blast yer eyes, lungs 'n' liver, wherever ye

arel"

As the searats waded ashore, Bigfang nuttered to Kybo, "G aypatch is gettin’
too big fer his seaboots, matey. There'd be no victory today if | hadn't found
t hose bows an' arrows, mark ny words."

Kybo agreed whol eheartedly, though under his breath. "Aye, did y' see him
there, yellin' an a screanin' to kill Geenfang's crew down t' the last rat?
"Il bet sone o' those buckos woul d've joined us. W all had mateys anong t hat
crew, but they're gone to Hellgates now "

Bi gf ang flung his pi ke upon the sands. "Ri ght you
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are, shipmate. | think we've a come out o' the frypan into the fire here.
Graypatch is startin' to act up as wild as Gabool. Did ye hear the way he was
yellin" at ne fer drinkin' water earlier? | take that fromno searat, Captain
or not. Still, we'll bide our tine, eh, matey."

Graypat ch wandered over and sl apped Kybo with the flat of his swordbl ade
"C nmon, gullywhunper. Back aboard the Darkqueen. W can afford to wait the
ni ght floodtide to send us across the shore now. No nore pullin' her on

t ow opes. "

Kybo turned to |l ook at the last of the Greenfang, w ping snoke fromhis
smarting eyes as the blazing

hul k drifted seaward.
00

Gabool was in a foul tenper. Mst of his servant slaves had gone to the

gall eys of the three ships under repair, and he was left with only four
Blinking his red-rinmed eyes, he watched them polishing his bell. The Warlord
was afraid of the night; sleep brought with it only nightmares of avenging

m ce, fearsome badger figures and the angry boom of the bell, tolling around
his brain |ike a harbinger of doom Virtually alone nowin Fort Bladegirt, he
did not have the satisfaction of asserting his power as King of all Searats.
There was nobeast to plot against, to bend to his will, only sitting around
waiting and festering with hate for his one-tine ally G aypatch. He ained a
ki ck at a dornouse who was down on all fours furiously rubbing away at the
great bell.

"You there, scabpaws. Were's my food?"

The slave continued polishing, not daring to stop as he replied, "Master, | am
not a cook. You sent the cooks away to your ships. Al | do is polish your

bell as you have told ne to."

"Cet me sonething to eat and drink," Gabool snarled. "You re a cook now. "

The dornmouse dropped his rag and bowed, trem
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bling. "Master, | cannot cook. | amonly a bell polisher

Gabool 's cruel claws dug into the slave's body as he drew hi mupright, glaring
at himthrough sl eepl ess sore eyes.

"CGet down to the kitchens, and light a fire. You'll find dead seabirds
there—+oast nme a few, bring wine too. Get out of ny sight!"

As the dormouse picked hinmself up and scurried off, Gabool vented his spleen
on the remaining three sl aves.

"Qut! CGet out, all of you! Leave nme, | want to be al one.™

Gabool flung a knife at the | ast dornouse to di sappear around the door. It
clattered harm essly off the wall, and he slunped dejectedly in his chair.
"Must be losin' me touch. Should' ve pinned himeasily."

The afternoon sun slanting through the wi ndow cast its warnth over him
Gabool 's tired eyes began to droop. He sighed as his chin slowy sank onto his
chest. Qutside, the sounds of the restless sea grew distant. Finally sleep
overcanme the King of Searats; his eyes closed and his head sl unped gently
forward in the quiet sunmer noontide.

A badger was advanci ng upon him a huge warli ke badger brandishing a
broadsword that nmade a searat blade look like a toy. He turned in fear. A
mouse had crept up behind him+t was the one he called Skiv—she was carrying
a heavy knotted rope and the Iight of battle was in her eyes. Sonmewhere he
could hear Graypatch | aughing, a contenptuous nocking sound

BongW

Gabool sat bolt upright, w de awake. There was no creature in the room save
hinmself . . . And the bell

00

"Wll, what ariddle t'be sure. I'll bet even Hon Rosie couldn't make head nor
tail of this jolly old thing. Wt, wot?"
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Mari el aimed a candied chestnut at Tarquin and threw it. He nerely caught it
in his nmouth and rmunched reflectively. "Course, y'know, |'ve never seen her
solvin' riddles and whatnot. Bet she's bally clever at it, though. Hon Rosie's
pretty good at nost things."

Mel lus stuck a huge paw under Tarquin's nose. "Listen, doodl ehead, if | hear
you mention Hon Rosie one nore tine ..."

The friends sat at table in Cavern Hole. They were not to be disturbed, on the
Abbot's orders. Qutside in Great Hall the rest of the Redwallers took supper
and chased reluctant Dibbuns around in an effort to get them washed and up to
their beds. Mariel picked up the scrolls fromanid the supper-I|aden table.

"There's no puzzle or nystery about it, the whole thing's a straightforward
map in rhyne. Maybe we don't know what certain things are—Fiel droan the
Travel er had an odd way of expressing hinmsel f—but don't worry, 1'Il find out



what it all means as | go along."

Saxt us hel ped hinmself to nore rmushroom and-cress soup. "Read it again, Mariel
Perhaps it may sound clearer if you do."

Mariel drew a deep breath. "Right, here goes for the tenth tine .

If I were fool of any sort, |1'd | eave Redwall and travel forth, For only fools
seek Terramort Upon the pathway |eading north. This trail brings death with
every pace; Beware of dangers lurking there, Sticklegs of the feathered race
And fins that in the ford do stir. After the ford, one night one day, Seek out
the otter and his wi fe. Forsake the path, go westlands way, Find the trail and
| ose your life. When in the woods this prom se keep
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Wth senses sharp and open eyes,

"My nose shall not send ne to sleep'

For buried ones will surely rise.

Beat the holl ow oak and shout,

"W are creatures of Redwal |!'

If a brave one is about,

He'll save any fool at all

Beware the |light that shows the way,

Trust not the wart-skinned toad,

In his real mno night no day.

Fool, stay to the road.

Wiere the sea neets with the shore,

There the final clue is hid;

Rock stands sentinel evernore,

Find it as | did.

The swal | ow who cannot fly south,

The bird that only flies one way,

Li es deep beneath the nonster's nouth,

Keep himw th you ni ght and day.

Hs flight is straight, norwest is true,

Your fool's desire he'll showto you."

Brot her Hubert nmade a show of polishing his spectacles busily. "Conplete
bal derdash and nonsense, of course. Fieldroan was, |ike nost old travel ers,



given to tall stories and half-truths. The very idea of it! Sticklegs and
fins, otters' w ves, sleeping noses and buried ones rising. Huh! Truth was a
cuckoo's egg to that fellow "

Tarquin left off chewing an enornmous turnip 'n' leek pastie. "I say, that's a
bit strong, old boy. Wat reason would old Fieldroan have to tell a pile of
fibs? Personally I"'minclined to believe the bally poem even though |I can't
make head nor tail of it."

Si meon touched Mariel's paw. "Wat do you think, young one? After all, the
decision to travel upon this information is yours."

Mariel patted the blind herbalist's shoulder. "Thank you, Sinmeon. | wll tell
you what | think. | never knew
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Fieldroan so | cannot say if his poemis totally correct, but it is all | have
to goonif | amto reach Terramort, so | will do what the rhyne says to

rescue ny father and return the great bell to Lord Rawnbl ade."
The Abbot pursed his lips. "But that is not all you intend to do, Mariel."

The mousenmid's voice had a ring of determ nation which no creature could
deny.

"I have only one other thing to do -+ nust slay Gabool the WId. None of you
can know the hatred | bear toward this barbarian. He nust be sent to

Hel | -gates so that decent creatures can live in peace; only then will | rest.

I must do this alone. | thank you ny friends for all the kindness and
hospitality you have shown to me, a stranger in your mdst. Continue to |ive,
prosper and be happy in your wonderful Abbey, but do not try to follow nme. The
responsibility is mne alone, and I cannot allow any Redwal ler to risk life
and linmb on ny behalf. Now | nust sleep. Tomorrow ny

j ourney begins."

00

When the nmousemaid had retired to the dormtories, Dandin | ooked at the
friends around the table in Cavern Hol e.

"I amgoing with her. She cannot achi eve her ains al one."
Mot her Mellus rapped the table. "You'll stay right here at Redwall, Dandin."
The young mouse turned to the Abbot. There was no change of verdict.

"Dandin, we are creatures of peace, and al so duty. You nust obey Mbdther
Mel lus. You are still a very young nouse in our care."

"But ..."

The Abbot held up a paw in a gesture of finality. "No nore arguments, please.
The hour is late and sl eep beckons.™

t *

Shadows of drifting nightcloud neandered past the noon. A |ight breeze made
the hot night nore tolerable, and trees rustled and sighed in Mssfl ower



Whods, sending their whisperings echoing around the stones of Redwall. Sinmeon
sat propped up by cushions in his arnchair near the open w ndow-he sel dom
slept in bed. It was sonetime after midnight. Unsure of whether he was hal f
awake or half asleep, the blind herbalist felt a presence in the room

"I's that you, Bernard, old friend?" he said softly into the darkness.

The voice that replied was not that of the Abbot; it was strong, firm and
reassuring, a voice that Sineon instinctively felt he could trust.

"Simeon, friend, Dandin must go. Mariel needs him"

The blind nmouse felt a light touch against his paw. All around was the scent
of woodl and fl owers, colunmbi ne, wood anenmpnes, bryony, honeysuckl e and dog
rose. The voi ce spoke agai n.

"The bl ood of CGonff flows in Dandin. Mariel needs a friend as | once did. Do
not be afraid, conme with ne."

Si meon arose fromthe chair and left the room guided by his strange visitor
t hough sonehow with the odd feeling that none of this was real and he was
still sitting in his chair. Convinced that he was asl eep, Sineon decided to
settl e back and enjoy the dream

00

Down stairs and down nore stairs, along wi nding and twi sting corridors, never
touching the walls as he usually would, yet not putting a paw wong, as he was
gui ded by the friendly presence, the blind herbalist practically floated. He
heard a door creak softly as it opened. diding through, Sineon sensed that he
was in a rock chanmber sonewhere deep beneath the Abbey. It was so peaceful and
qui et here, yet wistful, with a breath of sumers |ong gone, and autumn mnists
hanging like dried tears. Simeon could not suppress a long
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sigh in the silent calmof the chamber. Something was pressed into his paws;
he felt it as the voice spoke

agai n.
"Leave this with Dandin. Do not wake hi m-he w ||
under st and. "

Drawi ng the thing fromits long case, the blind herbalist felt it. Fromthe
snoot h ponmel stone, across the curving hilt and down the perilous blade to
the winter-keen tip, Simeon touched it. He had never felt a sword before, but
the blind nouse knew that had he felt ten thousand swords, none woul d have
been fit to conmpare with this one. The bal ance was perfect—waieldy, yet light
as a feather; dangerous, but safe as a rock to the pawthat held it; a blade
of death, yet of destiny and

justice.
Si meon hardly remenbered the journey back. He dimy recalled | eaving the

sheat hed sword al ongsi de Dandin as he | ay sl eeping. Then he was back in his
arnchair, w de awake, with the cool night breeze wafting on himthrough the



open w ndow, the woodl and fl ower scent, and a fading voice calling fromfar
of f: "CGoodbye, Simeon. May the seasons rest easily upon

you ...
Simeon smiled and settled back in his chair as sleep
closed in on him

"And may the peace of Redwall Abbey be upon you
Martin the Varrior/'
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The sails of the Darkqueen had to be tight furled to avoid overhanging trees.
Car sl aves had been brought up fromthe galleys, pitiful wetches; they stood
on deck, using the long oars to punt the massive vessel upriver. Gaypatch
stood at the helm supervising the nmovenents, noonlight patching down through
the night foliage upon his lean figure. Floodtide had lifted the Darkcjueen's
nose fromthe sandbank, and then with a favorable night breeze she had spread
sails and glided across the shore toward the forest-fringed dunes.

00

Pakat ugg had been follow ng the progress of the ship since he first spotted it
of fshore fromthe dunes. The recluse squirrel had foll owed al ong the shoreline
and seen everything, fromthe near nmutiny of Gaypatch's crew as they haul ed

t he Darkqueen, to the nurderous encounter with Garrtail and the burning of
Greenfang. Pakatugg was on the scavenge; anything he could steal fromthe
searats he considered would be his by right. Wien he saw the ship sailing
across the beach toward the forest, his respect for G aypatch grewhe woul d
have to treat this searat with some respect. A ship in full sail, gliding over
a beach in the night, what a strange sight!

131

Dawn was peepi ng over the treetops to a |loud chorus of birdsong when G aypatch
chose an inlet far upriver. Wth no proper anchorage on the pebbly riverbed,
he ordered Darkqueen nade fast by stem stern and midship ropes to a sycanore
and two el nms. Graypatch felt a real sense of triunph as he gave orders.

"Frink, Deadglim take Ringtail, Lardgutt, Ranzo an' Dripnose. Patrol this
forest awhile, see what y'can see. There nust be |ife hereabouts—ae crossed a
path that was forded by the river durin' the night. There's al ways sonebeast
around to tread that path-night be a settlenent of some sort. Anyhow, get your
carcasses novin' an' report back to ne at noon. Kybo, Bigfang, Fishgill, you
stay on deck an' keep a weather eye out hereabouts. I'moff t' me bunk for
some rest after steerin' all night. The rest of you, keep your heads down

bel ow decks until we know what sort of country this is."

00
Pakat ugg tracked the six searats as they patrolled northward through far
Mossfl ower Wbods. He could tell they were raw and inexperienced i n woodl and
matters. Frink, who was | eading the party, wal ked straight into a bed of

stinging nettles, tripping on an exposed treeroot and falling headl ong.

"Yaagh! Owouch, help nme, mates. Ow, oo! These things are alive!"



Lardgutt and Ranzo pulled himout. He sat nursing a rapidly swelling face and
cur si ng.

"Chahah! Me nose—ook, it's blowin' up like a balloon. Garr! | hate this

pl ace—trees everywhere. A rat can't even take a decent breath. Gve nme the
open sea anytine."

"Ahoy, Frink. Over here! Ringtail's been stung by one o' those wasp things."
Deadglimpulled the dart fromRingtail's paw, catching a glinpse of Pakatugg
dodgi ng behind a tree with his bl owipe as he did. Deadgliminspected the dart
and flung it away.
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"So that's what a wasp |ooks like, huh. W' ve got sone learnin' t' do before
we' re proper |andlubbers. I'mgoin' back to the Darkqueen. You lot carry on
with your patrollin'."

Pakat ugg m ssed the w nk which passed between Deadgli mand the other five. The
squirrel followed the remai nder of the patrol, sniggering quietly at their

i gnorance of woodl and | ore.

"Hey, Frink, what d'you suppose these are —strawberries?"

"No, they're blackberries or raspberries or sonmethin'. Anyhow, why ask ne? |
don't know-don't wanna know either."

"Haha, why don't you try eatin' one, Lardgutt? Are yer scared mate?"

"Who, nme? 'Course |'mnot. Here, watch this."

"How does it taste, Lardy, me old shipmate?"

"Mmm tastes nice. Wnder what they' re called?"

"Deadl y ni ghtshade or somethin' —they're probably poison."

"Yar ghphutt!"

"Garn, what'd you spit 'emout for? If you ate sonme an' didn't die, then we'd
know they'd be all right to eat. Proper nean to your nates you are, Lardgutt.
Bet cher Kybo woul dn't 'ave spat 'emout."

Pakat ugg decided it was time for a wasp sting again. He was chuckling silently
to hinmself and | oadi ng his bl owpi pe when a tattooed armcircled his neck and a

swor dbl ade pressed agai nst his throat.

"One move an' yer fishbait, squirrel. W mght not know nmuch about forests,
but a searat can sniff the enemy a mle away. Ahoy, |lads, lookit what | got!"

They fl ocked around; Deadglim licking his knife-blade and sniling evilly at
Pakat ugg. Frink snapped the bl owipe and threw it aside.

"So it's our wasp, eh. Wat's yer nanme, wasp?"
Pakat ugg swal l owed hard and tried to stop trenbling. "Pakatugg' s nmy nane."
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Frink tw tched his tender nose. "Pakatugg, eh. Wiat'd you call 'im Ranzo?"

"Hah! 1'd call him Deadsquirrel, or maybe Nopaws. Then again, Slittongue m ght
be an 'andsone title fer a squirrel who follers searats round a-firin' darts
at 'em"

They bound Pakatugg's paws tightly. Dripnose threw a noose about his neck and
gave it a sharp tug.

"Mowve lively, matey. We'll see what nanme Cap'n G aypatch can think up for
yeh."

CXO0

Cary, Thyme and Hon Rosie stood to attention in the arnory at Sal amandastron.
Lord Rawnbl ade paced up and down, a worried frown creasing his broad brow.

"Longeyes has reported a snol dering weck of a ship—&eenfang, it's one of
Gabool 's. There may have been trouble farther north up the coast. dary, |
want you to take your patrol up there, fully provisioned and well armed. Find
out what's been going on and report back to ne. But if you are needed up there
by any good creatures, then stay and hel p out as best you can. Understood?"

Cary made an el egant salute with his lance. "Leave it to us, sah!"

Rawnbl ade all owed hinself a fleeting smle. "Thank you, Cary. Move your
patrol out whenever you w sh."

00

The badger Lord watched them go fromhis high wi ndow The three hares swiftly
bounded across the beach, sonetines skipping in and out of the small wavelets
at the water's edge. Rawnbl ade turned back to his forge and quenched a red-hot
spearhead in water. He renenbered, |ong seasons back, three simlar hares,
young carefree fighters, their bodies washed up on the tideline after Gabool's
searats had finished with them

Rawnbl ade set the spearhead on the anvil and began beating it with m ghty

bl ows. Hi s heavy hamrer rose and fell; sweat mxed with tears and sizzled into
t he
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enbers of the forges as the ruler of the fire nmountain renewed his vow.

"I cannot |eave nmy nountain and these shores undefended, but one day, Gabool,

one day you will sail back to here and | will be waiting. GCho, Gabool, all the
seas of the world cannot keep us apart —t is witten that we will neet again.
Ve will nmeet! W will neet! We will neet!”

Rawnbl ade repeated the phrase over and over with each hamrer bl ow upon the
spear head, releasing his pent-up frustrations. Wen he finally stopped, the
spear bl ade had been battered to four tines its size and

was thin as a | eaf!

00

Fromthe western flatlands fronting the Abbey, a chorus of |arks wakened
Mariel . She stood stretching and rubbing her eyes for a brief nonment until



realization hit her—t was al nost an hour after dawn. The nousenai d sl ung

@ul I whacker around her neck and opened the door carefully, listening for
fam | iar sounds of Abbey bustle. Thankfully she noted silence from outside and
i nside the building. Stealing quietly down the corridor, Mariel could not help
a slight sense of bew ldernent. Usually Redwall was alive and humming by this
time. Tip-pawing through Great Hall, she retrieved the knapsack of supplies
she had hi dden behind a col unm before supper. Thanki ng her |ucky stars, she
dashed across the lawn toward a small w cker gate in the north wall and
unbolted it. Taking one | ast backward | ook at the sleeping Abbey, the
mousenmai d sni ffed, w ped her eyes, took a deep breath and left Redwall with
its happy nenories behind her

Flatlands to the left, woodl ands to the right, Mariel strode the brown dusty
path that wound northward. Early dew was drying fromthe |lea already; it was
going to be a hot day. She stayed on the side of the path where Mossfl ower
provi ded treeshade. Strange that the Redwal l ers should sleep so |ate, she
thought. Still, it
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was far better, in a way. Mariel had been dreading any |long tearful farewells;
it would be far easier this way, even though she felt rather guilty, stealing

off like a thief in the early dawm. "I, Mariel," the mousemaid called aloud to
Mossfl ower country, "swear by this honorable weapon known as the @ul | whacker
that one day | will return to Redwal|l Abbey and all ny true friends and dear
conpanions | | eave there. Always providing that | live through the dangers of

the task ahead of nme, that is. Oh, and providing of course that | can find the
way back. No, that's nonsense—'d find ny way back if | had only one | eg and

the snows were as high as the treetops. But what if I'mslain or | fail in ny
quest? Well, in that case | solemly swear that nmy spirit will find its way
back to Redwal | Abbey. There! That's that. | feel nuch better now, even hungry

enough for a spot of breakfast."

Wt hout stopping her march, she munched bread and cheese fromthe knapsack. A
stroke of luck provided a gnarled apple tree hanging its boughs | ow over the
path, so she plucked an early russet apple and bit into it, noting her find as
a lucky onmen for the journey ahead.

Wodpi geons cooed within the di mess of woodl and dept hs, bees humed and
grasshoppers chafed out on the sunlit flatlands. Mariel began ski pping,
twirling Gullwhacker at her side, suddenly filled with a sense of freedom and
adventure. What better than to travel alone, eat when you pl ease, rest when
you feel the need, canp by your own little fire at night and sleep snug in
some forest glade! The feeling flooded through her with such force that it
made her |ight-headed, and she began singing al oud an ol d playsong, known to
nm ce everywhere.

"The winter O the winter O

Wth cold and dark and driving snow,

O not for me the winter Q
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My friend | tell you so

In spring the winds do sport and play,

And rain can teem down anyday,



While autum oft is m sty gray,

My friend hear what | say.

When summer sunlight cones each norn,

The birds sing sweet each gol den dawn,

And flow rs get kissed by every bee,

Whi | e shady stands the tree.

The sunmer O, the sunmer O

Amid its gol den peace | go,

From noon to | azy eveni ng gl ow

My friend | told you so."

Mariel held the final note, leaping high in the air and twirling. She cane
down on the far side of the path, stunbled and fell. Rolling over, the
mousenmai d slipped down the side of the ditch bordering the flatlands.

"Tut tut, dearie ne—teapin' mce, what next? Though I must say, old gel, you
held that |ast note gracefully. Hon Rosie couldn't have done better. Bear in
m nd, though, she wouldn't have dived nose first into the ditch. Not the done

sort o' thing for young fillies. Wt?"

Tarquin lent a pawto pull Miriel fromthe ditch. She was conpletely taken
aback at the appearance of the hare.

"Where did you cone from Tarquin? | never even heard you follow ng ne."

Tarquin L. Wodsorrel adopted a pose of comical outrage. "Follow ng? Did

hear you say follow ng, marnf? Boggle ne ears, | wasn't follow n' you,
snub-nose, | was right alongside you, nousy niss. Oh yes, seasons of trainin'
y' know. Canouflage an' all that—dodge an' bob, duck an' weave, disguises too.
D you want to see nme becone a daisy or a bally buttercup?”

Mariel was smiling as she dusted herself off on the pathside, but she chided
t he garrul ous hare.
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"Very clever, Tarquin, but you can't cone with nelt's far too dangerous."

Tarquin adjusted the fastenings of an oversized haversack filled to bursting
with food. "Bal derdash, young 'un. Absolute piffle and gillyswoggle! |I'm goin'
my own way, just keepin' you conpany on the road to see you don't practice any
nmore ditch divin'. Cone on, step out lively now, leftrightleftrightleitright
an' all that."

Mariel kept pace with him jogging to match his lanky stride. "Well, as |long
as you know you can't conme all the way with ne ... but why are we wal ki ng so
fast?"

Tarquin kept on, pawing it out at the double. "Goin' to be late for lunch if
we don't nove smartly. Cone on now, keep up."



It was about lunchtime that they rounded a bend in the path to find Dandin
awaiting themwith a wild sumer sal ad he had gathered to garni sh the bread
and cheese, together with a flask of elderberry cordial he was cooling beneath
an overhanging willow The young nouse waved to t hem

"H there. Good job you made it—another nmonment or two and | was going to
start without you."

Mari el placed her paws on her hips, chin jutting out angrily. "Wat in the
nane of fur are you doing here?"

Dandin smled disarnmingly. "Onh, it's all a bit of a mystery really."

The mousemaid turned on Tarquin. "And you, how did you know he was here, you
great lolloping flopear? It's a plot, that's what it is. You set this up

bet ween you!"

Tarquin sprawl ed on the grass and began constructing a gi ant cheese and sal ad
sandwi ch. "Steady on there, missy, | was waitin' outside the north w cker gate
for you to appear right through the bally night. Then about an hour before
dawn young Dandin here pops out, so | nmerely told himto get a nove on an'
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we'd neet himfurther up the road for a spot of lunch. Rather civilized, don't
y' t hi nk?"

Mariel was fuming with tenper, but she plunped herself down and began eating
because the wal k had given her an appetite. Through nmouthfuls of food she

berated the smiling duo.

"You can wipe those silly smles off your whiskers. You are not comng with
me, either of you. Is that crystal clear?"

They both munched away, sniling and wi nking at each other as they nodded
agreement with the furious nmousenai d.

When |unch was finished Dandi n repacked his knapsack and thrust the nmarvel ous
scabbarded sword into his cord girdle.

"Ri ghtyo, Tarkers. Let's get moving. | wonder if this pretty nmousemaid is
goi ng our way. D you think she'd like to walk with us?"

"Doubtless, old lad. We'll string along with her a piece. D y'know, she's an
excel l ent ditch diver—you shoul d' ve seen her this nornin', |ooped the |oop
graceful as y'please, straight into the jolly old ditch on her snout."
Stone-faced and in high dudgeon, Mariel marched on between them

Tarquin and Dandin made perilously light of the situation

"I say, M. Wodsorrel, that's a strange noi se those grasshoppers are making."

"Not the confounded grasshoppers, |addie buck. Sounds like some wild creature
nearby grindin' their teeth."

"Hmfm not very good for the old molars, that. Tenper, temper! . . . Look out,
she's swinging that knotty rope thing."



By mi dafternoon Mariel had si mered down sonewhat. She even let slip the odd
smle or giggle at the
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antics of her comical traveling conpanions, and at one point deigned to talk
to them

"It's getting very hot. What do you say we take a rest in the shade, have a
snack and then push on until dark?"

The suggestion was well received. They flopped down gratefully with their
backs against a tree-topped oak. Wen they had eaten, all three napped for a
while, but the long sunmer day took its toll; what was meant to be a short
rest for hot dusty eyes turned into quite a |lengthy sleep
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Dandi n was wakened by a paw across his nmouth. He gave a muffled cry as Tarquin
hi ssed a warning. "Ssshh, not a sound!"

The young nouse sat up carefully and | ooked around. Mariel was standing stil
as a statue, her Gullwhacker at the ready. The hare bent an ear in the
direction of the woodl ands opposite.

"Sonmebeast is stalking us," he breathed to themboth. "Over there, behind that
yew thicket, |'msure. Dandin, go with Mariel to the left. I'Il take the
right. We'll junp the blighter an' turn the tables in our favor. Go!"

Paw by paw they crept forward, listening to the rustle of the thicket, where
it was plain sone creature was noving about. Skirting to the left, they nade
out a dark shape in the shadows. Tarquin yelled out the signal

"Up an' at him"
Throwi ng t hensel ves headl ong, the three friends pounced upon the m screant.
"Yow CQuch! Whoo! Eeek! Yarrgh! Lerringo! Ger-roffl™

Young Durry Quill watched them as they hopped and | eaped about |ike boil ed
frogs, yelling in pain at the spikes, enbedded in paws and bodi es, that they
had collected fromhimin their nad plunge. He twi tched his nose.
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"Serves 'ee right fer junmpin' on a young lad like that. Ain't you beasts got
no manners at all?"

Mari el hopped about in agony and frustration. "Ah ah! You sure you haven't
brought the rest along with you? Qoh ooh! | wouldn't be surprised to see

Mel lus, Simeon and the Abbot |eap out from behind that hornbeam yonder. How
many nore of you are there? Am | taking the whole popul ati on of Redwal | al ong
with ne? Ow ooch!"

Durry was quite amused at the idea. "Heehee!" he snickered aloud. "No no, 'tis
only me al one. Now do you stop a leapin' round an' let ne get those spikes
out. I'll fix 'ee up, never fear."

They waited in painful silence as Durry Quill nipped the spikes out with his
teeth. Working smoothly and easily, he made a | arge wad of dockleaf, wld



cl oves and rowan berries.
"'Ere, rub this on where you be stickled —"twill ease all pains."

Dandi n was surprised and delighted. It worked |ike a charm A short space of
time and it felt as if he had never encountered a hedgehog spi ke.

Early evening found them back on the north path, with Durry expl aini ng hinsel f
to the other three travelers.

"My ol' nuncle Gabe, 'ee wants ne to be a cellar "og. It's a good job, mnd
but a young 'un wants to see summat afore he settles hisself down to a life of
cordial, wine an' ales, ho yes. | 'eard all about it 'ee, Mz Mariel, an'
couldn't sleep for thinkin" about it. Durry, | says to nyself, Durry, a young
'og woul d be right honnered to tread the roads wi' such a fearl ess nousenai d.
So | packs me sack, gives you a liddle start—there | tells a whopper, |
overslep' really. Anywise, | follered '"ee, an' 'ere | be, fit as a flea, fat
as a beetle, an' ready fer ought."

They | aughed heartily at the honest and earnest hedgehog.
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Dandi n pointed up the road. "Look, there's a ford comng up. | can see the sun
glinting off the waters. Hope it's not too deep for us to cross."

Quick as a flash a big heron flapped down on the path in front of them Hs
sticklike legs bent as the | ong snaking neck curved itself ready for a strike,
the fierce circular eyes contracted and dilated angrily, a dangerous pale

yel | ow beak pointed down at them

“Irrrrrraktaan, this is my waterrrrrrr! Rrrrrrun for yourrrrrr lives.
Back! Cone near Irrrrrraktaan's waterrrrr and you die! | amlrrrraktaan
mghty kil-lerrrrrr!”
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Graypatch's eye cane cl ose to Pakatugg, and the sea-rat's tone was wheedling,
al nost friendly.

"Now then, matey. You know the lay o' the land 'ereabouts. Don't be afeared of
old Graypatch or none of this riffraff aboard the Darkqueen, you just tell me
about all the snug little berths an' cosy coves in this neck o' the woods."

Pakatugg felt a little bolder now that the searat Captain had untied his paws
and taken the noose from about his neck, but he was quite nervous about the
horde of grinning searats who | ounged on the deck around him This one called
Graypatch, though, he sounded different—maybe they could tal k reasonably.
Feel i ng naked wi thout his bl owpi pe and darts, Pakatugg did his best to nuster
up a comandi ng tone.

"There's not much at all in this region. You ve cone to the wong place. Far
north's where you want to be, that's where all you types usually |land."

Graypatch bent his head to one side and wi nked at the squirrel. "Aharr, is
that so? What scurvy luck fer us, eh? Still, never you nmind, we've |anded up
here, an' here we'll stay. Now I'Il ask you again, nmessmate, nice an' polite
as you please. | want sonmewhere with

peace an' plenty to settle down. Now where d'you suppose that'd be?"



Pakat ugg m st ook Graypatch's reassuring manner for weakness, and he decided to
take a firmline with this ragamuffin rat and his tawdry bunch. After all, the
hares always did it and creatures took notice of them

"Look, 1've told you once, you' re wasting your time around here. Up north is
much better for vermn |like you!"

Still smiling, Gaypatch kicked himin the stomach, knocking himto the deck.
Loopi ng a rope around Paka-tugg's footpaws, he rasped out an order

"Haul away, buckos!"

Pakat ugg swung upsi de-down in midair, suspended above the deck as a gang of
searats yanked hi m hi gher and hi gher on the rope.

Graypatch shook his head sadly. "Did y' hear that, mates? He called us vermn!"
Pakat ugg swal |l oned hard and cl osed his eyes as he heard weapons bei ng drawn.

The searat Captain squinted his good eye at the hanging squirrel. "Have ye
ever fed the fishes, squirrel ?"

"N-No. What d-do you f-feed 'em on?"
A harsh roar of |aughter went up fromthe crew. G aypatch drew his sword

"What do we feed 'em on? Why, you of course. Those liddle fishes'd be right
partial to squirrel carved up into tasty strips.”

He sl ashed at the end of the rope, which was secured to the mast. Pakatugg
canme down on the deck with a bunp. Gaypatch drew a curved dagger from his
belt. Using his sword blade like a butcher's steel, he rubbed them t oget her
putting a fine edge to the dagger bl ade. He grabbed the squirrel by the ear
and brandi shed the dagger with a fearsone yell

"Start fromthe top and work down to the tail—that's the best way!"

"No, wait! There's an Abbey not far from here.

144

They've got it all. Food, shelter, plunder—the [ot! Spare ne, please!"
Graypatch put up his weapons and aimed a kick at the bl ubbering squirrel
""Ere, Ringtail, Dripnose, take "imbelow an' put 'imin chains. Don't be too
gentle now, and don't feed the slug too well. Wien I'mready he'll take us to
this Abbey place. Ain't that right, squirrel ?"

Pakat ugg nodded vigorously, his tears staining the

deck.
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Col onel d ary, Brigadier Thyne and Hon Rosie had stopped near the sand dunes
to take refreshment and a short rest. Cary was |ying back, voicing his

t houghts to the other two.

"No trouble so far, wot? Longeyes nust have spotted the burnt-out ship a bit



further up the coast. We'll patrol further up and canp on the jolly old
seashore tonight —might even try a shellfish stew, eh, Rosie? Long tine since
you' ve cooked one. If we don't catch sight of any bother by tonorrow afternoon
late, we'll head back to Sal amandastron.”

There was a whooshing noise and a trident buried itself in the sand not a
paw s-1ength from Thyne.

"Ears down, chaps! Attack!"

Throwi ng thensel ves flat facing three directions, the long patrol started

instinctively pushing the sand around theminto a barrier. The croaking of
countl ess natterjacks filled the dunes.

"Dig your slings and stones out, too many for lances," Cary called to his
conpanions. "By the left! This is all we need, that villain Oykanmon and his

slinmy nob attackin' us when we're out on a mission. By the right, center and
by the cringe, I'Il show 'em"

Hon Rosie slung a flat pebble at a toad charging over the hill. It connected
with a splat, knocking the toad out like a light. "Woohahahahoohah!" she
whooped. "That bagged the blighter. I'mpretty fair at slingin . I"'lI
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get that big fat rogue, you watch. Woohahahahoohah! Good shot, Rosie!"

Thynme waggl ed a paw in his ear between | aunching off missiles. "Stone ne,
Rosie. You could scare "emall off with that pesky |aughin' of yours."

"Whoohahahaoohah! You are a card, Thyme, no m stake. Watch that feller to your

left! On, never nmind, I'll lay himout. Howzat, m ddle an' stunp!"

Clary got two toads with one of his special bouncing shots. "Corks! | say,
there nust be squillions of the reptiles. We're goin' to run out of stones
before they run out of soldiers, | suspect.”

Thynme banged the heads of two venturesome toads who had clinbed the barricade,
and they both fell back sensel ess.

"One thing you can say about big chief Oykamon —he keeps his word. He said
he'd be back with a full conplenment. W're on a sticky wicket, Cary old Iad.
Any i deas?"

Col onel dary glanced up at the sky before |launching off another stone. "Funny
you shoul d say that, Thyne. Matter of fact, |'ve cone up with a pretty good
wheeze, actually. It'll soon be evenin'. Now the nmnute it starts gettin’
dar ki sh, keep your eyes peeled for a sight of the old arch baddi e hinself,
Oykanon. Rosie, you're the best shot—ehoose yourself a jolly good big pebble.

I want him knocked out cold. That'll upset the lads of the sandhills, and
they'Il prob'ly crowd round to see if he's dead. Then we'll make a run for it,
go straight for the sea, just about paw deep, and keep goin' north. Toads
aren't too fussy on salt water, so they'll give up following us if we sprint

fast enough. How s your throwin' paw, Rosie old gel?"

"Top-hole. Don't fret, Clary. I'll put the old bandit asleep until this tine
next season. Now let's see, which is m biggest stone? Ch, this one's rather
pretty, nice little sticky-out bits. Woohahahahoohah!"

Luck was on the side of the Iong patrol that evening,
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and Cary's plan ran true to form Illum nated by two | anterns, Oykanon
appeared atop a nearby dune, his bulging throat pulsating in and out as he
bel | owed.

"Krroi kl! You were warned, |ongears. Now you will die know ng the power and
m ght of Oykamon. Krrrikk!"

Hon Rosie popped up, twirling the large rock in her slingshot. "Shall | bow
hima googly, dary?"

"Certainly, Rosie old gel. Shut the fat blighter up."

The rock flew strai ght and hard, whacki ng Oykamon with a force that sent him
head over webs. Clary and Thyne's slings took the |antern hol ders out.

| mredi ately, the dunes and shore becanme a mass of natterjacks. Croaking and
clicking with dismay, they hopped speedily over to their fallen | eader. The
hares of the long patrol were up and gone with a turn of speed that would have
left a hunting hawk fl abbergasted.

They spl ashed al ong the shoreline in the failing light, a red bronze sun
turning the wavelets to liquid gold as they skimred and bounced.

"Excel l ent shot, Rosie. An absolute bull's-eye, wot!"

"Rather. He did a full double backflip when that rock beezed him"
"Ch, d'you think so? Thanks awfully, chaps. Whoohahahahoohah!"
Dandi n spread his paws w de. "Back off. This bird means busi ness!"

Mari el sprang forward. The heron struck, and she dodged sideways, narrowy
getting clear of the huge pointed beak, which left a deep dent in the path.

"Mariel get back, he'll kill you," Dandin yelled.

The heron hopped in on spindly legs, flapping his wide wings and screechi ng,
"Irrrraktaan will spearrrrr your hearrrrrt! Irrrrraktaan knows no fearrrr!”

Mariel rolled over and over, keeping a fraction ahead of the murderous
st abbi ng beak. A novenent caught Iraktaan's quick eye, and he glanced to one
side. There
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was Durry Quill, rolling past himin a tight ball. The heron struck at the
hedgehog, but his beakpoint encountered a hard spi ke and bounced back with a
pi ngi ng noi se.

The nonent's breathing space was all Mariel needed. She whirled Qullwhacker
and struck Iraktaan across the |legs, right on the narrow knee joints. The
knotted rope wapped round the heron's |l egs several times. He tried to nove
but crashed to the ground. Imediately, Tar-quin was there. He sat across the
m ddl e of Iraktaan's neck. Before the great bird could start flapping its

wi ngs, Dandin passed the renmai nder of the rope across them and stood on the
rope's end. Durry Quill tugged and chewed at some bi ndweed, snappi ng severa

| engths of f.



""Ere, tie that burd up wi' some o' this."

Tarquin grabbed a strand and wound it round and round the cl acki ng beak
Dandi n took the rest and hobbl ed Iraktaan's | egs securely, passing it through
the joint of one wing and knotting it off. Breathing heavily, they stood up
Mari el di sengaged CGul |l whacker fromthe heron's legs and whirled it close to
the bird' s head.

"Be still! Be still, I say, or I'll scramble your silly brains!"
The heron's eyes rolled madly, but he lay still, feathers in disarray, hissing

and bl owi ng through his fearsome beak. Dandi n unsheathed the sword of Martin
and pl aced the point at Iraktaan's crop

"When we are gone, you will be able to free yourself. But hear what | say,
Iraktaan. Follow us, and I will slay you with this sword. It has taken nore
lives than there are feathers on your body. | am Dandin the Sword Carrier, and

you can believe ny word. W wish only to cross the ford in peace. Stay where
you are, wait until we are gone, then | oose yourself."

I raktaan wiggled a bit and nmade stifled noises but they ignored him The ford
appeared neither too wide or deep, but with nasses of long trailing weeds
wavi ng
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beneat h the surface. Tarquin took a few paces back as if he were going to rush
at it with a hop, leap and junp. "Wsh ne luck, chaps. Here goes!"

Dandi n stood barring his path. "Wait, Tarquin. Renenber the old saying, |ook
bef ore you | eap?"

"OfF course, old lad. Wll, I've bally well |ooked, and now |l'mgoin' to jolly
well leap ..."

"Ch no you're not!"

"I say, Dandin, you've become rather bossy since you started wearin' that
blinkin' sword. 'My name is Dandin the Sword Carrier,' eh? Righto, give ne one
good reason why | shouldn't leap, and I shan't."

Dandin recited the words of the poem whi ch he had nenori zed.

"This trail brings death with every pace; Beware of dangers |urking there,
Sticklegs of the feathered race And fins that in the ford do stir.

Wl |, as you can see, we've already net the stickl egs—Iraktaan took care of
that. Qur next hazard is fins that in the ford do stir. Let's try out an idea
before we attenpt crossing.”

Toget her they went to the water's edge. Dandin took a crust of bread fromhis
knapsack and tossed it into the ford. It drifted on the surface of the water.
They stood watching the bread. Like a small gol den-crusted boat, it noved
slowy downstream on the calmriver

Durrey did not seemtoo inpressed. "My old nun-cle'd say that there's a waste
o' good food."

Quick as a lightning flash, a mghty silver black-banded body whooshed out of
t he weeds. There was an expl osion of water, a gl eam of needlelike teeth, a



huge splash, and the ford returned to its former calm

Durry Quill grabbed hold of Mariel's sleeve tightly. "Sufferin' spikes, what
wer e that?"

Tarquin sat down in the dust |ooking decidedly shaky. "Pike, old lad. An
absol ute whopper. A fish like

149

that'd rip you up as soon as | ook at you. Dandin, |I'm never backward in comn'
forward—you were right."

Dandi n was pacing the ford edge. "Look, there's nore than one, nuch nore."

Peering carefully into the reeds, they were able to make out at |east eight of
the I ong, sleek bodies. Nose-on to the current, they backed water, fully
grown, hook-jawed and totally dangerous.

Mariel sat down with Tarquin. "Tinme for thinking caps. G ad you cane with ne,
after all!"

They sat in silence, watching the setting sun sink beneath the trees. Durry
Quill drew patterns in the dust. "Mayhap we need a bridge."

Tarquin snorted. "Right you are, let's start buildin' one right away.
Shoul dn't take us | ong—niddl e of next season, with a bit of |uck."

Durry snorted back at him "If brains was bees, there'd be no honey between
your ears. Wiy, fromwhere I'"'ma sittin' | can see a great dead tree lirnb
anong yon bushes. What's to stop us usin' it as a bridge?"

The hare stood up, bowi ng gracefully to the young hedgehog. "Profuse apol ogi es
an' all that, young master Quill. Forgive ne. The excell ence of your
suggestion is only surpassed by your good | ooks and keen intelligence."
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Pl aced across the ford, the thick, dead tree linb | ooked wobbly and unsafe. As
Mariel tested it she noted the position of the voracious pike.

"See, the fish have come out of the weeds. They're all waiting both sides of
our bridge, just beneath the surface. W'd better not put a paw wong crossing
that thing."

Mari el decided that she would go first. Stepping onto the branch, she wound
@l I whacker about her neck and held her paws wide to give herself a bit of
stability. The mousenmai d paced forward carefully, the branch
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shaking slightly beneath her tread. Hungry pi ke nosed cl oser, their underslung
j aws agape as they watched her

"Don't | ook down, Mariel,"” Dandin called out. "Keep your eyes straight ahead
on the other side. You're doing fine!"

Now she had reached the center, the branch di pped slightly, its underside
touching the water. A pike butted the branch with its curving nmouth, causing
it to wobbl e dangerously. Mariel went down on all fours, gripping the bridge



firmy. She waited until it ceased noving then scanmpered across swiftly,
| eaping the final part and | anding safe on the other side of the ford.

"Well crossed, young nouse, well crossed, | say. Wo's next?"

Dandin elected to try, with Mariel sitting on one end of the makeshift bridge
and Tarquin holding the other end down. Dandin held the sword in both paws,
straight out in front; it helped to balance him The young nouse had a
surprising natural agility. Despite the pike nosing against the branch, he
made it across with ease, even | eaping ashore with a fancy twirl of the sword.

Tarquin nudged Durry Quill. "Your turn, old chap."

The young hedgehog blinked his eyes and gulped. "If | turns out t' be a fish's
supper, tell ny old nuncle Gabriel that | |ove himdear an' | was a-thinkin'

of himeven as | was bein' ate. Ah well! C non, Durry. Brace up, Qill. If

y'don't try now, y'never will."

Wth these few poetic lines, Durry scuttled out across the branch on al

fours. It shook and wobbl ed furiously. The others held their breath, not
wanting to call out advice |lest they should upset him The hedgehog was at the
center of the bridge when a nonstrous pike hurled itself clear of the water,
arching its sinuous body as it slammed forcibly into the branch. Durry pl opped
off into the ford, yelling as the pike closed in on him "I'm a-thinkin' of
'ee, Nuncle Gabe. Heeeeeel p!™"
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"Eul al i aaaaa!"

Tarquin L. Wodsorrel canme tearing out along the branch, half in and half out
of the water, the branch flopping up and down nmadly into the ford. G abbing
Durry by the snout, he swung himclear of the pike's jaws. Kicking one pike
savagel y and braining another with his harolina, the hare carried straight on
with his mad dash. He sprinted out of the water with Durry held tight, a
damaged harolina, and a big fermal e pike latched onto him its teeth sunk into
his bobtail. Tarquin let go of Durry and performed a mad war dance on the
bank.

"Yahwoo! Leggo, y'beast, |eggo!"
Mariel twirled @ullwhacker and struck the pike, batting it with all her mght.

It separated from  Tarquin's tail and shot through the air, landing in the ford
wi th an awkward spl osh.

"Hooray!" Durry cheered. "l ain't ate, and we're all safe 'n' dry."

"Hah, I'mglad you' re pleased, young Quill. Look at ne! A chunk of m bottom
and half a tailbob mssin' . Wat'll Hon Rosie say when she sees ny handsone
form di sfigured?”

They made canp in a forest glade farther up the road as night fell. Mariel and
Dandi n setting out the supper, Tarquin repairing his harolina, whilst Durry
Quill put together one of his sovereign poultices for the hare's nether end.

Mariel conversed quietly with her friend as they sat eating.

"Dandi n, where did you get that beautiful sword?" "You'd never believe if |
told you, Mariel, but it came to ne in a dream"”

"A drean? Surely you're not serious ..



"Ch, but I am Strange, though. | dreamed | saw a
mouse in full arnor. He just stood there, watching ne
and smling. | felt so peaceful and friendly and at ease

wth him it was wonderful. He said to ne, 'Dandin,
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go with Mariel.' Just those four words, then he took his sword and scabbard
and laid themat ny side. | knewit was only a dream a dream which |I wanted

to last forever, but it didn't. Wen | woke before dawn, there were the sword
and scabbard by nmy side. It nust have been the spirit of Martin the Warri or—he

founded our Abbey. Martin is guardi an of Redwall. They say he conmes whenever
the Abbey or its creatures are in danger. | always thought it was just a nice
story, until he visited me. 1'll never forget it, Mariel."

The mousenmai d crunbl ed a pi ece of bread and watched the ants bearing the
fragnents away, her face a strange picture of wondernent.

"As you were speaking, Dandin, | renmenbered. It all came back. | dreamed of
your Martin last night. He was just as you described him a wonderful brave
figure. He said: 'Be brave, Mariel. Follow your heart's desire.' He was there

in my dreans one nonment and gone the next. | know what you nmean when you say
you'll never forget. | was so sad when he di sappeared.”
"Anybeast want nore soup? If not, I'll just have what's left in the pot t'

keep ne goin' through the old night watches, wt? | say, Dandin, can you
recall the next part of that rhyne thi ngunmy?"

The young mouse thought of his friend Saxtus as he spoke the |ines.

"After the ford, one night, one day, Seek out the otter and his w fe. Forsake
the path, go westlands way, Find the trail and | ose your life."

Durry sniffed as he beat Tarquin to the |last of the soup. "Lackaday, that
sounds cheerful, don't it? | wonder who the otter 'n' his wife be."”
Ni ght closed in on the few red enbers of the canpfire in the glade as the
travelers lay to rest, Tarquin with his harolina, Durry with a well-Ilicked
soup bowl , Mariel
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wi th her @ullwhacker and Dandin with the strange ancient sword of Martin the
Warri or.
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O geye of the Wavebl ade had dropped anchor in Terra-nort cove earlier that
same evening. Confining his crew to shipboard, he strode up to Fort Bl adegirt,
aware of the reception he would receive coning back enpty-cl awed. Gabool was
in a nurderous nood; even the slaves were hiding and dared not attend him The
King of the Searats had gone past sleeping. H s eyes were conpletely

bl ood-red, but he quivered with a furious nervous energy, roam ng the
banqueting hall, drinking wine straight fromthe flagon. O geye wal ked in

wi t hout knocki ng. Gabool did not acknow edge himat first, but strode about
shouting, "Look! . . . Look at this, half-cooked seabird still with the



feathers hanging fromit!"
He hurled the silver platter, splattering food across the walls.

"Not a slave to |look after nmy needs. Me, the Ruler of all Seas! Wne? This
tastes nmore like vinegar. They're tryin' to poison ne. That's it! They can't
get ne while |I'm asleep because | won't go to sleep. . . . No sleep. . . No
rest for Gabool ..."

He appeared to notice Orgeye for the first time. "Saltar! No, it can't be—+
slew him Haharr, it's Ogeye, nmy old grogmate. Belay there, | knew you
woul dn't | et
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Gabool down. | knew out of all those slopbacks you' d be the one to bring ne
back the Darkqueen an' Gey-patch's mangy skull!"

Orgeye noved away until the big table was between himand the Warl ord.
"Gabool, listen. | scoured the seas to the far west fromhere and past the
hori zon. | searched the bare rocks and snall islands until | ran short of
vittles an' water for the crew an' neself. There's no sign of Gaypatch at
all. Wherever he's taken the Darkqueen to, we'll never find him on ny oath!"

The flagon narrowWy nissed Orgeye. It smashed upon the door, cascading
bl ood-red wi ne everywhere. Gabool |ooked madly about for sonething else to
t hr ow.

"Garrr! You lyin' traitor, you usel ess nud-suckin' scum If you couldn't find
hi m west' ard, you shoul d have sailed south.”

O geye was backing toward the door. He did not want to be in the same room
with this nmad creature.

"Hold fast there, Gabool. Take it easy. | only put in to Terranort for fresh
provi sions. You say go south —right, then I'll take the Wavebl ade on a
sout hern course, soon as |'ve taken fresh vittles aboard."

Gabool drew his sword and advanced, foam ng at the mouth. "Vittles, you

bottl enosed trash. Vittles? I'Il give ye vittles, bucko. I'll carve yer tripes
out and feed '"emto your scurvy crew. Set course south an' gerrout o' ne
sight. You don't get a crust o' ny bread or a drop of water until you bring ne
t he Darkqueen an' G aypatch's head!"

Orgeye barely had tine to slamthe door and run. Gabool was tuggi ng and

pul ling as he cursed, and his sword was buried deep in the heavy oak door
Behind himthe bell tolled once. He heaved the sword bl ade fromthe door and
cane at the bell

"Silence, d ye hear ne! Silence! Boom n' an' bongin' away night an' day so a
body can't even sleep. I'll teach yer a lesson!"
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Two dormouse sl aves peering through a crack in the door watched fascinated as
the King of Searats attacked a bell with his sword. The bell clashed and

cl anged as Gabool hammered at it, both claws gripping his curved bl ade. The
one-sided fight could have only one possible outcone. The sword bl ade snapped
agai nst the great bell and Gabool |ay facedown upon the stone floor, panting
and sobbing as the netallic echoes of the bell swirled around the banqueting



hal I .
The dormouse slave turned to his conpanion. "Did you see that?"

"Aye, that | did. It Iooks like Hs Majesty is two waves short of a tide.
Whoever saw a rat fight a bell?"

"Right, mate. And |l ook, he lost. The great Gabool's cryin' on the floor like a
baby squirrel who's |lost his acorns. Hahahaha!"

The | aughter rang through into the hall as the two slaves fled back into
hi di ng.

Gabool gritted his teeth at the bell. "Go on, |augh, yer great brazen |unp.
Laugh away, but next tine 1"l

get a bigger sword!"
00

Abbot Bernard sat at |late supper with Sinmeon, Mellus and Gabriel Qill.
Foremol e wandered in and sat picking at the barely touched food on the table.

"Burr, maisters. No news of 'ee young 'uns, then?"

Sinmeon felt the round firmess of an apple as he polished it on his sleeve.
"No news as yet, Foremple. But don't worry, they've got everything on their
side-youth, health, strength and a sense of adventure. | wish that | were with
them old as I am"

Mot her Mellus tapped the table fretfully. "I wish | were with them too. 1'd
tan that Dandin's hide until he turned blue, the disobedient little wetch.
That's all the thanks you get for |ooking after them caring, worrying when
they're ill. Wat about that scall ywag nephew of yours, Gabe Quill?"

"Well, he fair shocked ne, | can tell 'ee. Young Durry
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were always a quiet sort of 'og, good worker too. If you were to ask me I'd
say as 'ee were led astray by that Storm Gul |l ywhacker. My word, she's a wild
"un fer a liddl e nmouse, that she is."

"If the three were gone together then | think it is for the best."

Mot her Mel | us pushed aside her plate. "How can you say that, Sinmeon?"

"Because either Dandin or Mariel has the spirit of Martin the Warrior wal king
al ongsi de them though I am not sure which one it is.”

Abbot Bernard | ooked thankfully toward his friend. "Well, bless the seasons!
Tell me nore of this, friend Sineon."

Mel lus, ever the big practical badger nother, stood up fromthe table. "I'm
off to ny bed, can't stop around here all night with young 'uns nissing and
you | ot yarning away bout |ong-dead warriors. Martin or no Martin, first thing
tomorrow |'mputting that big otter, wotsisname, Flagg, out on their trail
He'll bring the rascals back!"

When she had gone, blind Simeon began recounting his strange but wondrous



experi ence.

"I't happened | ast night as | sat dozing in ny chair by the w ndow. Ch, pour ne
some Cctober ale, will you, Gabe—y throat's a bit dry."

Sonmewhere out in the darkness a young bl ackbird chirruped as its nother drew
it under her wi ng against the all-envel opi ng night.

00
Dawn broke gray wi th an unexpected shroud of drizzling rain. The four

travel ers were abroad early, continuing their northward trek upon the path.
The flat-lands to the west had been | eft behind after the ford, now the forest

closed in either side of the path.

"Pretty good this, wt? The jolly old trees | eaning over are |like an unbrella,
dont cha t hi nk?"

Durry shook hinself. "No | don't, if tain't churnin’
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up the path into nud this rainis a drippin' off those trees onto the back of
"ee neck. Still, as ny old nuncle allus says, if it be rainin' then there do
be water pourin' fromthe sky."

Mariel smled and wi nked at Tarquin. "A wise fellow, your old uncle."

Durry nodded in innocent agreenent. "Ch aye, Nuncle Gabe's never short of w se
sayin's. There do be no better way o' eatin' than with 'ee mouth, a ful
barrel's not an enpty 'un, an' 'ee can allus tell a squirrel by his tail."

Tarqui n chuckl ed as he tuned his harolina. "Hmm that makes sense."

Durry sniffed. "A course it do. Bet you never see'd a squirrel w 'out one o
those lollopin' great bushy tails, did you?"

"Er, ah, no, don't s'pose |I did, really."

"There, that goes to show 'ee then. You can allus tell a squirrel by his tail
jus' like my nuncle says."

Dandin kept in close to the pathside. "The rain's getting heavier."

There was a distant roll of thunder, lightning illumnated the sky. As they
trudged on Durry whispered to Dandin, "Lookit, Mariel's dropped back. Tears to
me she's shiverin' an' un'appy about summat."”

They hurried back to Mariel. She was clutching herself, rain dripping from her
face and paws, shivering as she faltered al ong the path.

Dandi n | ooked worried. "Mariel, what's the nmatter with you?"

The nousenmi d | eaned agai nst a spruce tree. "Thunder, the rain and the
lightning. . . . Remi nded ne of being thrown in the sea by Gaboo
Terranort, mny father "

Tarquin took charge. "CGolly, you |l ook |ike a whitewashed duck, old thing.
Here, Dandin, lend a paw. W'll get her under sonme dry trees and light a fire,
she'd better rest up until this lot clears.™
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Slightly off the path on the east side they found a fir grove. Durry dug a
shal low pit and kindled a small fire with dead branches and dry pine needles.
Wth her back against a fir, Mariel sat dozing, soaking in the warnth of the
fragrant dry atnosphere. Beyond the trees the rain pounded hard agai nst the
path, sending up brown splotches as it churned the dust to nmud. Durry brewed
some sage and mint tea, and they sipped the steaming liquid gratefully.

About hal fway t hrough the norning Dandi n becanme aware that they were being

wat ched by sonething crouching in the grass on their left. Slowy he

unsheat hed the sword, signaling with his eyes to Tar-quin and Durry. Al three
rose quietly and noved toward the | ong grass until they could see the watcher

It was a | arge snakel!

Dandi n had never seen a snake before, though he had heard many stories at
Redwal | of the dangerous poisonteeth. He felt a shiver convul se his whol e body
at the sight of the slithering coils, the flickering tongue and the twi n beads
of cold ruthlessness of the reptile's eyes. It cane clear of the |long grass,

hi ssing and weaving its head fromside to side as it nenaced them Dandin
unsheat hed his sword, whispering to Tarquin, "Wat do we do now? It |ooks very
dangerous. "

The hare took the nearest weapon to paw, his haversack of food. He stood at
ease, swinging it experinmentally as he replied, "Nothing to worry about
really, old bean. See those black markings on the thing's back? Well, that's
supposed to be an adder. Canouflage, | think—the bally creature's a bit snall
for an adder, take ny word, laddie. There's lots of harnl ess grass snakes who
mark thensel ves up with plant dyes an' whatnot, just so travelers |like you an'
I will think they're adders an' becone frightened of 'em"

Dandi n kept his sword pointed at the serpent's head. "D you think so,
Tar qui n?"

""Course | do, old son," the confident hare snorted.
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"The blighter's a fraud, a blinkin" charlatan. Right then, you dreadful snake
thi ngy. Move out or I'll brain you on the bonce with this havvysack, d'you
hear ?"

The snake, however, had other ideas. It had fixed its reptilian stare on Durry
Quill and was gliding slowy toward him Durry stood rooted to the spot,
trenbling and unabl e to nove under the hypnotic spell of the reptile's evil
eyes.

00
Sitting in a half-slunber, Mariel gradually noticed that some creature was

tal king to her. She opened her eyes partially and saw the arnor-clad figure of
t he dream nmouse warrior whom Dandin had called Martin. Hs voi ce was strong
and stern.

"Mariel, rise up, your friends are in danger. Ri se up, Mariell™

The nmousenmi d' s eyes snapped open. She took in the situation at a single
gl ance. Throwi ng caution to the winds, she acted swiftly.



The snake's eyes were fixed on Durry as Mariel grabbed her Gullwhacker. Wth a
mad, silent dash and a mighty | eap the nousemaid junped cl ear over the snake's
head, bringing the knotted rope down with a mghty crack on the reptile's flat
head as she traveled through the air. The snake instantly dropped like a linp

pi ece of cord, stunned by the sudden inpact of the bl ow

"Durry, are you all right? Durry, speak to ne!l"

The young hedgehog blinked and rubbed his eyes as Dandin flung a beaker of
cold sage and nmint tea into his friend s face.

"Phwaaw! |'d sooner be in yon ford wi' pikes than [ookin' at that bad thing. |
don't reckon that were no grass snake."

Tarquin took a quick close | ook at the snake, which was beginning to recover
speedi ly.

"Nor do I, old fellah. Still, a chap's allowed a m stake
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or two, wot? The bally thing's a real adder! Ch, not a fully grown one, 1'Il
grant you, but nevertheless ..."

Dandi n grabbed the hare, shoving himout upon the rain-spattered path. "Quick
let's get out of here. W're not stopping to argue with an adder. Cone on, the
rain' |l put those fire enbers out."

Grabbi ng their packs, they dashed out of the grove onto the path, stunbling
and squel ching as the snake's angry hiss sounded behind t hem

00

Mariel felt much better as she ran al ongsi de her conpani ons. Poundi ng al ong
the nmuddy path with the rain bouncing off them they kept up a breakneck pace
until they were certain the adder was far behind them Farther along the road
t hey halted, heads bowed, panting and bl owi ng as they fought to regain their
breath. Dandin glared at Tarquin. "Don't ever do that again, friend."

Tarqui n shrugged nonchal antly. "Sorry, old bean. How was 11' know?"

Durry shuddered. "You shoul d' ve chopped offen its head wi' that sword when you
"ad the chance, Dandin."

Mari el shook her head. "No, we do not need unnecessary killing, Durry. As |ong
as we are safe and in one piece, the adder has a right to life, the sane as
any creature."

00

By early afternoon the black cloud had shifted. The rain halted abruptly and a
warm wi nd chased broken white cl ouds across a blue sky considerably brightened
by the sun. The conpani ons took food upon the path, wal king as they ate. Steam
and vapor rose fromtheir wet fur and clothing as they tranped northward.
Durry's spirits rose, even to performng a passable imtation of Tarquin's
flippant attitude.

"Ho, | say, old bean, be that a wood pigeon or a great eagle? Blow ne, | do
believe it's carryin' me off over the jolly ol' treetops to eat ne all up. Ho



deari e
162

me, | don't s'pose it's a wood pigeon. Miust've made a jolly ol' m stake, wot
wot ?"

Tarquin took the ragging in his carefree stride.

"Well, roast my aunt's chestnuts, was that a hedgehog or a noi sy pincushion?
No, it couldn't be. | s'pose it was a jolly old talkin'" gooseberry, bit too
spi ky to bake in a pie, so somebeast slung it out onto the path and it's
follown' us."

Mari el |ooped Gul Il whacker swiftly about Tarquin's shoul ders. "Look out, it's
an adder just dropped out of a tree!"

"Yaaagh! Whoohooh! Don't do that, nmiss. You frightened ne half t' death."

Dandi n had been watchi ng the way ahead. He pointed forward. "Look, there's the
otter and his wifel"

Durry kept up his banter. "No tain't, it's the frog an' his gran'father."

But Dandin was sure of what he could see. "Stop fooling around, Durry. Can't
you see? Look on the left side of the path further on—t is the otter and his
wife. "

Mariel smled. "Yes, you're right, Dandin, though |I never thought the otter
and his wife would | ook like that!"
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It was an ill-tenpered and pawsore crew that blundered their way through
Mossfl ower | ed by Pakatugg, whom G aypatch prodded ahead of them by
swor dpoi nt. Far behind themthe Darkqueen |ay hidden in the creek

Bi gf ang as usual was voicing his thoughts aloud. "W could be traipsin'
anywheres, mates. | reckon we're |lost. Leavin' Darkqueen deserted like that.
Me an' Kybo or any couple of us could have stayed back as sentries. | tel
yer, mates, it's a bad onen, us lost out 'ere in the forest an' Darkqueen

Wi 'out a guard to watch her."

Graypatch gritted his teeth. Pushing the reluctant hedgehog pat hfi nder
forward, he called back, "That |oudmouth sounds |ike Bigfang again. Don't
worry, matey, | can hear ye. If you like to go back an' mount sentry on

Dar kqueen, don't let nme stop yer. Take Kybo too, if ye've a mnd. Aye, y'can
| aze about on the ship's deck while yer nessmates do all the marchin' an'
fightin' for you. Is that what ye want?"

Bi gf ang knew he was trying Graypatch's patience, but he continued, hoping for
some support fromthe rest of the searats.

"It's not like the open sea, nessmates. This filthy jungle's so thick you
can't tell thither fromyon. Aye, |
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still reckons we're lost. An' it ain't right leavin' our only ship undefended

Graypatch tugged on the halter around Pakatugg' s neck, bringing himup sharp.
H s single eye glared so hard at Bigfang that the conpl aining searat took a
st ep back.

Graypatch's tone was dangerously level. "Right, bucko, get back to the ship.
Go on, take two nore with yeh. If one o' Gabool's craft sailed up that creek
fully crewed, what d'yer think three, or even four, could do against it, eh?
Not hin"! Not a thing, addlebrain. The snip's safe layin' hidden in that

backwat er; nobeast is goin' to find her. | need every fightin' rat |'ve got
for what |ays ahead. Now get marchin', afore | cuts yer adrift an' |eaves you
for lost in these woods. One nore word fromye, Bigfang, that's all. Just one
peep!"

Unaccustonmed to the foreign woodl and, the crew stunbled on for the renai nder
of the day, insect-bitten and nettlestung, thrashing at the undergrowth wth
dagger and cutlass. Gaypatch led his sullen band, whilst nuttering dire
threats to Pakatugg on the consequences of |eading them astray.

00

Eveni ng shades were drawi ng cl ose as Graypatch and his crew sighted Redwal |
Abbey. The searat Captain tugged sharply on the rope halter, dragging the
m serabl e Pakatugg back fromthe path into the cover of Mssflower Wods.
Graypatch pricked the squirrel's chin with his dagger tip.

"So that's Redwal | Abbey, eh, mate. You did well. | don't reckon there'd be as
cozy a berth within a season's march of here.”

Bi gf ang hefted a spear. "Cone on, let's rip 'emapart an' take the place."

Kybo and the others noved forward, weapons at the ready. As Bigfang took up
the | ead position, Geypatch tripped him He fell heavily, half rising to find
Grey-patch's sword edge at his throat.
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"Didn't take yer long to vote yerself in as Captain round 'ere, did it,

Bi gf ang?"
"You said it was a cozy berth. Let's take it, less'n you' re scared."

Graypatch kicked Bigfang flat on his back, his single eye watching the
rebellious crewrat scornfully.

"Careful isn't scared, mate. |I'mcareful. Who knows how many are behind those
wal I's, or what manner of creatures they are. Al that's got to be found out,
then we'll have the neasure o' them Now take you, Bigfang. You' re not scared,

are yer, bucko? No, you're stupid! Thick'eaded an' dimvtted, that's you.
Har ken, you scum Anyone wants to challenge me as Cap'n, let that rat do it
now an' we'll settle it right 'ere.”

There was a nmurmur and a shuffle from among the | arge rough contingent, but no
rat took up the challenge. G aypatch nodded with satisfaction, he swing his
sword and cut through a tuft of Bigfang' s whiskers before turning confidently
away from his former adversary.

"Good, that's as it should be. I"'mCap'n 'ere—sne, Gaypatch. 'Twas ne that



brought you 'ere; without ne you'd still be servin' crazy Gabool, wonderin’
who' d be next to feed the fishes, worryin' whether you' d | ooked at himthe
wrong way an' were due to wake up with a dagger in yer back. Trust ne, |ads,
an' we'll live off the fat o'the land."

Ranzo stood al ongsi de Graypatch, brandishing a cutlass. "W're with you,
Cap' n. You just issue orders an' we'll be there."

Graypatch | ounged agai nst a tree and pl ucked a | ow hangi ng pear. "Lookit that,

will yer! Vittles a-growin' on trees, by thunder! What we'll do is this. W'l
drop anchor 'ere for the night, then at the crack o' dawn tonorrow when
they're all nice an' peaceful, we'll drop over an' pay 'ema visit."

He threw the halter over a linb of the tree, tugging
166
it slightly so that the niserabl e Pakatugg had to stand on tip-paws.

"As fer you, matey, you stand by 'ere. I'll need you on the norrow. Don't try
any funny noves now, or there won't be only pears hangin' fromthis tree!"

Si meon stood upon the west wall ranparts with his friend the Abbot, as they
di d nost evenings before turning in.

"More rain tonmorrow, do you think, Sineon?"

"No, Bernard. It will be a fine hot sutmerday with hardly a cloud in the sky.
The weat her should stay fine for Mariel and her party. | wonder where they are
now. "

"Who can say? Rushing and dashing off on quests and adventures—t nust be nice
to be young and have all that energy."

Si meon smiled. "Tal king about energy and youthful -ness, | think | hear Mellus
com ng fromthe woods with her party of Dibbuns. | hope their
wi | dberry-gat hering expedition was a success."

Abbot Bernard fol ded his paws into the wi de habit sleeves. "Success or not,
maybe it has tired themout and they' |l sleep soundly tonight. Were are they
now, Si meon?"

The blind herbalist inclined his head to one side, listening carefully. "Just
com ng out of the woodl ands slightly northeast of here. Can you see themyet,
Ber nar d?"

"Ah yes. Poor Mellus |l ooks as if she's had a full day of it. Rather her than
me. | used to take them out when | was younger, but we never had a pair |ike
those little otter twins Bagg and Runn then. Don't think I could put up with a
full day's wildberry gathering in Mossflower with that pair. Mellus has seen
us, she's waving."

Sinmeon turned in the direction of the badger and
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waved back. "Mther Mellus, how did the berry gathering go today?"

Mel lus's gruff boomrang up fromthe path below "It was good, Sineon. | got
some herbs that you may need too; arrowhead, notherwort, pennybright, oh, and



some slippery el mbark."
"Thank you, friend. | hope Bagg and Runn behaved thensel ves."

"Surprisingly, they did. Those two collected nore berries than the rest put
together. That little nole G ubb was the naughty one today. The wetch covered
me in stickybuds while | took my lunchtine nap, then he began eating the
berries the other Dibbuns had collected and he tied three little mice's tails
together with vines. Next tinme he can stay behind in the kitchens and help
Friar Alder to peel vegetables. \Were is he now? Hey, cone back here, you
little rip!"

Baby G ubb had run off in the opposite direction fromthe Abbey and was
scuttling along at a fair rate. Away he went up the north path, chattering to
hi nmsel f.

"Burr, oimagoen' to foind a'ventures wi' Qully-whacker an' 'ee others."

Mot her Mel lus broke into a shanbling run. "Come back this instant, you little
rogue. You're going to bed!"

Grubb trotted off the path, into the woodl ands. Gray-patch and Frink, hiding
behi nd a broad oak, watched the infant nole unsuspectingly com ng toward them
The searat Captain held a noosed rope ready.

"There ain't nothin' |ike a baby 'ostage to nake things easy," he whispered to
his crewat.

G ubb trundl ed al ong, oblivious to all about him He needed a weapon if he was
going to join the travelers on their adventure. Right next to the broad oak
was a sycanore sprout, little nore than a thin stick. G ubb began heaving and
tuggi ng upon it.

"Hurr, this'll do oi, 'ee'll make a gurt spearer, ho

urr!

As G aypatch opened the noose to cast it over
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Grubb's head, Mther Mellus swept the tiny nole up with one huge paw, unaware
of the searats.

"Got you, mischiefskin! R ght, niladdo, bed for you with no supper. What have
you been told about pulling young trees up by the roots? Just wait until Abbot
Bernard hears about this, you wetch!"

Graypatch had pull ed back behind the oak. He and Frink held their breath as
Mel lus strode off with a loudly protesting G ubb under her arm

"Boohurr, let oi go, mssus. O wants a'ventures."
"Il give you adventures, you rip. Adventures in bed!"
"Qurr, when oi get ter be a biggun, oi'll spank 'ee furr thiz!"

Frink wi ped his brow and sat down heavily. "Shiver ne sails, Cap'n. Did you
see the size of that ol' badger?"



"Did 1? Now y'see what | said earlier is true, Frink. Careful is best. If we'd
roped the liddle nole, that ol' badger woul d've done fer the pair of us with
one sw pe, you mark my words!"

00

At the open gate, Abbot Bernard carried G ubb inside. "Conme on, Di bbun G ubb
berry pie and custard for supper.”

"Burry poi an' cuskit, oh joy! But zurr, Ma Mellus says oi ain't a-getten none
fer bein pesky."

The Fat her Abbot set G ubb down upon the lawn. "Hhnmm did she? Tell you what,
little G ubb. You can have sone this time, but next time you re pesky it's
straight off to bed without any. Go on, hurry and get washed up or it'll all
be gone."

Grubb snmiled one of his nost winning smles at his benefactor. "G knowed you
wudden let a hinfant starve. You' ma gudd beast, zurr!"

Si meon joi ned the Abbot to follow up Mellus and her herd of Di bbuns.
"Ah, Sineon, snell that. Young Cockl eburr nakes
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the finest cornflower custard |I've ever tasted. Can you snell it?"

Si meon | ooked pensive. "Hmm | think nmy senses are trying to tell ne
something and it's not the snell of custard, Bernard. It's. . . . It's. .
Ch, it's probably nothing, friend. Let's go inside. You're right, that custard
does snell delicious."

00

The four travelers stood facing the rock which reared up fromthe earth on the
west side of the path. Mariel |ooked up at it.

"So that's the otter and his wife. | expected real otters, not a great |unmp of
stone. Still, it does look very lifelike. I wonder who carved it."

Tarqui n rubbed his paw up and down the snmooth brown rock. "Somebeast mnust've
done this when the | and was young, nore seasons ago than we could ever

i mgine. Jolly fine work, wot? | think the rock once | ooked naturally |like an
otter and his wife. Wwoever did it only had to inprove on what nother nature
had al ready started, eh?"

Dandi n nodded agreenent. The rock was a sort of double lunp, |ooking not
unlike a male otter standing on his hindpaws with a female otter sitting at
his side. Long ago sone clever creature had carved the details of the otters
faces into the stone, giving thema very lifelike appearance.

The four friends nade night canp at the base of the figures on the woodl and
side. Tinder and flint kindled a small fire. Tarquin, taking his turn as cook
deci ded on candied dried pluns, sweet chestnut scones and dandeli on cordi al
They sat around the bright flanes, which provided an island of golden |ight
agai nst the gloomy vault of the forest in front of them Dandin recited the
next stanza of the rhyme which provided guide rules for their quest.
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"Seek out the otter and his wife. Forsake the path, go westlands way, Find the
trail and | ose your life. Wien in the woods this prom se keep, Wth senses
sharp and open eyes, 'My nose shall not send nme to sleep' For buried ones wll
surely rise."

Durry Quill's eyes were drooping. He was begi nning to nod.
"And frogs will fly on nmayday norn, While fishes sing al oud at dawn.
Huh, | can't make top nor tail of it. It all sounds |ike nonsense to a pore

| ad who's been hippotized by a serpent.”

Mariel stirred the fire with a green twig. "It may sound |ike gobbl edygook but
it's proved true so far, Durry. We'll just have to wait until it's light and
find out for ourselves, | suppose. What d'you say, Tarquin?"

The hare nibbled on a candied plumreflectively. "Don't know really, old gel
Y see |'ve never patrolled this far up north. Strange country, very strange.
Take these woodl ands west of the path; they're not even mapped, y' know. |'m
not sure they're even part of Mossflower."

Dandi n hunched closer to the fire. "I'mcertain they're not. They don't have
that confortabl e honey feeling you al ways get in Mssflower Wods. This area

| ooks wilder, nmore grim hostile somehow. But as you say, Mariel, we'll find
out for ourselves tonorrow. | take it we have this statue of the otter and his
wife to use as a bearing point and strike out west fromit."
"Sssnnnnggggghhhhrrrrr!”

Durry Quill was not listening, he was lying on his back with all four paws in
the air, naking the nost uproarous noise.

Tarquin sniffed. "Listen to the beast, snorin' like a
171

flippin" hog, just as | was going to play a few tunes on ne harolina to cheer
us up,"

Mariel lay down, using her haversack as a pillow. "Ch please, it's bad enough
havi ng a snoring hedgehog wi thout the addition of a caterwauling hare singing
lovelorn ditties. Let's all go to sleep while we have the chance of a ful
night's rest.”

Dandi n and Mariel soon joined Durry in slunber. Tarquin still sat up, alittle
sul ky as he fondled his unplayed harolina.

"Caterwaulin" indeed. Shows how nuch nice know about nusic. Now if Hon Rosie
were here I'Il bet she wouldn't object to a chap havin' the odd plunk on the
jolly old harolina. Ah well!™

He fell asleep humm ng and serenadi ng hinmsel f quietly.

"A hare beyond conpare, so spiffin' and so fair,

Oh, Rosie, Rosie, dear ny honey Hon

I wouldn't swap your affections for a heap of



conf ecti ons,

Not for ... blackb'rry pie, oh my oh nmy. October Ale would surely fail, Summer
salad couldn't stop ny ballad, Hazel nut pudden'd just taste wooden, As for
cheese on toast it'd make ne weep. Feel so hungry, Rosie, 1'd better go ... to
sleep ..."

Overcome by weariness, the travelers slept at the fringe of the darkened
forest, whilst on the path the stone figures of the otter and his w fe stood
like eternal sentinels in the silent watches of the night.

00

Qut at sea a shroud-like fog had dropped. Conpletely | ost, w thout bearings by
the stars or the sight of |andmarks, O geye abandoned the hel m of the

Wavebl ade, which had been sailing a southern course until the fog descended.
He posted two searats with wei ghted ropes
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to test overboard for shallows and reefs. Cursing Gabool for his
uncontrol | able mad tenper which had driven theminto this unknown position
Orgeye went below to his bunk to await the comi ng of dawn.

00

H dden in Mbssfl ower Wods a nmere stone's throw from Redwal | Abbey, G aypatch
and his crew al so awaited the arrival of dawn.

00

Paci ng his bedchanber in Sal amandastron's nountain, Lord Rawnbl ade Wdestri pe
awai t ed yet another dawn, know ng that each fresh day brought his tinme of
encounter with the searats a little closer

00

Wandering the enpty halls of Fort Bladegirt on Terra-nort |sle, Gabool the
Wld awaited a dawn that would dispel his nightmares of ringing bells, badgers
and avengi ng m ce.

In fact there were nmany different creatures in diverse parts, each waiting to
see what the new day might bring: adventure, danger, victory, defeat, peace of
m nd, or death.
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BOOK TWD
The Strange Forest

Light tendrils of mist clung to the burgeoning greenery of Mssflower Wods,
and the rising sun tinged butterm |k hues across a sky of powder blue in the
shi meri ng peace of dawn. Graypatch shook dew fromhis claws as he stanped
about, restoring circulation around |inbs unused to sleeping out in the
woodl ands. Dead-glimsat gloom |y chewi ng on young dandel i on stens, sul king
because his Captain would not allow a fire, lest the telltale w sps of snoke
betray their position.



Graypatch wi ped his sword bl ade dry as the other searats awoke, rubbing sleep
fromtheir eyes.
"Come on, hearties," the searat Captain chuckled. "You're |ike a pack of

dorm ce staggerin' about after a hard winter. Rouse yer carcasses, the sun's
gettin' up an' it's going to be a good day to inspect our new home. Thank yer
lucky stars we're not out on the seas. There'll be a fine old fog there
that' Il last until noon. If you was aboard ship now in blue waters, you

woul dn't be able to see the tail behind your back, hahaha! Gather round now
an' listen tome. I'll tell you about the plan I've got charted for us. Leave
it to ol' Gaypatch-we'll soon be livin' Iike kings!"

Fl agg the otter was always ready and willing to oblige.
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Mot her Mel lus had asked that he track down Dandin and Durry Quill. She was
sure that a fellow as big and capabl e as Flagg woul d have them back hone at
Redwal | in no tine at all. Determned to start his journey bright and early,

Fl agg shoul dered supplies, checked his slingshot and stone pouch, then slipped
out by a wicker gate in the Abbey's north wall. Scarcely had he let hinself
out into the woodl ands when he becane alert. Watching fromthe shelter of an
ash grove, Flagg witnessed a curious sight.

Graypatch had assenbl ed his oarslaves, nostly dorm ce and shrews. They grouped
on the path in a ragged bunch, thin and underfed. The five score searats who
conprised the crew of the Darkcjueen lurked in the path-side ditch, fully
armed. Gaypatch issued his orders.

"Li ssen now, mates. You lot stay in the ditch an' keep yer heads down. As for
you scurvy oarpullers, you don't breathe a word, just follow ne an' try to

| ook hard done by, haharr, though that shouldn't be too hard. M nd though, if
one of you steps out o' line the crewin the ditch'll deal with ye. Ringtail,
you're in charge down there; wait nmy signal. As soon as these country buffers
open the big gate to bring us food out. 1'Il tip yer the sign an' you rush in.
Slay any that |look like trouble right off. The rest we'll let live to serve
us."

Fl agg had heard enough. Luckily he had asked Mellus to | eave the gate open
until morning. The big otter scuttled back through the woods, across the
fields and slipped inside, bolting the gate securely behind him

Mel lus was strolling toward himfromthe direction of the unfinished bel
t ower.

"Flagg, | thought you'd be gone by now ...
The otter held a pawto his lips. "Sssshhh! Not so |oud. W' ve got trouble—no
time to explain now. Check all the wallgates are tight shut and bolted. |'m
going to rouse the others. Please, marm don't stop to
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ask questions, just do as | say like your life depended on it. This is
urgent!"

The badger caught the tone and | ook in her friend s eyes. She nodded w sely
and hurried to do his bidding.



00

The sun was nearly up. M st hung |ow on the path and flatl ands as G aypatch
hal ted his bedraggl ed col um of oarslaves at the main gate of Redwall Abbey.
d ancing up, he was slightly taken aback to see a Iine of grimlooking Abbey
dwel l ers staring down at himfromthe threshold of the high walls. Fixing a
friendly smle on his face, the searat Captain called out a greeting.

"Good nmornin' to yer, sirs. Wew It's goin' to be another scorchin' sumer's
day again. | wonder, could | have a word with whoever's in charge of this
mar vel - ous pl ace?"

Abbot Bernard kept his tone polite. "I amthe Father Abbot of Redwall Abbey.
What can | do for you, ny son?"

Down in the ditch, Kybo jostled Ringtail and sniggered. "Did ye hear that,
mat ey—hi s son! Now we know what Graypatch's daddy | ooks |ike. Heehee!"

Ringtail silenced himwith a smart slap. "Stow yer noise, fool. Be quiet an'
listen.”

Graypatch touched the dagger hidden behind on his belt, "Ah well, what better
creature to ask for help than the Father Abbot hinmself. As y'can see, sir,

we' re poor wretched seafarers who lost our ship in a great storm W' ve been
adrift fer nigh on half a season now, wand-erin' round woodl and an' plain Iike

birds without wings, an' we're sore in need of a bit o' food an' water. Have
ye any vittles to spare?”

The Abbot nodded. "Tell ny friends what you need." He stepped back, letting
Fl agg and Rufe Brush conme forward.

Graypatch allowed hinself a smle; they were hal fway hone. "Good day to you,
sirs. W need water an' bread, nothin' nore. Oh, | know we | ook rough an'
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dirty, but we're all honest creatures. You've nothin' t' fear fromus ..."

Fl agg smiled back. "How many d'you have with you

cul ly?"

The searat Captain shrugged. "Only what y'see here, matey. If you was to open
yer doors we could cone in an' rest awhile, save you the trouble of bringin'

supplies out to us. 1've never been inside an Abbey."

Ruf e Brush gripped his javelin tight as he nurnured, "No, and you're not
likely to get inside this one."

Fl agg continued smling. "What about that gang hidden in the ditch?"

Graypatch waved toward the mist-shrouded ditch, a [ ook of injured innocence on
his villainous face. "Ditch? Gang? Wat d'yer mean, shipnate?”

Flagg fitted a pebble to his sling. "I'Il showyou . . . shipmate!"
The stone zinged down, plowing a furrow through the ground m st.

"Yowhoooo! "



Bi gf ang' s head appeared out of the white shroud. He was clutching his nose,
whi ch was bl eeding like a tap

Ringtail's voice rang out. "Get down an' shuttup, yer big oaf!"

Rufe Brush | eaped to the battlements, his javelin poised. "This is for you if
you don't shift yourself fast, searat!"”

Graypatch took the warning seriously. He dashed across the path and | eaped
over the ditch, landing on the flatlands beyond.

"Cone on, mates. Qut o' that ditch an' show 'em who we are!"

The crew scrabbl ed out of the ditch to stand on the flatlands at their
Captain's side. He took his sword fromFrink and waved it

"I"'m Graypatch, Master of the Darkqueen, and this is nmy crew. Haharr, bet you
country bunpki ns never clapped eyes on the likes of us. W can fight an' slay
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just like we do all over the high seas, so listen to ne now, you woodl and
clods. Surrender, or I'll bring this place down round your ears. You know
nothin' of warfare an' we're all covered with the scars of many a battle, d'ye
hear ne?"

Young Cockl eburr, Friar Alder's kitchen assistant, could stand no nore. Hi s
fighting spirit was roused. Using his apron strings as a sling, he launched a
smal | rock-hard turnip at G aypatch

"Bubbl i ng brot hpans! Take that, you simrering sea-scum"”

It struck Graypatch hard in his one good eye. The searat Captain fell back
conpl etely blinded, blackness interspersed with bursting colored stars filling
hi s vision.

Ri ngtail quickly picked himup, supporting himas he shouted at the
woodl anders on the walls, "That's it, you've done it now. This is war!"

Driving the oarslaves in front of them the searats retreated back up the path
to the shelter of Mossflower. The Redwal | ers | aughed and cheered,
congratul ati ng each other on their brave stand.

Cockl eburr was delirious, he patted Flagg heartily. "Gall oping gravyjugs, we
showed them didn't we!"

Foremol e waddl ed up, his normally nmerry face creased with worry. "Hurr,

may' aps 'ee did, but 'twere only luck, maisters. Themins is searat spawn, gurt
warriors an' w cked cruel slayers. Ho urr, you marken noi words, they
vermnts' || be back, doant doubt et."

The cheering di ed away.

Si meon spoke up. "Forenole is right. W're not warriors, though we have the
m ght and safety of these walls in our favor. W nust take extra care in the
com ng days, post |ookouts, stay within the Abbey and its grounds, and be
constantly on guard against tricks. Fromwhat | could hear, this Gaypatch
sounds to nme |like a very cunning beast."

The Abbot turned to Flagg and Rufe Brush. "I |eave
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you in charge of all arrangements. Unfortunately | amno use at all when it
cones to matters of war. Both of you have ny conplete confidence. You are
brave beasts, and | trust your judgnent. Wat do you say, Mellus?"

The badger shook her great head, hal fway between nmaternal instincts and
righteous rage. "Did you see those poor slaves? Sone of themweren't nuch nore
than Di bbuns. Can't we do anything about then? They | ooked so thin and

wr et ched; we must hel p t hem sonehow. "

Fl agg pl aced a gentle paw on Mellus. "I know how y'feel, marm | think every
creature here would love to give the sorry little things some aid. But you
nmust understand we have to defend the Abbey, we're all needed here. Wat good
would it do those slaves if Redwall fell into the claws of Gaypatch and his
crew?"

Saxtus had stayed silent in the background throughout the whole incident, but
now he felt the time had cone for himto speak

"Mt her Mellus, | have never experienced war in my life. | do not think I wll
like it. However, if it is war, then Redwall Abbey cones first, before sl aves,
or even ourselves. Perhaps if we defeat these searats then we can think of
rescui ng others. Meanwhile our Abbey is our main concern."

Fl agg shrugged. "Hard words, Saxtus mate. But
you're right, of course.”
00

Inland the mi st had vani shed with the advent of a hot sumer norn. Tenpers
were al so running hot in the woodl and canp of the Darkqueeri's crew. G aypatch
sat back in the shade with a | eaf poultice held against his throbbing eye. The
injury had resulted in tenmporary blindness with his eye swelled shut. The
searat Captain dearly wi shed he could | ay claws upon Bigfang for yel pi ng out

al oud and giving the gane away, but knowi ng he was at the nercy of his own
savage crew, he
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had to walk a diplomatic tightrope. Gaypatch tried to nake |light of the
encount er.

"Yah, what are they, eh? A bunch of root crunchers. W could take 'emw th one
claw. Stupid mob of straw suckers, what do they know of fightin' an' killin"',
eh?"

Kybo tried disguising his voice so the Captain could not identify him
"Strawsuckers, matey? Huh, they still sent us packin'. W should' ve did |like

Bi gf ang said and rushed the place soon as we arrived here."

Graypatch knew the voice. He made a nental note to see Kybo as soon as he
regai ned his sight.

"Rushed 'en? What good woul d that've done? | don't think things would have
turned out any different."

Bi gf ang picked dried blood fromhis top lip. "Hoho, don't you, then? Listen



rat, if we'd rushed "em | could have taken that place."

Graypatch tried to control his tenper. "Tcha! But instead you got a stone on
the nose and yelped like a fieldmuse at a funeral. Go on then, bucko—tell us
what you woul d have done!"

Bi gf ang was a |l arge, barrel-chested searat. He picked up a dead branch and
shapped it in two pieces.

"I"d have broken "emw th the el ement of surprise-charge and kill! An hour
before dawn | would have set light to those big gates. \When they burned down,
the crew woul d have been in there a slayin' an' rippin' . But you know better
don't you, Gaypatch. What did we do? Hid in a ditch, playin peekaboo |ike
frogs hidin' froma hawk. And you, matey, you, the great Gray-patch, terror of
t he waves, put out of commission with a turnip by a little cook, hahahahal
Wheedlin' round the road |ike a |l ame beetle. Please, sir, give us bread an'
water, kind sir. . . . Hah! Bilgewater! Some searat invasion that was, mates,
"1l tell yer!"

There was a nmurmur of agreement fromthe crew

Tied in a line with the oarslaves, Pakatugg trenbl ed nervously. Bigfang had
wanted to kill him If there was
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a power shift anong the searats and Bi gfang becane their |eader, the
squirrel's life would be worthl ess.

On an inpulse he yelled out over the runblings of disagreenent, "Gaypatch is
right. There's nore sense in tricking your way into the Abbey than just
burni ng and sl ayi ng!"

Ranzo | eaped up and knocked Pakatugg flat with a spear butt. "Slaves an'
prisoners tellin' us what t' do, eh, shipmates! | think we're all goin' soft
inthis forest!"

Bi gfang threw a cl aw about his shoul ders. "Aye, Ranzo's right. W were better
off with the deck of the Darkqueen under us. That craft'd outrun any vessel on
the seas. | say we set sail for the open waters in Darkqueen. Wo's with ne,
mat es?"

A roar of approval went up fromthe crew. They seized their weapons and any
supplies lying about, forming in a nob with Bigfang at their head. As they
mar ched off into the woodl ands, dragging the oarslaves with them Bigfang
called out to his disabled adversary:

"Don't worry, Gaypatch, I"'mnot goin" to kill yer. I'lIl leave that to this
country-see how long you'll last in the woods w thout yer good |lanp to see
t hrough. Hoho, you'll die with the flies crawin' over yer, cursin' ny nane
an' the day you tried to do ne down. |I'm Cap'n now. "

The crew marched off through the woodl ands, |aughing and jostling each other
happy to be going back to the Iife they knew aboard the best craft of al
Gabool 's fleet, the good ship Darkqueen

One searat remmined, however. Fishgill the steersrat strode across to
Graypatch and sat beside him

"Let "emgo, Cap'n. They'll either end up in Gabool's clutches or cone back to



you after gettin' sick of that bignmouth Bigfang. He's a fool an' a

hot head—he' Il either get hinself or the crew killed."

Graypatch breathed a sigh of relief. "Fishgill, matey, | knew you wouldn't |et
me down. Stay with me now. This eye'll be better in a day or two, then we'll
see
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who's the real Cap'n of Darkqueen, and the best steersrat

t 0o.
00

Clary and the long patrol had becone al erted when they found Pakatugg's secret
den empty. Using their considerable skills as trackers, they had trailed the
squirrel across the dunes. The hares found the river crossing the beach at

m dnor ni ng. Checking the aftermath of the battle with Greenfang's crew, they
traced the river course inland.

At nmidday they sighted the Darkqueen tied up al ongside the tree-fringed creek

"\Whoohahahahooh! " Hon Rosi e whooped with delight. "Wio's for a trip aboard the
Ski /I ark?"

Bri gadi er Thyne junped aboard. "Deserted, eh. \Were d you s' pose the scurvy
bl aggards are now, dary?"

"Haven't the foggiest, old fellah. Still an' all, I'lIl tell you where they
won't be goin': to sea in this bally tub again. W'll nake sure of that. Cone
on, chaps!”

In a short tine the rudder was detached and hidden in the woods, the oars were
wei ghted and sunk in the creek, the steering wheel was dismantled and flung

wi despread into the bushes, and the nooring ropes were hacked through so that
Dar kqueen drifted in and heeled at a crazy angle in the shallows. They
jettisoned the worst of the provisions and nade a |leisurely nmeal off the

choi cest bits of the remnainder

G ary found some of the bows and arrows in the weapon | ocker. "Righto, chaps,
settle down now. You take first watch, Rosie. Shout out at the first sign of a
scurvy whi sker and we'll give "embillyo."

"Ch, | say, super! |I'mrather good at the old archery gane, y'know, | could
score a bull's-eye on a rat's eye with no bot her. Whoohahahahoo!"

Clary nibbled a ship's biscuit until a weevil poked its head out at him he
spat out quickly and tossed the of fendi ng norsel overboard.
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"Phwaw | think I'd turn to alife of crine if | had to eat tucker |ike that.
No wonder they | ook nmean an' ugly!"
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The mi st was heavy in the forest as Mariel and her friends struck westward



into the strange new territory. Durry Qill kept repeating the lines of the
poem al oud.

"Find the trail and |l ose your life. Wen in the woods this prom se keep, with
senses sharp and open eyes, 'My nose shall not send ne to sleep.' "

"Your nose doesn't have to, your bally voice would send anybeast to sleep
Durry," Tarquin snorted. "Didn't they teach you singin' at Redwal | ?"

"Fl oppyears, | weren't singin', | were recititatin'. So there."
"Can't you two stop arguing and keep quiet?"
"Qops! Sorry, old gel, mlips are sealed fromnow on, prom se."

Dandi n had to hack away at hangi ng vegetation and thick fern to keep the path
clear. He did not like this forest at all. It was dank and steany, with little
sunl i ght showi ng through the matted treetops, the ground was squel chy under paw
and the going sl ow

The travelers were not inclined to stop in the gl oony atnmosphere. They
snatched bites of food as they pressed onward, each with their separate
t hought s.
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Dandi n t hought of Redwall and Modther Mellus, the good badger who had reared
him Despite her scolding and reprimands, he m ssed her. He wondered how
Saxtus was faring, now that he was the only one of the terrible duo left for
Mel lus to watch over.

Durry thought of his uncle Gabriel, his friends Bagg and Runn and the nol es
whom he felt a great kinship to. He imgi ned summer afternoons in the orchard
wi th cool cider and cakes beneath the shady trees.

Mari el thought of her father, wondering where he could be and how his health
was. She renenbered the quiet strength of her father the bell maker, his ready
snm |l e and gentl eness, the care he had taken of her and the pride he took in
his little daughter, whose nane he |likened to a bell ringing over neadows on a
sumer eveni ng. She blinked away a silent tear and gritted her teeth as she

t hought of cruel Gabool and the retribution she would nmete out one day when
she faced him

Tarqui n thought of sitting al ongside Hon Rosie at the annual haredance and
banquet in Sal amandastron. Rosie al ways treated hi m nockingly, but that was
just her way. Secretly he imagi ned she longed for him The words of a new song
cane bubbling out of the irrepressible hare.

"If I were a cake upon the table,

You woul d take a bite fromne

and | would shout if | were able,

Rosie, you're a sight to see

Dolly ting bang clang, diddly ding ..."

"M . Wodsorrel, I've told you once politely, nowclanp a lid on it!"



"What? Ch, er, right you are, mlady. It's just that lovely snmell, rem nds ne
of Rosie's perfume that she wore to the banquet.”

Durry Quill sniffed. "My spikes, so that's what perfume snells like. A lad
like me never snelt it afore. Whaaaawwhhooommm ' Scuse |."

188
Mariel was about to silence Durry when she yawned al oud al so.
Dandi n stopped swinging his sword into the tangled creepers. He | eaned agai nst

a willow and yawned al oud, rubbing his eyes. "Hoooommmmmmi Funny sort of snell,
not like I'd imgined perfune to be. Bit sickly sweet, if you ask me ..."

Tarquin sat down on the trail. H's harolina slipped fromhis paws and he

bl i nked ow i shly. "Hooooooah! Take m word for it, laddie, that's what perfune

snells |ike. Wiwoooohaaawt Corks . . . can't keep . . . the ol' eyes oooooooh .
pen. "

Mariel lay down slowy, clutching the Gullwhacker to her |ike a baby nmouse
going to bed with her dolly. Through hal f-cl osed eyes she watched shadowy
figures rising fromthe earth around them The l[ast thing she heard before
sleep rode in on the cloying waves of heavy scent was Durry Qill's voice.
"My nose shall no—Whooooaw "
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Mariel's head ached furiously and a dark m st swam before her eyes, changing
to brown then dull green. She caught a whiff of the fetid scent as a face
swat hed in barkcloth cane cl ose to hers.

"Heehee, dis'n wak'nin' up, athink!"

"Dese'n's near wak'n too abit."

"Eer's Snidjer, lookitout!"

The realization that she was bound to a tree woke Mariel conpletely. She
tugged and strained at her bonds as a creature hobbled toward her. It was
covered in trailing weeds and wore a barkcloth wapper around its face, as did
many ot hers she coul d see crouching in the background. The creature carried
with it the whiff of heavy scent. It stood in front of the nousemaid and spoke
in a high, squeaky voice.

"Yerrherr, Snidjer gotcher—anyerr fren' s!"

Tarqui n had awakened. They were all tied tightly to
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the sane big tree. "Ch, great golly, rrt'poor head, it's burstin'. Wo the
devil are you, sir?"

The creature prodded Tarquin with a long thorny branch. ' 'You sh' rupp. Snidj
er' s talkin' nochoo. Ennyow, werryerfron®"

Dandi n was awake. He lay with his eyes closed as he interpreted. "I think his
nane i s Snidjer and he wants to know where we're from™



Sni dj er giggled. "Heehee, smarteenouse dis'n—a snmarteenmpuse!"

Durry was last to wake. He strained forward, trying to reach his head with
bound paws. "Gnaw My poor skull. This shouldn't happen to a good young | ad
like ne. | think it was that scent which knocked us out. OCh, nunky, help! Send
those 'orrible beasts away!"

Snidjer and his tribe giggled as they danced around the tree in front of their
victims. Dandin watched themclosely, trying to figure out what sort of
creatures they were under the barkcloth facew aps and body hangi ngs of thick
weed.

"Tarquin, who are they? Have you ever seen anything |like them before?"

"I should jolly well hope not, old boy. What a dreadful |oad of idiots—an't
even tal k properly. Rosie'd have a word or two to say to 'em about their sad
| ack of elocution, believe nme!"

Sni dj er pranced up to Tarquin, waving a torch nmade of snol dering herbs under
his nose. The hare was not well -pl eased.

"Pooh, take it away, you rascal. It's that beastly scent again.”
Sni dj er giggled. "Sleepasl eep, sleepasleep, yerrher-raherrherr!”

Mari el groaned aloud. "So that was what the poem neant about mnmy nose sending
me to sleep. It's those snoldering herbs; they must be full of a sort of sleep
drug. 'Buried ones will surely rise . . . ' Hal | remenber that bit. Just
before | was knocked out by that snell,
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dimMy remenber seeing those creatures com ng out of the ground, though how
they did it | don't know W-where's my Qullwhacker? On, | w sh nmy head woul d
stop aching."

Snidjer wiggled with delight, the | oose weeds quivering all over him
"Wannasee how we do it, clever-nouse? Wannasee 'ey? D Flitchaye cl everer than
you a bigbit, yousee.™

The weird creature stanped his paw several tinmes upon the ground. Mari el

wat ched, her eyes wide with amazenment. Al around the earth, clunps of weed
and grass lifted like rough lids as nore of the peculiar creatures cane out of
hiding fromtheir subterranean pits. In a short tine the area was thick with
bar k- masked, weed-cl ad beasts. They shuffled about, chanting in their

hi gh- pi t ched voi ces:

"We d' Flitchaye Flitchaye Flitchaye!"

Dandi n struggl ed agai nst his bonds as he roared al oud, "Hey, come away from
that stuff. It's ours!”

Sni dj er was waving Martin's sword about as his tribe enptied the contents of
the travelers' packs onto the ground, fighting and grabbing for the food and
drink. One of them swung Gul |l whacker close to Dandin's head.

"Nahh sh'rup, you'n's Flitchaye pris' ners!"”

Tarqui n gul ped agai nst the rope that circled his neck. 'S 'no use, old Iad.
Stiff upper lip an' ignore the blighters—ae're outnunbered at least ten to



one. | say, what's the next bit of the jolly old rhyne? Maybe that'll help us,
wot ?"

Dandin pronptly reeled off the required stanza.

"Beat the holl ow oak and shout, 'We are the creatures of Redwall!' |f a brave
one is about, he'll save any fool at all
That's it as best as | recall. Let's | ook about for this holl ow oak to beat,

then we can start shouting."
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Durry blinked painfully as he tried to focus his eyes. "Phwawl |'m | ookin',
t hough outside o' this clearin' | can't see nothin' but trees. My ol' nuncle

Gabe'd say it were like |lookin' fer tinmber in a woodl and."

By now the supplies had either been eaten or squashed into the ground, though
one or two of the creatures were still squabbling over flasks of cider and
cordial. Snidjer swng the sword at an overhangi ng bough. He nissed and | anded
hinsel f flat upon his back. The Flitchaye chief |ay sniggering as three
smal | er ones thrunmed roughly away at Tarquin's bel oved har-olina. The hare
fought against his tight bonds, crying out against the outrage.

"I say, put that instrunent down! You're an absol ute bunch of yahoos, d'ye
hear ne? Yahoos and hooligans!"

Conceal i ng her voi ce beneath the surroundi ng hubbub, Mariel whispered to
Dandin, "I'mworking ny paws | oose. It shouldn't take |ong. The nonment |'m
free we'll have to see if we can grab our weapons and hold this lot off unti
we find the hollow oak."

"Hol | ow oak, old gel," Tarquin chuckled. "No need to | ook any further, we're
tied to the bally thing!"

Durry groaned aloud. "An' | could've saved ny poor eyes all that |ookin' an'
searchin'. '"T aint fair."

Dandi n gl anced upward. "Hmfm so we are," he whispered back. "Ri ght, when
Mariel's | oose we'll untie each other quietly. If we can reach our weapons,
all well and good; if we can't, then the best plan would be to surround
Tarquin and keep him protected while he beats the oak. Those | ong | egs of
yours should conme in very handy for that, Tarquin. Er, Durry, what is it that
we all have to shout out?"

"We are creatures of Redwall, good an' |oud!"

Snidjer and the Flitchaye who was hol ding Gul | whacker hurried across to the
prisoners. Snidjer carried the sword and sone snol dering herbs. He glanced at
t hem suspi ci ousl y.
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"Wirrayou tal kabout, 'ey?"

Tarquin sniffed. "Actually, old bean, we were just remarking on what a vile
snelly | oad of old forest weeds you bods are.™

Snidjer's eyes glinted angrily and he waved the snmoki ng herbs under Tarquin's
nose. "You sh'rup, y' hear, sh'rup or Flitchaye send you sl eepasleep s'nore."



The hare coughed violently, his eyes watering as the Flitchaye chief held the
reeki ng herbs closer. Suddenly Tarquin shot out both his |Iong | egs. Bound
toget her as they were, the powerful |inbs caught Snidjer a mghty kick that
sent him head over heels.

Mariel freed her paws and unknotted the rope that held themto the oak and
unbound Dandin's paws. Wth their backs to the dead oak the four conpanions
faced the howing nob of Flitchaye creatures. Mariel tugged Durry's paws | oose
as Dandin untied Tarquin. Snidjer |eaped up, quivering with fury as he waved

t he sword nenaci ngly.

"Hawhaw y' done it now, cleverbeasts. D Flitchaye killyer now, killyer good 'n

dead. CGerrem Flitchaye, gerrem"”

Agai n the nmousenai d renenbered attacki ng Gabool with the sword when her life
was threatened. This tinme it was not only her, but also three good friends who
were in danger of being slain.

Mariel felt the old Stormrise within her. G abbing the ropes that had bound
them she knotted the ends and passed themto Dandin and Durry.

"These will have to do as Gul |l whackers. Get thunping, Tarquin!"

The hare needed no second bi ddi ng. He pounded his | ong hindl egs agai nst the
hol I ow trunk, raising his voice to join the others:

"We are creatures of Redwall! We are creatures of Redwaaaaal I|!"

The first wave of the Flitchaye nmob struck them
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armed with sticks and snmall daggers. Mariel and her conrades thwacked away at
themw th their knotted ropes for all they were worth. Mst of the Flitchaye
were repul sed, some knocked sensel ess, whilst others, half-conscious, clung
onto the bodies of their attackers.

Sni dj er stayed well back, sw nging the sword as he urged a fresh wave of
attackers to the fray. "Gerremall, Flitchaye. G abbem holdem+ cut'mup wid
dis sworder!"

Durry Quill went down, felled by a heavy blow. Dandin and Mariel stood

shoul der to shoul der, swinging their knotted ropes. Tarquin |lay on his back,
poundi ng the oak with his hindpaws while he |ashed out at the enemy with his
front paws, joining voice with his conpanions:

"We are creatures of Redwall! We are creatures of Redwaaaaalll!"

They were struggling against the odds, nore so when Snidjer gathered a fresh
batch of Flitchaye about hi mand headed the charge at his weakened opponents.

"D cleverbeasts fallin'" now Gerrem Flitchaye!"

Mari el and Dandi n went down beneath the nasses of weedcl ad bodies, still
shouting as they were subnerged beneath the Flitchaye nob:

"W are creatures of Redwaaaal I I!"

00



Thi ck white fog envel oped both sea and shore as if the very clouds had dropped
out of the sky. Sound was nuted and nowhere was there vision or sight for nore
than a paw s |l ength. Rawnbl ade W destripe chuckled grimy to hinself as he
donned the | ong spiked hel net he always wore with his battle arnor.

Sal anandastron was deserted; he had sent out all his hares to patrol on one
pretext or another, some to the south, others to the east. The great badger
Lord pull ed down the hel net visor, focusing happily through the twin slits.
Rawn- bl ade' s eyes shoul d have been tired, but they were not. He had | ain awake
nost of the night, listening to the
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nmuf fl ed silence fog brought in its wake, restless, turning. Rawnbl ade had
finally left his beloved nountain to stroll on the tideline along the shore by
Sal amandast r on

That was when he had heard it.

The sickening crunch of ship's tinbers upon rock was unni st akabl e.

00

The searat Captain Orgeye was bel ow sl eepi ng when he was thrown forcibly from
his bunk onto the cabin floor. Shouts fromthe Wavebl ade's two | ookouts
brought hi m scranbling up on deck

"Bel ay, we've run aground in this cursed fog!"

"Hell's teeth! She's run bowon to a reef!”

Rawnbl ade had strained his ears to catch the shouts fromthe Wavebl ade.

"Cap'n Orgeye, what'll we do?"

"Bil gescum You've been sleepin' on watch. |If she breaks her keel on these

bl asted rocks, I'Il rip out yer livers. Get over the side onto the reef an'

see how she | ooks. Move yerselves!"

"Cap'n, she's nose-up on the stones, holed near the waterline an' trapped
tighter than neat between yer teeth. Wiat do we do?"

"What can we do, slophead? There's naught for it but to wait till this fog
clears. May' aps we can beach

her for repairs then."
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Rawnbl ade expanded his massive chest, letting out a great sigh of pure joy at
the menory of his night stroll. It was not often the big badger got a shipl oad
of searats delivered to his doorstep. That was why he had sent his hares away.
The Lord of Sal amandastron wanted this one all to hinself. Picking up his

form dabl e broadsword, he swung it easily across his shoul ders and strode
silently back to the tideline. Standing with waves | apping his studded | eg
greaves, Rawnbl ade Wdestripe resenbled a great carved statue set at the edge
of the
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sea. Fog swirled about his arnored body as he listened to the sounds of the
cursing searats, who were waiting for the fog to lift.

So was Rawnbl ade.

He renenbered the dead bodies of his three hares swaying in the shall ows of
the tideline, the work of searats. A huge runble of satisfaction welled up in
his throat as he anticipated |oosing his wathful battle-sword upon Orgeye and
t he Wavebl ade' s crew.

c/o

Col onel dary notched an arrow to his bow, and the other two nenbers of the

| ong patrol followed his exanple. The fog had thinned to a mlky river mst in
the creek where the Darkqueen lay crippled. Clary's ears stood straight up as
he listened to the noise of the Darkqueen's crew. They were crashing

heedl essly through bush and shrub, carel ess and noi sy, as they made their way
back to the ship.

Ringtail was first to spot the Darkqueen's nasts anmid the forest greenery. He
dashed forward with the light mst swirling about him

"Ahoy, mates. There she lies. The DarkqueenY

Even as the rest of the crew dashed forward, they saw Ringtail fall with a
gurgle, an arrow through his neck

"Down! Get down. The ship's been boarded!" roared
Bi gf ang.

The searats obeyed, dropping down instantly behind
trees and bushes.

Ranzo | ay al ongside Bigfang, pale with fright. "Ringtail's been done for. Wo
killed hin®"

Bi gf ang peered through the m st-shrouded trees. "I don't know, mate, but I'lI
soon find out. 'Ere, bring up them oarslaves."

Bri gadi er Thyme raised hinmself fromthe heeling deck to obtain a better shot
at the foebeast. He groaned al oud and sat down agai n.

"Ch, dash it, |look what they're up to now"
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Cary and Hon Rosie stood up in dismay. Bigfang was approaching with the rest
of the searats, and they were using Pakatugg and the wetched oarslaves as a
shield in front of them They stood in a bunch at the woodland fringe on the
creek bank.

Hon Rosie rel axed her bowstring. "CGolly gosh, | say, that sort of thing s not
on, you know. Hey there, you bunch of noldy old cowards. Conme out an' fight,
beast to beast."

Bi gf ang prodded Pakatugg with his cutlass. "Mldy ol' cowards is better than
foolish dead heroes, rabbit. Now what d'ye say we parley a bit eh?"



Clary twitched his whiskers firmy. "We don't parley with the likes of you,
bottl enose. "

"Bottl enose yerself, rabbit!" Bigfang snatched a spear from Kybo and hurl ed
it. The spear landed with a quivering thud, pinning Cary's pawto the

Dar kqueen's side. |Inmediately, Rosie and Thyme took a chance; shooting
slightly upward, they sent their arrows over the tops of the oarslaves' heads,
woundi ng Frink and sl aying a searat naned Reekhi de.

The searats broke and ran for the cover of the bushes, dragging the oarslaves
with them Hon Rosie acted swiftly. Tugging the spear free, she pulled dary
into the scuppers.

"Knew they couldn't kill you, you old piewalloper. Are you hurt?"

Clary gritted his teeth, trying hard with one paw to stanch the fl ow of bl ood
fromthe other. "Ahem That feller's not very good at givin' a manicure with a

spear, though I think he neant it to be a haircut.”

Rosi e coul d see by the tight-drawn expression on Clary's face that he was
suffering greatly. She searched her pack for bandages.

"Not to worry, you'll soon be right as rain again, old |ad."

Thynme put aside his bow and arrows now the confrontati on was over. "Wll,
chaps, it looks like we're
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stuck aboard this tub until Cary's able to use the old

paw agai n, wot ?"

00

Qut of sight and earshot of the hares, Bigfang was having trouble with his new
conmand. Kybo had el ected hinself spokesrat for the rest, and he and Bi gf ang
argued fiercely.

"W shoul d've charged them when | flung that spear!™

"Huh, an' get caught in the water by those two with the bows—not ne, natey.
D d you see the Darkqueen? They've crippled 'er

"I could get her seaworthy an' sailin' again,"

"You! Al you've done so far, Bigfang, is to get Frink wounded an' Reekhi de
killed. It was foolish chuckin' that spear. W should ve got closer to 'em
then we coul d' ve done sone real danage."

"Ch aye, an' what woul d you have done, scumbags?"

Kybo flung hinself on Bigfang. They rolled over and over, grunting and ki cki ng
at each other. Bigfang was gai ning the upper paw when he tripped and becane
tangled with the oarslaves. Kybo quickly sat on his adversary's chest. Pulling
out a wicked skinning knife, he pressed the bl ade across Bigfang's throat. The
former |eader lay still, knowing that Kybo had won.

Kybo retained his position, breathing heavily. "Now you listen to ne,
addl ebrain. I'mspeakin' fer all of us, see! The Darkqueen's scuppered—ears,



rudder an' steerin' wheel gone, didn't y'see—an' they've heel ed her over.
She'll sit on the bottomof that creek like a stone in nud. I'mtakin' this
crew back to Graypatch; that Abbey is the only place where we'll have it safe
an' easy. He was right. Now you can conme peaceable or die here. Wiat's it t'
be?"

Bi gf ang swal | owed, feeling the blade scrape his throat. "You win."

198

Mot her Mellus crept up on Bagg and Runn the otter tw ns, who were hanging
perilously over the north ranmparts. She seized each one by an ear and pulled
t hem down as they squeaked piteously.

"Now t hen, you two young fiends, what are you up to out here, eh?"

"Omow, | eggo! We were keeping guard, that's all!"

"Eeeek, me ear! Sonebeast's got to watch out for searats.”

Mel lus rel eased them shooing the delinquent pair down the steps to the Abbey
awn. "Run along now. Searats would eat two Di bbuns like you for tea."

"Ha, bet they wouldn't. We'd make "eminto searat pudden an' eat 'em™

"No you wouldn't, they'd have your tails on toast. Then what would | tell the
Abbot ?"

The two small otters shuffled off disgruntled. Flagg the big otter called
along fromthe west wall to Mellus, "The only tails on toast those scurvy
rats'll have is their own tails, marm You leave it t' me an' young Saxtus."

The badger gave a worried frown. "I hope you're right, Flagg. They're certain
to be back. Searats like that lot don't give in easily."

Saxtus, who was on the east wall and within hearing range, called back at the
same time as Flagg, "And neither do we!"
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Sni dj er approached Mariel, brandi shing the sword. Wi ghted down by Flitchaye,
she was unable to nove. Hel plessly she watched himraise the glittering bl ade.
From nowhere a huge voi ce rang out:

"I was born on a dark night in a storm |I'mthe roaring child of Heavyw ng
McGur ney! Shake in your fur, Flitchaye. Stonehead's arrived!"

A barn owl of awesone proportions swooped down and hurled Snidjer high in the
air. Wth a noi se sonewhere between a hoot and a roar, he |aunched hinself
into the fray. Mariel had never seen anything like it. The weed-cl ad,

bar k- masked Flitchaye scattered everywhere |ike ninepins.

St onehead was aptly named. He used his nassive head |like a battering ram
t huddi ng and butting with the speed of a striking snake as he shouted al oud at
the terrified Flitchaye tribe:

"Stand and fight, you forest weeds! Wiy, if | couldn't slay a dozen of you
before breakfast 1'd die of shanme! | can drink a river dry and eat an orchard



bare! 1'm Stonehead McQ@urney, bravest of the brave!"

Mari el and her conpani ons got the feeling they would offend the big barn ow
by joining in the fight, so they stood to one side, watching as he enjoyed
hi m
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self to the full. The Flitchaye who were not laid out flat took to their holes
and closed the lids. As Mariel retrieved her @ullwhacker and Dandi n picked up
the sword, Tarquin tuned his harolina and nudged Durry.

"I don't think I'd like to nmeet that chap when he's cross, do you?"

Durry kicked Snidjer on the bottomas he tried to rise. "Dearie me, he do
aright ol' tenmper an' no m stake."

ave

Six Flitchaye were backing off toward the woods. Stonehead spotted them and
yel l ed, "Get back here! Down your pits and shut the lids! Run away and |'I
follow you to the ends of the earth! You know | never liel W MQurneys aren't
the wi sest ow s anywhere, but by thunder we're the bravest!" He turned to the
four travel ers aggressively. "So you' re Redwall creatures, eh! Should never

| et yourselves get caught by this lot! Flitchaye! Hah! I'Il show you what they
are! Cone here, you!"

Sni dj er cane, but not quickly enough. Stonehead grabbed himin one powerful
talon and ripped away the barkcloth nask and trailing weeds.

"There's a Flitchaye for you! Skinny little weasels dressed up, that's al
they are! Here, do you want ne to butt himright over the top of that holl ow
oak? | can do it easily, you know "

Dandin interceded on Snidjer's behalf. "I think he's had enough, sir. Thank
you for rescuing us. | am Dandin of Redwall —these are ny friends, Tarquin,
Mariel and Durry."

The ow shook their paws with his talons until they ached, then he kicked open
the Iid of a Flitchaye hol e and beckoned to Snidjer.

"In there, you, and | ook sharp about it!"

Sni dj er obeyed with alacrity. Stonehead took a huge dead treelinb in his claws
and tossed it on top of the lid, |ocking Snhidjer inside.

"There, that's the way to treat them Don't take any
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nonsense! You don't think I was too easy on them do you? Sure you don't want
me to throw a few over the treetops?"

"No no, old chap. You did splendidly. Do you live alone in these woods?"

St onehead blinked his eyes at Tarquin and snorted. "Alone? I'll say not! W
McGur neys have al ways |lived here!l CGot the w fe, Thunderbeak, and four little
ones-two sons and two daughters! They're only chicks, but you should see them

fight! Cone hone with ne for supper, nmeet ny fanmly!"

The savage gol den eyes glared at them They did not



r ef use.
00

If at all possible, Stonehead' s wife Thunderbeak was even fiercer than her

bel I i gerent husband. The four babies sat at the foot of a dead ash with them
fighting uproariously at every opportunity, nuch to the anusenment of their
parents. The food was surprisingly good. There was a white nushroom sal ad
specially laid on for the travelers. The owWs did not eat. Dandin decided that
it would not be polite to ask them what their diet was, though the odd

barkcl oth and weeds in the bushes left himin little doubt.

After supper Tarquin sang and played his harolina, an inpronptu song.
"I'f you' re ever caught by the Flitchaye

And the situation | ooks grave,

Then call for a MGQurney,

The bravest of the brave.

He'll fight all night

And battle all day

Until you hear those Flitchaye say,

' Have mercy, have nercy, have nmercy on us all!’

Mariel smled fondly at the owets. "Bless them they' ve fallen asleep.”
Thunder beak cuffed them roughly awake. "Were's
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your manners! Dozing off when the nice rabbit's singing you a song! Wake up
this instant!"”

Mari el wapped her Gullwhacker into a pillow and Iay down. "Ch, don't scold
them please. They need their sleep, the same as ne. Actually, if that nice
rabbit starts singing another song he'll feel the knot of nmy CGullwhacker
bet ween his big bunny ears.”
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Tarquin sat up late, remenbering the next lines of the poem and di scussing
their future route with Stonehead, though the owl did not appear to be a great
deal of help. Tarquin racked his menory, whilst pretending to be attentive to
St onehead' s advi ce.

"Let me see now, sonething or other about saving any fool at all, | think the
last bit was. Oh, but that was you, wasn't it?"

St onehead blinked fiercely. "Wat's that you say? I'"many fool at all! I think
you could do with a lesson in politeness, rabbit! It's true we MQurneys
aren't wise ows, but we're the bravest of the brave! Now defend yourself, or
get kicked right over that tree!"

Tarquin held up his paws placalingly. "Sorry, old chap, | wasn't alluding to
you, not a bit of it. The fools |I was talking about is us, ne and ny jolly old



friends. Point of fact, you may be able to help us with our route. |'ve
renmenbered the |lines, goes sonethin' like this:

Beware the |light that shows the way, Trust not the wart-skinned toad, In his
real mno night or day. Fool, stay to the road.

That's it. Y see it nmentions us again—fool! | don't suppose you happen to know
what place the rhynme nmeans, wot?"

St onehead got up and paced about a bit. One of the babies gave his leg a
drowsy bite as he passed, and he cuffed the sleeping infant affectionately.

"Wuldn't like to be a Flitchaye when she grows
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up—wonderful little battler. Yes, of course | know the place your poem
mentions! You and your friends want the swanpdark! Never go there
nmysel f —+otten place! Take you there in the norning. Get sone sleep now,
rabbit! You're quite a good singer; never have time for such nonsense nyself,
sooner have a good clean fight! Mist warn you, though, if you start warbling
and wake ny wife up she'll probably rip your leg clean off! She's not naned
Thunder beak for nothing, you know Sleep well. Good night!"

Tarquin put his harolina carefully aside and |ay down, gazing around at the
dark dripping forest and the six savage ow s in slumnber.

"Blow nme! 1'd never take Hon Rosie picnickin' to this
pl ace."

"What's that, rabbit? Did you say somethi ng?"

"Er, no, old bean. Just good night."

"Good night! Now shut up and sleep! O else . . . I"
00

Gabool the WId was not affected by sleep anynore. He was driven night and day
by an i nsane nervous energy, roanming the roons of Fort Bladegirt. The
non-arrival of G aypatch was preying upon his mnd, though he did not doubt
that his traitorous Captain would show up sooner or later. The King of Searats
now began hopi ng that Graypatch woul d be brought back alive. He descended a

wi ndi ng stairway, muttering and chuckling to hinself.

"No, don't kill him that's too quick for ne old shipmate G aypatch. Gabool's
got somethin' nice fer him a surprise, aharrharrharr! Aye, G aypatchTl
renenmber old Skrabblag. | was Cap'n of the Ratwake an' he was mate when we
brought Skrabblag fromthe warmisles in the deep seas to the south. Haharr
good ol d Skrabblag. Let's see if you're still alive an' foul -tenpered.”

Still laughing to hinself, the nad King reached the bottom of the steps. He
entered a side roomand took a spear fromits wall hanger. At the center of the
room
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was a circular stone with a thick iron ring attached. Gabool thrust the spear
through the ring and |l evered the stone upward. Sliding it to one side, he took



t he spear and crouched over the hole in the floor
"Skrabblag, matey, it's me, Gabool. Sing out-are y'there?"

There was no reply. Gabool jabbed down into the inky darkness with the I ong
spear. There was a dry, rustling sound, acconpani ed by an odd clicki ng noi se.
The searat grinned.

"Aharr, you nurderous villain, | can hear yeh. Wat's it |like down there,
livin' on rotten fishheads an' scraps o' dead seabird?"

The rustling and clicking increased. Sonething caught the spear bl ade, but
Gabool pulled it back quickly.

"Hoho, not so fast, bucko. | know you'd like to drag me down there, but you

bi de your time and old Gabool will give yer a little gift. Renenber G aypatch?
Aye, he was the one that hel ped catch you an' take you from your nice warm
island to this cold dark berth, Well, you stop down there an' think what you'd
like to do to Graypatch. Pretty soon now I'Il let himdrop in an' pay you a
call. You'd like that, wouldn't yer?"

The clicking and rustling increased. Gabool |aughed heartily as he slid the
stone back into place with the spear

Qutsi de, the wi nd noaned around the rocks of Terra-nort and the stones of

Bl adegirt. The restless sea pounded coves and inlets as seabirds deserted the
skies for nests and perches. Gabool sat once nore in his banqueting hall, chin
in claws as he slouched across the table and spoke to his bell.

"Hah! Yer gettin' dirty now since there's no slaves to spit an' polish yer
shiny hide. An' that's the way it should be, big an' dirty with a brassy

voi ce. One day the bell tower will be built, then I'Il string you up there an'
make you sing every time | tug the rope. 1'll nake
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yer sing or be quiet, just as | please. Wat've y'got to say to that, eh?"

The great bell remained silent, Gabool sat watching it until his weighted
eyel i ds began droopi ng over weary bl ood-seared eyes. A ship in flames passed
his vision, followed by another lying on its side in a creek, overgrown by
trees, and yet a third ship washed up and hol ed upon a reef. Bluddrig,
Garrtail, Saltar and Orgeye floated lifeless in the waves sweeping across his
fevered dream dead rats all. Through the shifting gray msts a huge arnored
badger strode. Raising his sword, he struck

Gabool was awake once nore, glaring his hatred across the table at the bel
whose very presence haunted his every nonent.
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"Haharr, me old shipmates, how was your voyage?"

Graypatch had his sight back now, though his eye was still quite swelled. He
sat on a fallen log with Fishgill, watching his sheepish crew Bigfang kept
noti ceably out of the way. Kybo, still the unofficially elected spokesrat,

unf ol ded the unfortunate encounter with the hares and reported on the sorry
state of the vessel Darkqueen. G aypatch |istened to the woeful narrative as



he sat sketching on the ground with his sword-point. Wen Kybo had fini shed,
the other searats gathered around to hear what G aypatch had to say. He kept
them wai ti ng awhil e before he spoke.

"A sad an' mis'rable tale, mateys, but what ship can | ast forever? Darkqueen
was a good craft, but she'd be a floatin' death warrant for us against the

m ght of Gabool. Leave 'er to rot in the creek, | say. Redwall Abbey's worth a
hundred Dar kqueens, we'll be Lords of this land, country gentlerats if

y' pl ease, instead of floatin' bilgeslops at the nercy of wind 'n' water,

tryin' to grab a livin' with one claw while usin' the other to fend off that
madrat Gabool. No nore of that fer us, nmessmates. This is the warm soft

country, and it can be all ours if yer willin' to follow ne. Well, what d' yer
say?"
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There was an inmredi ate roar of approval. Many claws reached out to pat the

searat Captain's back
"W're with you, Skipper!™"

"Aye, Graypatch always led us right!"

"You give the word, Cap'n, an' we'll follow yer to Hellgates an' back!"
Graypatch tapped his swordpoint at the drawi ng he had been working on. "Ri ght
t hen, buckos, here's nme plan. This here's the Abbey. Now what we'll do is
this: there's nigh on a hundred of us, closer to a hundred an' twenty countin'
t he oarsl aves. Bigfang, here's yer chance, mate. Rush 'em an' burn the gates

you said, as | recall. Well, that's exactly what you're goin' to do. Take
Frink, Fishgill, "ere, and five others. Keep the oarslaves so you'll |ook nore
like an arny. Try burnin' those big Abbey gates down any way you can. Now
then, 1'lIl be in front on the flatland t'other side of the ditch with Ranzo,
Dri pnose an' a score or so others. W'll nmake a great show of firin' arrows
an' slingin stones; that way the attack will look like it's comn' fromthe

front, but it won't. Kybo, you take the rest round the east side and sneak

t hrough the woodl ands—they're good 'n' thick there. Use ropes an' grapnels,
just as if you were takin' a tall fat merchant ship. Ropes an' grapnels, |ads,
that's the key. Nice an' quiet like, slide over those walls. There's a little
wal gate 1've noticed on the north side. Get that open an' we'll be with yer
in atrice. Bigfang should have the gates well ablaze by then. Do as | say an'
we'll be takin' supper in Redwall Abbey tonight!"

Everyone cheered al oud, with the exception of Bigfang. Sonehow he felt as if
he had been tricked by G aypatch, though being in disgrace and having the
whol e crew against himleft himin no position to conpl ain.

CXO

Hot sunmer vegetabl e soup was being served with |arge flat oatcakes, there was
f our season pl untake and
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el derberry cup to follow The sentries on the Abbey walls took theirs as they
wat ched the surroundi ng countryside for signs of noverment. The food was being
served in the orchard. Sister Sage and Mother Mellus dished it out to the
little ones, and each carried their portion to a corner of the orchard where
t he Abbot, assisted by Sineon and Forenole, stood ready to give thema

| ecture- Seated in a group beneath a gnarled apple tree, the Di bbuns began



eating. Abbot Bernard cast a kindly eye over them shook back his habit
sl eeves and began.

"Righto, ny little friends. Carry on eating while | talk to you. Er, G ubb
stop di ppi ng your oatcake into Baby Turgle's soup and listen to nme, please."

Grubb did as he was told but imediately started conplaining. "Yurr zurr
Habbit, 'ee squirrel Turgle's a-drinken nmoi drink!"

The infant squirrel grinned over the top of G ubb's beaker and sucked noisily
at his stolen elderberry cup. The Abbot turned his eyes skyward as if | ooking
for patience. Forenole went anong the Di bbuns and took charge of the

si tuation.

"Qurr, you liddle terror, give 'ee drink back ter G ubb, an' yew, naister
Grubb, touch yon Turgle's soup agin an' oi'll bite 'ee tail offen.”

The Abbot took a deep breath and continued. "Now, as you may know, there are
some very naughty creatures who've been hangi ng about outside our Abbey, but
there's no need for you to worry or be frightened—we'll take care of them
Meanwhile, | want all you Dibbuns to be very good little creatures. Do what
you are told by those who | ook after you, Mther Mellus, Sister Sage, Sister
Serena, Sineon, Brother Saxtus, nyself "

"An' Bruvver Hoobit, too?"
"Yes, and Brother Hubert too."
"An' Forenole as well, Habbit?"
"Yes yes, Foremole as well."
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"An" Muvver Mell's too?"

"Yes, |'ve already said Mother Mellus. Now listen to ne please ..

"An' the fishes inna pond?"

"Now don't be silly, | said listen to wha -
"An' a big red strawberry too?"

"Big red strawberry? What big red strawberry? Ch dear, Sinmeon, help ne,
pl ease! "

The blind herbalist spread his paws wide and cried out, "The G ockl edeeboo
eats noi sy Di bbuns!"

Imredi ately a silence fell; the little ones sat wi de-eyed in fright. Simeon
took the opportunity to finish the lecture.

"But we'll chase the G ockl edeeboo away if you're all very good, so listen to
me. You nust obey all the grown-up creatures—do as they say. If you are sent

i ndoors, go straight in. Do not try to | eave the Abbey; we don't want you
goi ng outside. Stay out of the way, eat all your food, keep yourselves clean
and go to bed on tinme. Most inportant of all, stay away fromthe walltops. If
there is fighting, you could be hurt, and we couldn't have that now, could
we?"



"No, sir, Sineon, sir!" the chanted chorus cane back at Sineon.

"Hurr, |iddl e goodbeasts, you'meaten up all 'ee vit-tles naow an' run al ong
ter play."

Forenol e chuckl ed as he strolled off with Sinmeon and the Abbot. "G 'm
a-t hi nken they' m got the message,

zurrs.
0Xo

Leani ng against a battlenent, Flagg twirled his sling idly, scanning the
northward path. "All quiet this side, young Saxtus."

Saxtus |icked plunctake fromhis paws before shoul dering his spear. "This side
too, Flagg. But |I'm wondering for how | ong."

"Hrfm can you feel it too, mate? It's as if there's a sort of calmbefore the
storm | don't like it."
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Dandin and Mariel were anxious to be away, but half the norning was gone and
still they had to wait about. Stonehead's w fe, Thunderbeak, had insisted on
repro-visioning their enpty packs, and she was sonmewhere off in the woods.
St onehead and his four ow chicks put on several exhibitions of westling,
butting and kicking. Tarquin and Durry had to keep avoi di ng bei ng used as
denonstration exanples. Finally Thunderbeak arrived back with the knapsacks.

"Not much, I'mafraid, but it'll have to do! Plenty of apples, sone white
mushroons, wild dansons, not too ripe, bit of celery, sone other bits and
bobs. Onh, there's some woodl and scones, though they've been |ying about a
bi t vy own nake, very nourishing."

They thanked her, allowed thenselves to be pecked and kicked one last time by
t he ow chicks, then struck westward, |ed by Stonehead.

00

The strange forest grew di mer and nore gloony until finally they were in a
wor | d of black shadow and green light. Trees were inmensely tall, with |ong
bare trunks crowded together |ike black colums, the foliage growing at their
tops completely blocking daylight, turning it into sinister green shafts.
Little or no shrubbery grew on the forest floor, which was conposed of squishy
dark leaf nmold with nmassive tree roots crisscrossing |ike dark giant veins.
Mariel noticed that the silence was total. \Wenever they tal ked their voices
echoed spectrally around the gaunt trees. To cheer things up a bit, Tarquin
twanged his harolina and began a ditty.

"dd mssus hedgehog, here's what she likes, Alittle fat husband with |l ots of
spi kes, And a quarrel with a squirrel Who wears flowers round his niddle, And
a chestnut for her supper on a winter's night "
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He cane to a faltering halt as Stonehead turned his great gol den eyes upon
hi m



"Do you have to make that silly noise, rabbit? One nore song out of you and
"'l wap that hare-liner thing round your skull! This is bad country; we
don't want to attract attention to ourselves, do you hear ne?"

Tarqui n wal ked behind Durry and Dandin, nmuttering under his breath, "Sure sign
of a savage, no appreciation of good nmusic. Huh, bet the bally feller wouldn't
conplain if it was a piece of boiled Flitchaye instead of a piece of beautiful
nusic. "

"Aye," Durry whispered back, "an' what's a poor lad t' do, wanderin' round
like an ant lost in a dark well botton? Wat | wouldn't give fer a flagon of
my ol' nuncle's giggly juice right now "

Mari el watched the back of Stonehead's enornous figure, sometines hopping
before them other tines w nging | ow between the trees. How he knew t he way
westward was a nystery to her. She had lost all sense of tine and distance,
tranpi ng through this eerie world.

Quite suddenly, after what seemed an endl ess trek, Stonehead fluttered onto a
fallen tree and turned to them "This is it, Swanpdark |and! Never go any
further than here nyself! Not afraid of it, just don't like the place! Right,

you're on your own now. | won't say good luck, because you'll end up dead or
devoured, |I'msure of it! Always renenber, though, if you ever get back to ny
part of the forest give ne a call! W McGurneys aren't the wi sest ow s

anywhere, but it's an acorn to an appletree we're the bravest!™

Wth that he was gone, w nging away through the trees before they had a chance
to thank himor say goodbye.

Dandin sat on the fallen tree and undid his knapsack. "Well, goodbye,
St onehead McGurney. |I'mstarving. Let's sit here awhile and have lunch in
peace for a change. Golly, look at this!"

They clinmbed up onto the fallen trunk, staring in the
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direction they would be taking. It was practically pitch-black. Low hanging
trees with heavy weed trailing fromthem held out knotted and gnarl ed branches
like predatory claws waiting to seize the unwary travel er. The ground was a
greeny brown with odd clunps of blue and white flowers sticking up. Through it
all ran several raised paths, hunmps of solid rocky earth which neandered off
in various directions. The whol e scene was one of conplete depression; it

wei ghed on their spirits like a mllstone.

"Ch, corks, you chaps. The place is enough t' give a bod the conplete pip just
[ookin' at it, wot?"

Mari el busied herself collecting twigs and dry bark. "Doesn't it just! Well,
"Il tell you what I'mgoing to do —+ight a fire and cook up something tasty.
Who knows the next tinme we'll get a decent feed, roam ng through that lot!"

The suggesti on was whol eheartedly endorsed. Wth flint and tinder they soon
had a merry bl aze going. The gl oom was dispelled tenmporarily as they del ved
t hrough their packs.

"Let's toast sone o' these liddl e nushrooms an' wap sone apples in wet |eaves
to bake." Durry was toasting away even as he spoke. Dandin took a bite at one
of Thunder beak's scones. He winced and held the side of his jaw.



"Quch! | wonder how many seasons ago these were baked!"
Tarquin chuckled. "W could always sling 'emat any enenies we neet."

Dandi n rummaged farther down his knapsack. Suddenly he gave a cheer. "Look
it's ny flute! I'd forgotten that |'d packed it—nust've stuck in my pack
lining. Thank goodness the Flitchaye never found it. Well well, can you beat
that, eh—the flute of ny ancestor CGonff the Thief. Let's see if it stil
sounds all right."

Trilling an old Abbey reel called "Qter in the Orchard,"” Dandin set his
conpani ons' paws to tappi ng
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as the nusic skirled and tootled around the lonely trees. Hot food, a gl ow ng
fire and nerry music lifted the spirits of the travelers. Even the blinking
eyes that watched them fromthe dark swanp stopped w nking and stayed w de
open with fascination as they awaited the travelers' next nove into their nmiry
wor | d.

00

Fl eetl eg, Shorebuck and Longeyes returned fromthe south beaches patrol to
Sal amandastron. They were first back. The hares found little wel cone; the
nmount ai n chanmbers were deserted. Longeyes saw sonething at the doorway of the
badger Lord's forge room deep-scored marks in the solid rock. He groaned in
despair. "Lord Rawnbl ade did this with his bare claws, gouged the rockface
like this. | knew it would happen someday."

Shor ebuck ran his paws across the scars in the solid rock. "The Bl oodw at h has
cone upon Rawnbl ade Wde stripe!"

Fl eetl eg picked up his lance. "Cone on. W nust find him No badger Lord has
suffered the Bl oodwath since Boar the Fighter. But be careful. Rawnbl ade
m ght kill anybeast foolish enough to stand in his way."

00
The fog had | ong di spersed. Beneath the high bright sun on the tideline the
three hares found the results of their Lord's terrible nmadness. Fully a
hundred searat corpses drifted and rolled in the shallows around the reef,
hewn, hacked or cleaved through. Blood spattered the stones and swirled in the
wat er, broken swords and shattered spears decorated the rocks. Shorebuck

sl unped agai nst the reef, his eyes shut to blot out the awful carnage.

"So this is why he got rid of us, sent out all the patrols. |I've seen
battl efi el ds before, but never anything like this!"

Fl eetl eg | eaned upon his lance. "It is witten that a badger Lord can slay
many when the Bl oodwath is
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upon him but how did these searats cone here? Wiere is their ship?"

Longeyes had been wadi ng around the west side of the reef. He called out,
"Here, round here. There's one still alive!l™

The searat was nortally wounded. Wth his |life ebbing fast he gasped out what



he had w t nessed.

"Ship . . . Wavebl ade, ran onto the reef in fog, stuck and holed. Cap'n O geye
. waited until fog went. We fixed ship up, here on reef . . . waitin' for
tide to lift us off ... Chhhh . . . ohhhh . . . nonster! Badger cane rushing
out of sea . . . Eulaliaaaaal!"

Longeye cradled the searat's head on his lap. "That was Rawnbl ade!"

"Rawn . . . blade ... | don't know. Gant . . . water rushin' off his arnor,
spi kes, studs, silver netal . . . Like sone wild beast out of the sea.
Aaaaahhhh! That sword, like a great jib boom W didn't stand a chance! D ye
hear ne, mates? . . . Fivescore searat fighters an' we didn't stand a chance!
Roarin', shoutin', 'Gorsepaw Crocus! Sergeant Learunner! Killin', slayin'

| tell yer, mates ..."

Longeye | ooked at Fleetleg. "Sergeant Learunner, wasn't he your father?"

Fl eetl eg stared out to sea. "Aye, Corsepaw and Crocus were brother and sister
too—Ay brother and sister. | was only a newborn infant then. Qur nother never
| asted nore than a season after they died. Rawnbl ade reared me and when | was
ol d enough he told nme that he had found them floating on the tideline,
delivered there by Gabool and his searats.”

The injured searat lifted his head and stared at Fleetleg. "Screamn',
shriekin' an' a-wailin' . . . An' dyin" . . . Dyin'!'

The searat's head lolled to one side. He died with eyes wi de open, horror
frozen on his face as his spirit sailed for Hellgates.
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Sonmewhere out on the blue deeps of the crested sea, the ship Wavebl ade ran
bef ore whi chever course the wind chanced to take her. Summer breezes sent
spray skinm ng over the decks, washing themclean of blood and battl estain.
Stretched out on the forecastle, oblivious to all about him Rawnbl ade

W destripe slept deeply, still fully arnored, his great sword hangi ng | oosely
from one paw, unm ndful of the stinging salt water which dewed his fresh
scars. The awful Bloodwath had Ieft hin he knew not when it would visit him
again. He slept on, as peaceful as any infant at its nother's side.
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Eveni ng shadows began closing in on a cloudl ess sky as the sun reddened and
began its descent into the west. The stones of Redwall took fromit their
dusky red brown hue; heat shimrer on the flatlands gave way to purplish
twilight. Gabriel Qill had relieved Saxtus on the walltop. The fat

cel l armaster yawned, | ooked north along the path, blinked and rubbed his eyes
before calling across to the west ramparts:

"Sister Serena, marm What d'you make of this 'ere?"

Serena hurried across. Shielding her eyes with a paw, she peered
shortsightedly in the directi on Gabe was pointing.

"Hmm don't know, M. Quill. Very pretty, though. It |ooks like a ot of party
| ant erns bobbing along the path, little golden lights ..."

Ruf e Brush cane boundi ng up the steps. He caught the |ast phrase. "Little
gol den |ights? Where? Ch, by the fur of my fathers! Sister, those little



golden lights are fire! Torches, being carried toward the Abbey. |'Il sound
the alarm ™"

In a twinkling Rufe was down fromthe ranparts, across the lawn and up in the
hal f-fi ni shed bell tower. G abbing the wooden cudgel s, he began poundi ng on
t he hol | ow | og.
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As soon as the sound reached his ears, Gaypatch sent the rope and grapne
bri gade dashing into the woods on the east side of the path. Junping across
the ditch onto the flatlands with his own contingent, he stood with a thin
smle playing on his lips, watching Bigfang.

"Rush 'em an' burn the gates, eh, shiprmate. Well, it was your idea in the
first place, so go toit, matey, go to it!"

Desperation and fear showed in Bigfang's face as the flickering torchlights
illuminated it. He knew the el ement of surprise had gone with the soundi ng of
the Abbey alarm Furthernmore there were only seven proper searats with him
Graypatch had sent themnore to keep the oarslaves in line and watch his
performance than to fight al ongside Bigfang. QCarslaves and a frightened
squirrel that was all he had with him Gaypatch was trying to get himkilled
—that much was obvious. Bigfang | aughed, a half-hearty cackle that grated on
his own ears. He tried to sound belligerent in his reply.

"Il burn 'emout, matey, never fear. Just nmake sure you're there to back us
up and rush in when we do!"

00

Saxtus and three young otters stood with Flagg over the threshold. Piles of
stones were heaped by them ready for slinging. Friar Alder, with a n xed
group of noles and mice, ranged the east and west walls, carrying spears in
bundl es. They were little nore than sharpened yew stakes, but in the right

pl ace they coul d weak consi derabl e damage. Forenol e headed a group that was
in charge of |arge baskets of rock and rubble placed around the east and west
wal I's so they could be conveniently tipped onto foebeast heads bel ow. Sister
Sage, Rufe Brush and Gabe Quill led a small contingent of archers. The Abbey
was not a place of war; as a
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result the weapons were sadly pieceneal, ancient and few.

Mel lus paced the walls slowy, her gruff honely voice reassuring the
Redwal | ers, who were all first-tinme warriors. "Be cal mnow, don't panic.
They're outside and we're safe within. Don't go firing or throw ng anything.

Let them make the first nove. Besides, they may just want to parley."”

Fl agg could not help snorting a little. "Just like a fox parleys with a baby
mouse, if you'll pardon ne turn of phrase, marm?"

Mel | us nodded confidently. "They | ook nore |like a bunch of searats than hungry
foxes, though I"'mpretty sure they'll find we're not baby nice, by any neans."



00

Graypatch wal ked the far side of the ditch edge until he and his cohort were
directly facing the threshold above Redwall's main gate. Bigfang faltered just
short of the gate, and stood undecided anid the bearers of the blazing
torches. There was an audible silence, finally broken by Saxtus as he called
down to G ay-patch:

"What do you want this time, rat?"

Graypatch smiled as he | ooked fromside to side at his searats. Savage
bl oodt hirsty and eager, each one a picture of barbarism decked out in their
tawdry finery, they displayed an array of the nost fearsone-|ooki ng weapons.

"W want this Abbey. You m ght have known we'd come back. Wy don't you just
give up now while you're all still alive, save yourselves and us a great |ot
of troubl e?"

Saxtus picked up a sharpened stake and held it ready to throw "It's no
trouble, rat. Wiy don't you turn your verm n round, go back the way you cane
and save yourselves the trouble.”

The searat Captain decided the tine for tal king was
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over. He raised his sword, yelling at the top of his |ungs:
"Attack! Kiiilll!"

Saxtus dropped to one side as an arrow sped by his head. Straightening up, he
hurl ed the spear hard at G aypatch.

The searat saw it comi ng and ducked. Unfortunately there was another rat
standing directly behind himwho took the hurtling spear straight through his
mddle. He fell with an earsplitting scream

The battl e was j oi ned!

Mel | us wat ched as Bigfang and his gang of torch-bearers nade a rush at the
gates. Strai ghtaway she countered the nove.

"Foremol e, rubble over here, quick! Aimit down onto them Try not to kill the
sl aves!"

Forenol e and his crew hurtled the baskets of mixed rock and rubble over the
parapet wall. Bigfang was about to swing his torch at the gates when the first
basket hit him extinguishing the flanes as it stunned him He lay spread on
the path. The oarsl aves backed off, but Frink and Fishgill threw their
torches. One hit the gates and bounced back, but the other fell just right, at
t he bottom of the woodwork. Flagg was about to see to it when he tripped over
Saxtus. The young nouse was crouching down, head in paws, sobbing
uncontrol l ably. The big otter grabbed hold of him

"Saxtus, matey, are you all right? Have ye been wounded?"

Blinded by tears and hardly able to speak, Saxtus shook his head. "Ch, Flagg,

I"ve just killed a living creature. It's horrible! One nmonent he was alive,

and suddenly my spear hit him D d you hear him screan? He's dead, Flagg. . ,
Dead, and | killed him™"



Fl agg turned to Mellus as she passed. "They've fired the gates. See what you
can do, marm |'Ill be with you in a nmoment."

Fl agg rai sed Saxtus's tearstained face with a rough
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paw. "None of us wants to kill anybeast, matey, but this is a war! It's kil
or be killed now W're not just protectin' our own skins, there's the whole
of Redwall an' what it stands for. Wat about that dormitory of Di bbuns—do
you want t' see themslain by searats? Make no m stake about it, young 'un
those rats'Il kill us all if they conquer our Abbey. Cone on now, Saxtus, ne
old CQully. Let's see you up on your paws defendin' your hone!"

Saxtus wi ped away his tears. G abbing his sling, he fitted a rock and sent it
hurtling into the searats.

"Come on, fight, you dirty cowards. You won't conquer us!"

Rocks and spears, arrows and |lances filled the air, zinging backwards and
forwards between searat and Redwal |l er. Mther Mellus and three noles, Buxton
Drubber and Danty, rolled a barrel of water fromthe Abbey pond to danp down

t he back of the gates. Fore-noble and his crew hurled baskets of earth over the
ranparts to snother the flames licking up the front of the gates.

Grubb the baby nole, together with the little twin otters Bagg and Runn, had
escaped fromthe dormtory. Wakened by the noise and cl angor of battle, they
decided to take part and distinguish thenmsel ves as warriors. Wandering through
t he deserted kitchens inside the Abbey, they searched for suitable armanent.
Bagg gave a shout. "Wohoa! Looka these!"

Friar Alder's large vegetabl e chopping knives lay sharp and gl eam ng upon the
wor n wor kt abl e. They sel ected one each, danci ng about and wavi ng the dangerous
bl ades.

"Heehee, let's nake searat pies!”

"I"'mgoin" to chop their chief's head right off. Choppo!"

"Burrhurr, this hinfant'll skin 'ee a few QO Tl make they squeal!"
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Creepi ng out onto the Abbey | awn, they ducked behind sone bushes as Mellus and
the noles hurried by, trundling another big barrelful of water toward the main
gate. Runn held a pawto his lips.

"Ssshh! Cone on, this way."

They mastered the steps to the top of the north wall near the east end,
hel pi ng each other to scranble up the big roughhewn stone stairs, pushing the
kni ves ahead of themas they went. At the top an argunent broke out over which
kni fe bel onged to whom

"Hey, that's ny knife-this one's yours!"

"No, Tain't—+ had the pointy one with the brown handle."

"Yurr, give yon knoifer t' me—spin were the big 'un



As they were sorting out the weaponry, a three-hooked grapnel narrowy m ssed
Bagg's head. It caught a crack in the stones, and the rope attached to it was
pul l ed taut. G ubb patted Bagg' s head.

"Boi 'okey, that were near a gudd shot. It nurly went roi ght daown you' mear!"

The whirring and cl anki ng of grapnels increased as all along the east wall
nmet al hooks cl anped into stonework cracks and ropes pulled twangingly tight.
Runn clinbed up on Grubb's head and peered down into the forest darkness.

"It's searats, lads. Cinbin" up the ropes to get in here!"

Bagg gl anced over to the west wall, where the battle was concentrated. "Huh,
no good a-shoutin' f'r that lot, they got enough t' do. 'Sides, Ma Mellus'd
tan our hides an' make us go back t' bed an' not give us no breakfast tonorrow
an' keep us in our roomall day an-"

G ubb placed a griny paw over Bagg's nmouth. "Ch, tell oi no nore 'orrible
stories, otter. Usn's cut 'ee ropes wi' our gurt knoifs. Hoa hoa! 'Ee rats'l
fall bunp on

222

they bottems when 'ee ropes do be cutted. G'll start in 'ee mddle, you two
cone frumboth ends, hurr hurr!"”

Kybo was nearly at the top of the wall. Holding his sword between his teeth,
he | ooked back at the others swarm ng up the ropes, their eyes glinting
triunphantly through the darkness as they haul ed thensel ves upward, claw over
claw. It was a great distance fromthe walltop to the woodl and fl oor, and Kybo
was not too fond of heights. He partially closed his eyes and tried not to

| ook down, staring at the wallface in front as he pulled hinself ever higher.
The searat's claw was about to stretch up and grab the battlenent at the
wal | t op, when there was an om nous chuckl e, a sawi ng noi se and a di scordant
twang as the rope parted conpany with the nmetal grapnel it had been I ashed to.

"Ch noooooooo0o0o0! "
Kybo sailed outward fromthe walltop and dropped |ike a stone.

Several searats |ooked up in amazenent, their eyes follow ng Kybo as he
plunged to the dark floor far below In a very short time ropes were popping
and cracking as they were sliced through by the Redwall Friar's keen vegetable
kni ves. The thud of bodies and the terrified screans of searats filled the
night air. One rat plunged earthward wi thout a sound, staring in puzzlenment at
the I oose rope still firmy clenched in his claws.

Bagg, Runn and Grubb were truly having fun. It took only three slices to cut
t hrough the toughest rope, stretched taut as they were.

"A wnn, atwo, an' a three, an
happi | y.

away 'ee do go, vermint!" G ubb chanted

And away the "vermint" did go, with a loud wail of despair!
00

Meanwhi | e, at the Abbey front Graypatch had drastically changed his opinion of
the creatures he once called
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bunpki ns; the accuracy of their stone-slinging had driven himand his searats
off the flatlands and down into the ditch. Shaking with frustration, he ducked
smartly as another salvo of rocks and honmemade spears rattled overhead. The
fire at the gates had been snothered under heaps of rubble. Bigfang was stil

| yi ng sensel ess on the path; Frink, Fishgill and sone others had their claws
fully occupied trying to catch the little oarslaves, sone of whom had crossed
the ditch and were dodgi ng about on the flatlands. Dripnose scranbled al ong
the ditch bed to Gray patch. He was nursing a fractured |inb, keeping his head
wel |l down as missiles rained in from above.

"Aagh! These creatures fight Iike nad things, Cap' n!"
"What did you expect themto do, weevilbrain—throw flowers at us?"

"Maybe not, but we're out of spears an' arrows. The crew are havin' to nake do
with throwin' back the stuff that's been flung at us. Huh, they don't seemt’
be short of arms atop o' that wall."

Graypatch spat contenptuously. "Honenmade rubbi sh! There's not a proper sword
or cutlass between the lot of "em Just wait till Kybo an' his buckos cone
over their precious wall —we'll soon sort out the warriors fromthe wetnoses!"

Deadgl i m was nearby. He shook his head doubtfully.

"Well, where is Kybo an' the rest? They' ve been around there | ong enough to
build a blasted wall, never mind clinb one!"

A second |l ater he regretted the outburst as Gaypatch turned to him "Avast
there, smartnmouth. Get yourself round to the back of the east wall an' see
what's keepin' 'em Look lively now Dripnose, get Lardgutt an' see if you can
drag that oaf Bigfang back down the ditch here. He's neither use nor ornament
lyin' spark out on that

path."

00

Mot her Mellus seized a full basket of rubble and heaved
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it toward the ditch with a mghty effort. The screans and curses from bel ow

confirmed her accuracy. She wi nked at a group of enthusiastic slingthrowers.

"That's the stuff to give "em Keep it up —we've got them pinned down tight.

How are you doi ng, Saxtus?"

The young nmouse dodged a flying rock and slung one snmartly back. "Fine, marm
just fine. Though it's all a bit puzzling; |'ve noticed that we only seemto
be fighting about thirty or so searats, and they had nearly a hundred by

Fl agg's count. Were's the rest of 'enf"

The badger weighed a | arge chunk of rock in both paws as she pondered the

question. "I don't know, really. | wasn't counting. Maybe we'd better check
around the walls to see they're not |aying sone sort of trap. You take the
south wall and 1'll cover the eas—Ch, thundering fur! The east wall, | ook

there's Di bbuns over there!"



The three small conrades in arns were | ooking for nore ropes to cut when
Mel | us, Saxtus and Fl agg descended upon them

"You naughty little rascal s! Wat are you doing out of your beds, eh?"

"Burr, us'n's oanly a-cutt —=

"Gve me those knives this instant! You could have cut the paws off
your sel ves, playing around with them OGCh, you scallywags!"

"But we was on'y savin' the Abbey!"

"Not another word, do you hear ne! Wait until Friar Al der sees his best
veget abl e chopping knives. | wouldn't like to be in your fur!"

Fl agg picked up a three-pronged grappling hook. "Hold on there, marm Look at
this —there's lots of "emlyin' about. | wonder where they came from™

G ubb shook his paw severely at Mdther Mellus. "That's what oi be tryin'
a-tell 'ee, mssus. 'Twere us'n's who chopped 'ee ropes off'n they 'ooks."

"But we won't nex' time if you start a-shoutin' an' a-scoldin'. So there!"
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Saxtus was peering over the wall. "Golly! Look at this!"
Upward of half a dozen searats had been killed by the fall, inpaled on broken

branches or crushed by their falling conrades. The rest lay about in a pitiful
state, mpaning as they nursed broken and aching |inbs. Flagg scratched his
whi skers in disbelief.

"Well, give ne fins an' call me a fish! So that's what the rest of the pesky
vermn were up to ..."

G ubb shook his furry head. "Not oop, naister. Only arfways oop!"

Saxtus | aughed loud at the joke, but his merriment withered under Mellus's icy
stare. Flagg, however, was shaking paws, huggi ng and patting the three

Di bbuns.

"Well done, fellers. Strike ne, you saved the Abbey an' no m stake!"

Bagg and Runn sat against the wall, rubbing their eyes and yawni ng. The badger
swept themup, one in each big paw. She tried to | ook stern but could not help
sm ling.

"Come on, heroes. Bed for you three, and stay there this tine."

G ubb rode down the wall steps piggyback upon Flagg's broad back. "G m not
af eared of nobeast. Mar-then 'ee Wirrier, that be oi!"

00

Graypatch stood out on the path, his sword tight at Pakatugg's neck as he
called up to the ranparts, "Truce, or | kill the squirrel!"”

Ruf e Brush sl ackened off his sling. "Truce then. Speak your piece, rat.

Al'l along the west and north walls the defenders put aside their nmissiles to



listen. Gaypatch stood in a pool of noonlight and delivered his nmessage:
"Stop throwing and | et us withdraw "

Ruf e chuckl ed scornfully. "Had enough, mangy chops?"
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Pakat ugg squeal ed slightly as the sword pressed closer. Gaypatch was in no
nmood to bandy insults.

"Aye, we've had enough . . . For one try. You nmay have won the battle but I'lI
win the war. Now |l et us wal k away in peace, or this one dies."

Si meon appeared, |leaning on his friend the Abbot. "Go then. You coul d have
done that anytine w thout threatening the Iife of a helpless squirrel."

At a signal from Gaypatch the defeated searats began their retreat north
al ong the path. Graypatch could not resist a parting shot.

"Wait and wonder when we will return, nouse-then you will really see what a
battle is like."

Sinmeon turned his head in the direction of Gray-patch's voice. "Alas, | wll
never see anything for I amblind; but | can sense a lot. | can feel you are
both evil and desperate. They say you have only one eye. | amsurprised at
you—even a fool with half an eye could see that you will never triunph agai nst

good if you are evil."
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After their neal and a short rest, the four travelers struck off westward once
nore, into the gloony dark swanpl and.

Mariel took the |ead. Peering into the deceptive half-light, she chose a
relatively straight path. The other three followed her in single file along
the raised trail, avoiding snmooth slippery rocks and testing each fraction of
the way with hesitant paws. To both sides of themthe overhanging trees grew
out of stagnant-snelling snoot hness, which occasionally threwup a liquid
bubbl e, betraying the treacherous nature of its surface.

Durry sounded apprehensive. "Ch, nuncle, it wouldn't do a poor |ad nuch good
to fall in there.”

Dandi n brought up the rear of the file, his paw on Durry's shoul der. "Aye, be
careful and take your time. | just wish it were a bit lighter in here—t's
like trying to plow your way through pea soup, all nuggy and dark green. Wat
isit we have to beware in here? The wart-ski nned toad?"

Second in line, Tarquin turned his head slightly as he spoke.

"Not a sign of the old wart-skinned blighter. | hope we're goin' the right
way, trail |eader old gel."

Mari el kept her eyes straight ahead. "As far as | can
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see, we are. | chose the |ongest and straightest of the paths. Aha! Wat's
that up ahead? Stop a minute, please."



They halted. Directly ahead of thema |light was shining in the gloom a snall
flickering golden glow. It stopped, hovering farther up the path. Wen Mari el
nmoved forward again, it noved al so. Dandin recalled the rhyne.

"Beware the |light that shows the way!"

"Right you are, Dandin old lad, wot? There's the very light we've jolly well
got to watch out for."

Mariel halted once nore. "Lie down and be still, you three."

They dropped down and |ay perfectly still. Mariel flattened herself against
the path and began inching forward. This time the Ilight remained still,
gl owi ng a short way above the trail.

Durry lifted his head for a quick peep. "Were's she a-goin' to?"

Dandin stifled the hedgehog's nouth with his paw. "Ssshhh! Keep quiet and be
still, Durry."

Mariel's crawing figure had now di sappeared into the nurky gl oom Ahead of
themthe light still glowed steadily. They waited with bated breath, pressing
t hensel ves flat to the earth. Suddenly from along the path a di smayed croak
sounded, followed by a whoop from Mariel and the famliar thwack of

@l I whacker. Springing up, the three travelers nade their way along the path
as speedily as circumstances woul d all ow.

The nmousenai d stood over a stunned toad. It was an indescribably ugly

speci men, conpletely covered in large wartlike growhs. In one paw Mari el
twirled her Gullwhacker, while in the other she held a curious contrivance. It
was a lantern on a small carrying frame, wonderfully made fromthin-cut rock
crystal. Inside the lantern half a dozen fat fireflies buzzed, giving off a
pal e gol den Iight.
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Mari el prodded the toad lightly. "Two puzzles solved with one Gullwhacker: the
wart - ski nned toad and the light that shows the way. Three, in fact—take a | ook

ahead. "

By the light of the lantern, they saw that the path ended sharply a short
di stance from where they stood.

Durry shivered. "If we'd follered that 'orrible beast with his Iight we
woul d' ve gone pl oppo! Right into that swanp!”

Dandin prised a rock fromthe trail. "Aye, ploppo is the right word!" He threw
the rock into the swanp. It disappeared, naking a small hole which swiftly
filled in, leaving the surface undi sturbed.

The wart-skinned toad was beginning to recover, groaning pitifully and rubbing
his head with sliny webbed paws. Mariel thunped the Gullwhacker down close to
t he repul sive creature.

"Want some nore?" she inquired.

The toad recoiled in fear. "Miurraakk! No nore. Rrrreb!"

Dandi n unsheathed his sword and tickled the creature's nose. "Listen, | don't



know what your gane is but we want to get out of this place and you're going
to | ead us. Understood?"

Still rubbing its head, it nodded unhappily.

Dandin turned to Mariel. "Right, let's get going. Keep this creature in the
| ead. "

" Kwi rr aawwnk! "

The wart-skinned toad took off with a sideward | eap at the swanp. Dandin
reacted swiftly, but not fast enough. He barely grabbed the toad' s back | eg as
it sailed through the air. The toad flopped into the swanp, pulling Dandin off
bal ance. Wth a squeak of dismay he toppled fromthe raised path, slithering
on its sloping side for an instant before plunging bodily into the treacherous
ooze. Spreading its bulk flat and extending its webs, the wart-skinned toad
slithered off
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across the swanmp surface, |eaving behind Dandin, who was rapidly disappearing
into the botton ess waste.

"Hel p, do sonething, |I'm being sucked under!"

Hol di ng Tarquin's paw, Mariel stretched out, flicking her @ullwhacker toward
Dandin. "Here, catch on to this!"

Dandi n struggled to reach the rope, wthout avail. The swanp had pulled himin
up to his neck now. Tarquin threw his harolina to Dandin. "Here, old |ad, put
both y' paws on top of this. It mght help to keep you up!"

Dandin did as he was told, but he could feel the tug of the swanp, and panic
filled himconpletely.

"Hel p! Ch, help ne, soneone!"
An urgent voice was whispering to Mariel, "The tree! The tree!"

She | ooked up at the tree hanging | ow overhead and i medi at el y under st ood.

Cl anmbering up into the tree, she edged out along a thick dipping bough. Bel ow
her she coul d see Dandi n, ashen-faced as he hung on to the harolina, the swanp
oozing around his chin and I|ips.

"Hol d on, Dandin. Hold on!"

Knotting @ullwhacker tight to the end of the bough, she called out, "Tarquin,
Durry, get up here and |l ean on this branch, belly down!"

Wt hout questioning Mariel, they clanbered up into the tree, scranbling out

al ong the branch until they were close to her. Both Tarquin and Durry foll owed
Mariel's exanmple, straddling the bough stomachs down, jerking to exert nore
pressure on the |inb.

The swanmp had cl osed over Dandin's nouth. He took a final breath as it started
to flood into his nostrils, fighting back the welling panic as it oozed around
his eyes.

Mariel felt the branch bend | ower. G abbing Dandin's outstretched paws, she
noosed the @ul | whacker tight
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around them calling to her conpanions, "Back off now Back al ong the branch

Qui ck! "

Following themwith all speed, she nanaged to cry out as they hung over the
pat h.

“Junp! "
The swanmp had sucked Dandin under, his head di sappeared from vi ew.

Mariel, Durry and Tarquin junped heavily fromthe tree to the path, falling in
an awkward heap atop each ot her

The bough straightened with a trenendous rush. Dandin was haul ed clear of the
swanp with a huge squel ching pl op\

He hung there, dangling above the swanp at the rope's end by both paws,
covered fromears to tail in thick foul mud. Pulling the sword fromwhere it
stood quivering on the trailside where Dandin had dropped it, Tarquin |eaned
out, supported by Mariel and Durry. Holding the sword by its blade, he hooked
the crosstree hilt into Dandin's belt and pulled himin. Mariel and Durry
grabbed Dandin's linp body. Tarquin swung the sword upward with a mghty

sl ash, severing the end of the bough that the Gul hvhacker was tied to. Al

four fell back in a heap on the pathside.

While Tarquin undid the knots to free Dandin's paws, Mariel poured water from
their flasks over his face, washing away the ooze that caked it. Durry forced
his mouth open whilst Mariel poured water into it. Dandin struggled feebly and
coughed. Mariel sighed her relief. Her voice choking with enmotion for her
friend, she tried to sound busy and practi cal

"Thank goodness for that. | thought he was gone for a nmonent there."
Tears were flowing down Durry Quill's honely face as he joked. "Qur Dandin a
goner? Naw, he'll be a'right, | 'nmenber Father Abbot sayin' he use to eat

nmudpi es when he were a Di bbun. Hahahaboohoo! "
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Laughi ng and crying at the same time, Durry hugged Dandin's paw.

Afire was lit, though only a small one with the Iimted supply of fuel in the
swanp. Tarquin took a turn at naking some nmushroom and turnip broth while
Mari el tended to Dandin. The young nouse had recovered sufficiently to sit up.

He | ooked away fromthe darkl ands swanp and shudder ed.

"Uuuuuuhhhhh! It filled my nose and eyes and sucked ne under. Ri ght under! It
was horrible. 1'll never forget it as long as | live!"

Mariel patted his back gently. "There, there, it's all right, you' re safe now
Good job you thought of the tree, Durry."

The hedgehog | ooked at her oddly. "I didn't nention no tree, missy."
"Ch, it must have been Tarquin then. Thank you, Tarquin."

"Don't nention it, old thing, but y'don't mnd ne sayin', what tree?"



"You nmean it wasn't you who said, 'the tree, the tree'?"
"Nope, sorry, mnust've bin some other beastie.”
Dandi n and Mariel |ooked at each other. Dandin sml ed.

"Aye, the sane one who told ne to hold ny paws up straight after | went under
Good old Martin the Warrior."

After a few hours they were able to resune their journey, backtracking unti

t hey found another path which | ooked fairly straight and safe. Mariel wal ked
in front, holding the wart-skinned toad's lantern; it nmade the visibility
slightly better. Tarquin followed at the rear, cleaning mud from his harolina.

"Supreme sacrifice, wot? Chap keepin' another chap afloat in a bally swanp
with his harolina. Not many'd do that y' know. Bet Hon Rosie'd think it was a

jolly
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nobl e effort on ny part—fact |I'msure she would!" He turned to the big frilled
lizard that was following him "I nmean to say, a chap's harolina is a very
per sonal possession, wot? Onigosh! Eul aliaaa!"

Tarquin suddenly brained the lizard with the harolina, knocking it flying into
the swanmp. Qther l|izards sinuously scaled up fromthe sloping pathsides where
they had been following the travelers. There were at |east twenty or thirty,
an assortnent of newts and frilled lizards, their reptilian tongues flickering
in and out as they watched the four travel ers through cold basilisk eyes.

Durry threw up his paws in despair. "Lackaday, what now? W've 'ad sticklegs,
pi kes, adders, Flit-chaye, mad ows, a warty toad, an' now this, dragons! My
nuncl e Gabe woul dn't believe a word iffen I told him Mre |ike he'd say that
| 'ad been a-drinkin' of his strong bl ackberry wine. Mariel, tell a poor I|ad
who's far from hone, what do we do now?"

It was a strange scene. They stood on the trail, holding a hasty conference/
wat ched by the silent unblinking |izards.

"W have two choices, Durry: stand and fight, or make a run for it.

Dandin drew his sword. "I"'mw th you, Mariel. Just say the word!"

"Now steady in the ranks there, chaps," Tarquin interrupted. "I've already
cracked a valuabl e harolina on one blinkin' reptile's bonce. Hold fast a
monent, will you. | could be m staken, but just a moment ago | swear | felt a

bit of a light zephyr."
Durry wrinkled his snout. "A what?"

"A light zephyr, ne old scout. A vagrant breeze, a fortunate breath, a bally
puff of wind, in fact. Just give me a nonent, will you ..."

Tarqui n wal ked back down the trail to a tree, brushing aside a newt. "Beg
pardon, old lizard, 'scuse ne."

Wth an agility which belied his awkward figure, the
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hare clinbed the tree. He stood on a high branch, paw to forehead, gazing out,
nodded with apparent satisfaction, then descended the trunk swiftly, pushing
t hrough the lizards.

"D you fellows mnd not hoggin' the trail? Bad form y'know, idlin" about an
stickin' your flippin' tongues in an' out like that."

Ret ur ni ng through the dunbfounded |izards to his conpani ons, Tarquin rurnured
under his breath to Mariel, "Tarquin L. Wodsorrel reportin' back, marm Don't
show t oo nuch excitenment, but | could see the sea fromup in that tree, about
a couple of hours' good hike fromwhere we are. Does that alter the situation?
Just thought you ought t' know, bein' expedition |eader an' all that."

Dandi n gave a wiggle of suppressed joy. "The sea! Wl I, that does change
t hi ngs, but we've still got these lizards to contend with. Look, there's nore
com ng out of the swanp."

The lizards fromthe nmud joined their fell ows upon the trail, waving |ong,
prehensile tails and strutting about slowly with sinuous reptilian grace.

Mari el weighed the situation carefully. "Hmn, they haven't made any nove to
attack us yet. Maybe it's just a display of strength in nunbers, though if we
made a run for it they could easily stop us. This is their territory, they
know it better than we do, and we're outnunbered at |east ten to one. Right,
one thing's clear—we can't stand here nuch | onger or something's bound to
happen. 1've got an idea that m ght work. Hold my Gullwhacker and give ne that
sword, Dandin. Don't ask questions, just trust ne."

Wr dl essly Dandi n gave her the sword. Turning from her conpanions, the
mousenai d faced the gathering of reptiles crowding the path. "Wich one of you
is the | eader?"

There was no reply. The lizards nerely stood staring at her
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"Don't you have a chief, some creature in comand?"

Furt her silence. Mariel brandished the sword of Martin. She gave a great |eap

and yell ed, "Redwaaaalll! | am Mariel the Warrior. 1'Il fight you all together
or one at a time! Cone on, send your best killer out here and I'Il nmeet himin
conbat! Lizards don't bother ne, buckos. |'ve ate |lizard stew before today."

Behi nd her she could hear Durry and the others snorting to suppress a fit of
I aughi ng gi ggl es.

"Sounds |ike Mariel Stonehead to ne!"
"Lizard stew? Ch | say, that's goin' it a bit!"
"D you reckon they can understand her? Teeheehee!"

Mariel ignored them She approached a large crested lizard who stood half a
head above the rest.

"\What about you, sliptongue? You're big and | azy enough to be a chief. Do you
fancy your chance agai nst Mariel the VWarrior?"

The lizard blinked, turned slowy and wal ked majestically away, with Mariel



shaking the sword at it.

"So, you're not only dunb, but cowardly with it! Wll, let me tell you,
slinmenose, if any of your tribe try attacking ny friends, you re the first one
I"'mconming after. 1'Il chop off your tail and stuff it up your nose!l W're

| eaving now. | hope you'll heed ny warning!"

Swaggeri ng outrageously, the nousenaid joined her conpanions, telling them
fromthe side of her nouth, "Right. Get nmoving. I'Il stay at the back. Don't
run, keep it to a brisk walk. Of we go!"

Tarquin led the way, alnost helpless with | aughter. "Good egg, Dandin. Did
y' see that swagger? Hohoho, | thought she was going to wiggle clear out of
her skin. Never seen anythin' so funny in all ne life, young nouse."

"Haha, and did you see the way that big lizard | ooked at her when she called
hi m sl i menose? Cawhaw H s face was a picture.”
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"Chop off his tail 'n'" stuff it up his nose!"

Mariel stifled a chuckle, picturing herself as the others saw her. "Don't
| augh too nuch, pals—they're still follow ng us."

And sure enough they were. Still silent, tongues flickering, eyes fixed
staringly on the travelers' backs, the pack of lizards foll owed at an even
pace.

"Not to worry, chums," Tarquin called back. "I can feel that breeze quite
clearly now. Hey, d'you suppose the big chappie' d give ne a ride on his back
if I asked himnicely? After all, we are going the sane way, aren't

we

00

Two hours |l ater the swanp thinned out, overhanging trees became few and far
bet ween, and the path petered off, giving way to firm ground and fragrant

gor se-bushes. But the greatest joy to the four travelers was the clear blue
sumer sky overhead. After days of dark forest and swanp, the fresh air tasted
like springwater to them They halted and | ooked back to the darkl and swanp.
The lizards were gathered on its fringes, still silent, flickering-tongued and
beady-eyed, though sone of them were preening and stretching in the sudden
warnth of the sun, settling themsel ves down | anguorously to bask.

Free now of the reptilian threat, Mariel and her friends could not resist
shouting their hunorous goodbyes.

"Cheerio, you baggy-skinned blighters. Don't get your noses too nmuddy in the
jolly old swanp, wot wot!"

"Bye-bye, tonguepullers. Gve our regards to the old warty-skinned toad!"

"Yes, goodbye, you great bunch of dunbos. By the way, |'ve never tasted lizard
stew before—it'd prob'ly make ne sick. 'Bye now "

"Ta-ta, vermints. D you think you could nake your
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way to our Abbey soneday, just in case nmy nuncle Gabe don't believe nme when |
tell 'm about 'ee?"

Across the gorsefields they trekked, toward a range of high hills which
fronted the westerly edge. Seabirds wheeled in the sky above while the
irrepressible Tarquin strumed away on his cracked harolina.

"O, | wouldn't go through the swanps no nore,

Not for an Abbot's feast.

Not even for a kiss from Rosie dear,

Though she's a | ovely beast.

G ve nme the summer sunshi ne,

Don't mind a cloud or two,

Rat her than that bally bog

And a pot of lizard stew"
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Graypatch and his searats were back sooner than any creature at Redwal | Abbey
expected. Smarting fromthe ignom nious defeat and with the crew beginning to
mutter behind his back again, the searat Captain decided to turn the tide in

his favor with a shock attack.

He canped his crew farther up the path for the remainder of the night, waking
them at dawn light to explain his schene.

"Fire-swi ngers! That's the thing, buckos—the old fire-sw ngers!"”

Bi gf ang was feeling a bit cocky now Graypatch's first attack had fail ed.
"Fire-swingers ne tail! | already tried fire, an' it didn't work. Wat's so
good about your plan?"

Graypatch ridiculed Bigfang. "I'Il tell you, matey. My plan'll work because
I've got a brain an' you haven't. Rush the gate an' set fire to it—huh, |
could think of a better plan than that in a stormat sea with both claws tied
behi nd me back. So you either shut up an' listen, or I'lIl cut you loose in
this country to fend for yerself, unnerstand?"

Bi gf ang subsided into sullen silence while G aypatch continued.
"Cut up all those lengths of rope we used for grap-
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nels, tie rocks to the ends, all wapped in dead grass an' soaked with |anp
oil. That'll make good fire-swi ngers. Now, we sneaks along that there ditch
so's those Redwal l ers don't see us a-comn'. Then we gets out on the flatland,
lights up our fire-swingers an' twirls "eman' hurls 'em Think of it, mates—a
good fire-sw nger has nore range than any weapon, so they won't be able to
touch us with bows or |ances or spears. W can stand around all season
flingin" fire into their precious Abbey, an' they can't do a thing about it.
Sooner or later sone part of the buildin' will take flane. Haharr, then



they' Il be ready to talk terns, or be roasted alive. Well, what d' ye say,
shi pmat es?"

The scherme was not greeted too enthusiastically, but Gaypatch worked upon
them painting pictures of the good life to cone when they woul d be masters of
Redwal I . Hi s el oquence finally won, and they set about meking | arge nunbers of
fire-sw ngers.

00

M dnorning at the Abbey found a repair crew clearing away the debris fromthe
previous night's battle. The front gates had been made good and pil es of green
branches and rubble stacked in front to prevent them being set alight again.
Because the normal Abbey routine had been disturbed, a |arge | ate breakfast
was bei ng served upon the southern wallsteps. Friar Al der and his young

assi stant, Cockl eburr, had nmade crusty country pasties, and these were being
served with nelted yell ow cheese and rough hazel nut bread. There was new
cider, strawberry cordial and a nunber of latticed pear and redberry tarts to
foll ow. Bagg, Runn and G ubb were the heroes of the hour, regaled with outsize
portions of everything as they related their feats of derring-do, enbroidering
and expandi ng as they pl eased.

"Hohurr, oi cloimed down 'ee roaps an' foighted with they' ns awhoil, then o
cl anmbers back oop an' cuts a few nore o' they roaps."
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"That's true, | let some of "emclinb right over the top, 'cos |I'mnot afeared
o' searats, then | jabbed "emin their bottons with ny big sharp knife, so

t hey screamed an' junped back over the wall. Eek! they went. 1'Il bet there's

a few sore be'inds 'nongst 'emtoday!"

"As fer me, | went choppo choppo with ny sharp knife, though I let some of 'em

climb right up on the battlenents so | could stand on Grubb's shoul ders an'
punch '"emin the nose. Puncho! Ain't that right, Gubb, ne old warrior pal?"
"Aye 't were so. They was a-cryen an' a-wailen. Ch mercy me, spare oi, they
was moanen. Hurhurr, we'ns spared they aroi ght—ore |ike splattered they al
over t' woodl ands. Burrhurr, us'n's the boys aroight."

Friar Alder squinted vindictively at the heroic trio. "Yes, and you used ny
best vegetable knives to do it with. I think you must have been choppi ng
stones with those knives. |'ve been up since an hour before dawn, trying to
shar pen new edges on them"

I gnoring the caustic remarks, Bagg and Runn propounded new i deas.

"W coul d have a Di bbuns arny, y'know. "

"Good idea, mate. An' we could fight lots of battles an' all that."

"Aye, that'd show sone o'these old fogies."

"Haha, we'd send themall t' bed early."

"Burr, wi' no supper or brakkist on the norrow "

"Heehee, |'d scrub "emall be'ind their ears, twice a day."

"Hoo urr, oi'd spank a few o' they, just fer nuthin" 't all!"



They froze at the sound of Sister Serena's voice behind them

"Personally |I've never spanked any creature for nothing at all. But | hear
there were three of our Di bbuns mssing fromtheir beds in the dormtory | ast
night. Sister Sage said that they were out on the east
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wal [ top, playing with Friar Al der's sharp knives. Now, if | found out who they
were |'d give thema real good hide-tanning for being naughty little
creatures. But | don't suppose you three would know who they were, would you?"

"Us, er, phwaw, er, oh no, not us, Sister!"

"W were in bed fast asleep, all night!"

"Burr aye, a-snoren like hinfant 'ogs, us'n's wiz,

mar ni "
00

Saxtus was coming fromthe dormitory with a scroll he had been studying. As he
crossed the Abbey | awn he wi tnessed a strange incident. A whooshing noise in
the air caused himto | ook up. He saw what | ooked like a small conet of fire
with a rope tail. It soared upward, mounting high into the blue, then dropped
toward earth, plunmeting |ike a stone. The young nouse nmentally charted its
course and yell ed al oud:

"Sister Serena, |ook out!"

Saxtus was rushing toward the south steps as he shouted. Serena, not know ng
what the alarmwas, imediately did the thing closest to her dutiful instinct:
she flung herself upon the three D bbuns sitting on the | ower step, shielding
themw th her body. Hurtling through the air, the blazing rock, bound around
with oil-soaked grass, shattered on the step where Serena had been sitting.
Friar Al der gasped with shock as a sliver of rock cut his face and a heap of
burning material |anded on his spotless white apron. Creatures disturbed from
their neal dived for cover, beating at snol dering garments and ducking the
flying shards of rock that ricocheted fromthe stone wallstairs.

Saxtus beat at Sister Serena's habit. Luckily it was only scorched, and the
Di bbuns she had protected were shocked but unharmed. Farther over to the
center of the Abbey grounds, another fire-sw nger shot out of the sky and
burst on the wi nding gravel path, showering splintered rock and fl ane across
the [ awn. Saxtus, Flagg
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and the Abbot dashed about, roaring out warnings at the top of their |ungs.
"Under cover, everybeast. Quick!"

"I nside the Abbey. Hurry!"

"Cet those Di bbuns inside!"

Saxtus and Flagg ran upstairs. Rufe Brush was already there. Notching an arrow
to his bow, he ained in the general direction of the grinning, jeering crew of



searats standing on the flatlands around a fire. Rufe gritted his teeth,
drawi ng the bowstring back to its limt.

"Scum 1'll wipe the smles off your dirty faces!"

The arrow fell mserably short, causing further merrinment anong G aypatch and
his crew. Saxtus, Flagg and Rufe stood watchi ng as Deadgli m di pped a
fire-swinger into the fire; it flared up instantly. The searat began sw ngi ng
it in clockwi se circles alongside his body. Faster and faster it swung unti

it was like a blur of light. He let it go and off it sped like a rocket, out
and upwar d.

Fl agg could only stand and watch as it whooshed by overhead. He followed its
course. Luckily it shot straight into the Abbey pond, extinguishing with a
splash and a hiss. The big otter took the bow and arrows from Rufe.

"Here, matey. |'ll put one across their bows!"

Fl agg was a powerful fully grown male otter. He drew back the shaft to its
point and let fly at G aypatch.

Again the arrow fell woefully short. Flagg grabbed a spear and hurled it with
all his considerable strength. It did not even go as far as the arrow. Saxtus
tried his slingshot. It went farther than either the spear or the arrow, but
still not far enough. On the flatlands the searat crew how ed their derision
dancing and jigging as they screamed out insults at the Redwallers.

"Yah country bunpkins, what's up? Can't y'throw?"

"Here, nousy, fire an arrow at ne. Haharr!"

"Couldn't hit a crab in a pail. Hohoho!"
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The t hree defenders watched hel pl essly as another fire-sw nger cane roaring
over. This one had been thrown by Bigfang. It hit the partially finished bel
tower, setting light to the wooden-frame scaffol di ng.

Saxtus hurried fromthe wall. "W'll have to organize fire-fighting crews!"

"Aye/' Flagg agreed m serably. "Those things they' re chuckin' have tw ce the
range of any of our

weaponry. "

00

It was midafternoon. The Di bbuns woul d normally have been pl ayi ng out si de,
raci ng around the orchard, paddling at the pond' s edge, or frolicking on the

| awns. Now they had to stay inside the Abbey building. It was a hot dusty
aft ernoon and they were becom ng fractious.

"Wanna go ou' side. Gonna play inna pond!" "You come back here this instant,
young squirrel!"™ "GO wants to sit in 'ee orchar'. "Tis wurmin yurr!™ "You'd
be a lot warmer if one of those flamng things hit you. Now |lie down and take
a nap. That'll cool you off if you lie still."

"I"'mlyin" down, an' I'mstill roastin'. Wen's tea-tinme?"



"Not for a while yet. Now be good!" "Burr, oi wantser be naughty, oi [ oiks
"aven a liddl e naughty now 'n' agin. 'Tis noice."

A fire-swinger hit the main Abbey door with a loud crash, and the D bbuns
broke into startled squeaking. Mellus distributed candied chestnuts as she
reassured them

"Hush now. It's nothing. Saxtus and Flagg will dea
withit."
00

Graypatch tore at the roasted meat fromthe fire. Ginning wolfishly at Kybo,
he w nked.

"This is the life, eh, nessmate!l A whol e Abbey at
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our nercy an' nobeast to stop us. Ahoy, Ranzo. Any nore of these skyl arks
skyl arkin' round?"

Ranzo fitted an arrow to his bow, squinting upward. "Leave it till evenin'
Cap'n, they start to cone down then."

The searat sprawl ed on the grass in the warm sumrer noon. "Aharr, this is a
l and of plenty, not like those cold northern isles.” He stuck an apple on a
stick and began toasting it.

Bi gfang canme to the fire to Ilight another fire-swi nger. Gaypatch |eaned cl ose
and whi spered in his ear, "Brains, Bigfang. That's what it takes—brains. You

| eave the thinkin' to old Graypatch, matey. |'Il guarantee they' |l want to
talk terms by this tinme tonorrow "

Bi gf ang held his silence, determned not to rise to Gaypatch's bait. He would
wait to settle their score.

00

Eveni ng brought no change in the situation. The fire-swi ngers poured in with
perilous regularity, each one conming froma different angle to land in an
unexpect ed pl ace, according to the mood of the searat that hurled it. Tired
and red-eyed from fighting confl agrati ons which had sprung up all over the
Abbey grounds, Saxtus and Flagg with their fire crews sat drinking cold mnt
tea, awaiting the next fire-swi nger attack. Rufe Brush and his sentries on the
west wall shouted warnings at the approach of each mssile.

"Hiyo the grounds, fire conming in high and north!"

They dashed over as the incendiary mssile appeared at the north end, Sister
Sage calling out, "It's hit the north wall w cker gate. Qick!" Stunbling and
tripping in the dark, they reached the bl aze and began beating the flanes down
wi th wet sacking and green boughs. It took a while to defeat the blaze as they
wer e bone-weary and dog-tired.

"Hiyo the grounds," Rufe Brush's voice called out once nore. "One coming in
dead center, right over ne!"
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The fire-fighters hitched up their habits and began dashing off in the
direction of the main gateway. Saxtus tripped and fell flat. He rested a
monent with his scorched face against the grass. A rapping sound caused the
young nmouse to | ook up. He gazed around in the darkness quizzically. There it
was agai n. Saxtus stood up and investigated the noise further. It was com ng
fromthe wi cker gate. Now there were voices.

"Y' don't suppose they've bally well gone to bed, wot?"
"Hardly, old chap. After all, they are under invasion, y'know. "
"I magi ne sleepin' through a fire-swi nger attack. Woohahahahooh!"

"Pl ease, Rosie, don't laugh so close to nme poor old ear, it's jolly well
deafenin'. In fact, don't gurgle at all if y'can help it, old gel. Just think
happy t houghts, eh."

"Ch come off it, Cdary you old bodger. If I didn't have a good hoot now and
again I'd prob'ly swell up an' burst!"

"Hmm no such blinkin" luck, wot?"

"Ch, whoohahahahooh! You are a card, Brig Thyne."

Saxtus unbolted the wi cker door. Searats didn't |augh like that!
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In the fading eventide light the four travelers breasted the big hills to find
t hensel ves confronted by a breathtaking sight. A long rocky beach | ay beneath
them Lapping up to the shore, the rippling waves broke in a dark bl ue
cascade, glittering red as the setting sun caught the sea, turning it to an

i ri descent green mdway, which faded to purply black on the horizon. The huge
crimson half-circle sank slowy in the west, throwi ng up gold and unber
shadows on the undersides of long cloud |layers with creamtops. Dandin and
Durry had never seen the great waters before. They stared at the nmagnificent
spectacl e, awestruck by the imensity of sky and sea.

Durry sat down on the hilltop, spreading his arns wide. "I've seen the Abbey
pond and that streamw ' the pikes a-swnmin' init, but this . . . "tis too
much fer one poor lad' s eyes to take all in."

Dandin could add nothing to the truth in his friend s sinple words.

They descended to the shore and found that what |ooked |ike a rocky beach from
above was a nmass of tall stone outcrops which gave themthe sensation of
wandering through a mazelike canyon

Tarquin gl anced up at the huge bl ockform nonoliths.
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"We'll canp somewhere hereabouts for the night, wot?"

"Ye'll be washed away by the night tides if ye do!"

A fat old dornouse had appeared from nowhere. He stood smling at them over
the top of his quaint square eyegl asses. "My nane's Bobbo."



Tarquin bowed with the ol d-fashi oned el egance common to hares. "Pl easant
evenin', Bobbo. Allow nme to introduce us ..."

As Tarquin went through the formalities, Mariel quietly assessed their new
acquai ntance. The dormpuse was quite old and plunp; he carried a knobbly stick
whi ch he | eaned heavily upon; his garb consisted of a faded vel veteen

| ongcoat, tied about the nmiddle with tough dried seaweed; all in all a curious
character. H s honely eyes tw nkled behind the gl asses as he wagged his stick
up at a towering rock cl ose by.

"Weary travelers all, come ye up to ny abode. Follow Bobbo, if ye please."

He was such a friendly, harm ess-1ooking old character that they foll owed,
reeling instinctively that sonehow they could trust him

The dormpuse's house was a sizable cave set high in the rock, and they nade
their way to it up natural |edges which fornmed a stairway in the stone.

00

A cheerful sea-coal fire illum nated Bobbo's hone; the walls were hung with
honermade fi shnets and odd- shaped pi eces of driftwood scul pted by sand and
tide; rush mats scattered about served as seats, and delicious odors wafted
froma black stockpot set on a tripod over the fire. Bobbo took a | adle and
stirred the contents of the pot.

"I't's only shrinp-and-sea-cabbage stewwith a few turnips thrown in, but ye be
wel cone to share it."

He issued themw th deep scallop shells and bade them hel p t hensel ves.
Durry nearly sat on a small yell owthroated newt
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whi ch scampered fearfully away to a | edge at the back of the cave. It sat
wat chi ng them eyes blinking, throat pulsating. Bobbo strained sone of the
cooked shrinmp fromthe pot and placed it on the | edge beside the newt.

"Take ye no heed to him wayfarers. He fell fromyon hilltops at high tide and
was washed here by the sea waters. | nanmed him Fid. Though he never speaks to
me, he's a grand listener, aren't ye, Firl?"

The small newt blinked and began eating. Bobbo drew them each a drink of
cloudy liquid froma gourd he kept hangi ng near the entrance, where night
breezes kept it cool

"'Tis dandelion flower and wild-barley water. The plants grow plentiful on the
hillside. Do ye like it?"

Durry took a long draught fromhis shell bow. "By 'ecky! Mst afreshin'. My
old nuncle Gabe would dearly like t' know how you brew this, M. Bobbo. Wuld
y'tell me how to nake it?"

The dormouse added nore sea-coal to his fire. "All in good time, Master Durry.
"Tis a long night and |I've sat al one here many a season, |onging for the sound
of another voice. But first, let me tell you how!l cane to this place, then
you can tell ne all about yourselves and your long journeys fromthe good
hones you left."



Qutside, the tide washed in through the rock canyons, sw shing and hi ssing as
it threw spray against the walls of sea-scoured stone. The wi nd made a hol | ow
nmoani ng dirge of its night passage through the flooded maze. High in the
safety of the dornouse's den the four travelers sat in confort, listening to
him The hi gh-toned singsong voice causing themto blink and nod around the
fire as Bobbo's unconplicated tal e unfol ded.

"Ah ne, 'twas nore seasons ago now than | do renenber, a winter's night, and

there was |, chained to a galley bench in a searat ship. They had taken ne
captive when | was very young, do you see. | had no nenory of parents, hone or
even nmy nane; the galley bench was all | knew. Well now, didn't an awful storm
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spring up, a fearful thing! Waves washed over the side and fl ooded the galleys
where we poor wretches were chained to the oars, pulling until our backs were
ni gh broken, whipped, starved and ill-treated. Myself was chained next to a
poor weak creature, a vole who just gave up life and died, right next to ne,
there on the galley bench. Listen now, for | tell you true, the master of this
ship was a searat, the bl ackest-hearted scoundrel who ever stepped aboard

shi p—&abool the WId was his nane!"

Mariel's eyes cane wi de open, but she did not interrupt Bobbo, who by now was
in full flow

"Ah well, there was |, chained to an oar and a dead creature, trying to pul
my weight with the others as we battled agai nst wave, storm and the

sl avedriver's | ash. Gabool came down into the galleys.

" "Why isn't that oar workin'?' says he. 'Because one of 'enis dead/ says the
sl avedriver. Then Gabool says; The way that oar isn't pullin', it |ooks like
they're both dead. Throw 'em overboard an' get two nore in their place!' Now
before I could call out, the slavemaster bashes nme over the head and I'min
the sea, chained to the poor dead vole. Wat took place next | cannot be
telling you for | nust have passed out. But the chains and the body of mnmy dead
oar partner saved ny life, as | awoke next norning, high up on these rocks
where the tide had thrown the two of us. The body of the vole was caught in a
crevice. Wthout himl would have been washed back into the sea again, for
was hanging in ny chains by both paws, high up on top of this very rock, with

the shore far below ne. When | could nuster the strength, | clinbed up to ny
dead partner. His paws were so thin and wasted that | found little difficulty
slipping the manacl es and chains fromthem Do you know, | often wi sh that he

had lived, for then | would have had sone creature to talk with. Be that as it
may, 'twas in clinbing down these rocks that |I found this cave.
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"So here am |, Bobbo. The vole lies buried on the green hillside—+ think he
woul d have liked that. Wien | had freed nyself of the chains, | threw themfar
into the sea fromthe high rocks. Here | have lived a solitary peaceful life,

t hough not without its perils. | did try to make ny way inland but was lost in
t he swanmps for many days. Lucky | was to find ny way back here. 'Tis best that
here | stay. Maybe one day | will teach little Firl to speak, then we can talk
t oget her. "

Bobbo left off, staring into the fire.

"So then, there you have it all. Look now, | can see you are for sleeping. Lie
down and rest; you can tell ne about yourselves in the norning. It is warm and
safe here. You will sleep well."



Tarquin, Dandin and Durry needed no second bi ddi ng, but Mariel was not tired.
The nmousenmaid sat up far into the night, questioning Bobbo about Gabool

t hough the dornouse had little information to inpart. He was, however, eager
to hear about the travelers, so in return for his kindness Mariel did not keep
himin suspense until the norrow. She related all their adventures as Bobbo
sat keenly drinking in every word, with Firl making tiny snoring sounds on the
| edge behi nd them

The squeal of sea gulls wakened Dandin as rosy dawn bani shed the coverlet of
night. He lay still, only his eyes noving about, taking in their new
surroundi ngs. The other three were still fast asleep. Dandin rose and
stretched as Bobbo stunped in, followed by Firl, his faithful newt. The
dormouse bore twigs and a full sack. "Dandin, it is a good norning | am

bi ddi ng you. Look, dried appl ewood and sweet herbs to burn—t makes ny abode
snell fresh in the nornings. Now, you will find a small rockpool outside to
wash in, and | will prepare wild oatcakes, small fish and gorsefl ower honey to
break your fast."
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The young mouse grinned. "That sounds excellent to me, Bobbo. Thank you."

He was back in a short while, splashing water over his sleeping friends. "R se
and shi ne! Wakey wakey! Oatcakes, honey and fish! Last one washed doesn't get
any!"

Tarquin sprang up, shaking hinmself. "I say, you sly young cad, why didn't
y'wake nme earlier? By the pattern on me aunty's pinny, Bobbo, that snells
good! "

00

Mor ni ng sunlight was beginning to flood the cavern as they sat eating.

Mariel had a surprise to reveal. "You'll never guess what | |earned |ast night
while | was tal king to Bobbo."

Durry licked honey fromhis paws and juggled with a hot oatcake. "No, nmarm
you're right. W'Ill never guess, so hurry up an' tell us."

The nousenaid recited the appropriate lines of the poem
"Where the sea neets with the shore,

There the final clue is hid;

Rock stands sentinel evernore,

Find it as | did.

The swal | ow who cannot fly south,

The bird that only flies one way,

Li es deep beneath the nonster's nouth,

Keep himw th you ni ght and day.

Do you remenber that part of the rhyme? Well, last night while you were al



snoring, | sat up telling Bobbo of our quest, and guess what ?"
Tarqui n di pped his oatcake in the anmber honey inpatiently. "Watwhatwhat ?"

Mariel smled intriguingly fromone to the other. "Bobbo knows where the
swal | ow is!"

"I say, good egg! What a spiffin' old Bobbo you are, wot!"
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"Even nore cleverer than ny nuncle Gabe, an' that's

a fact!"

"Do you really know, Bobbo? Ch, tell us, please!"” The dornmouse stood up
brushing crunbs fromhis

| ongcoat. "Do you conme with me and | will show it to

you.
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Bobbo hobbled in front, with Firl at his heels. He led themon a southerly
tack through the tw sting w nding canyons, keeping up a surprisingly lively
pace, now di sappearing into shadowed recesses and materializing into bright
sunlight. Sonetimes they crunched upon small pebbles, other tines pattered
across danp sand, occasionally splashing through sun-warnmed shal |l ow pool s.
Finally they arrived at their destination. Bobbo | eaned agai nst a nonunent al
edifice.

"Well now, friends, here is the very place!"

This rock was nuch | arger than any they had previously encountered. It was
al rost a small nountain set in the sands, giving the inpression of sone vast
primeval nonster squatting upon the shore with its back to the sea. The
dorrmouse led themto the east side of the rock, where a huge overhang
projected over a pool that was both wi de and deep.

Dandi n | ooked about, expecting to see a swall ow perched somewhere cl ose.

Bobbo pointed to the pool. "See, right at the bottom | odged between two
rocks."

Gat hering around the rim they peered into the underwater grotto. Through the

clear linpid water, aided by |ancing rays of sunlight, it could be dimy seen

No bi gger than the size of a nouse's paw, a swallow fashioned fromnetal, its

out spread wings partially obscured by the rocks which held it captive am d the
brightly hued sea anenbnes and corals on the bed of the pool

Dandi n shook his head in amazenent. "How did you ever find it, Bobbo?"
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"Fi shing, young master. | was fishing for shrinp one day, sitting here staring
down into the pool, when | saw it glint in the early sunlight."

"And didn't you try to get it out?"



"Ah well, | didtry for nearly half a day with ny hook and line, but it was
too smooth and firmy lodged in the rocks. So | had to leave the little bird,
do you see. Then after | found Firl | brought himalong to this place to dive
for it. Newts are excellent sw mers."

"OfF course they are. Wy didn't Firl get it?"

The small newt scanpered down fromthe rock and cringed agai nst Bobbo, eyes
wi de and throat palpitating nadly.

"Ah well, do you see, it is not only the little bird who lives down at the
bottom " the dornmouse explained. "There is also a great shell creature, one
with claws |ike vises, great eyes on stal ks and | ong whi skers. Poor Firl | ost
his tail to the beast; it has only lately grown back. | would not let himgo
down t here again, no not ever!"

Bobbo produced a piece of oatcake fromhis |ongcoat. Powdering it, he nmixed it
to a paste with some water and nolded it around a small pebble.

"Wat ch now and see."

He dropped the coated pebble into the pool close by the edge. They gat hered
around and marked its progress as it sank rapidly to the bottomof the water.
Near the part where the swallow | ay, the pebble came to rest. It had no sooner
| anded than a gigantic blue-black | obster rushed out of a crevice, pounced on
the stone and retreated swiftly with the object held tightly in its enornous
pi ncered claws. It all happened so fast that the onl ookers were stunned into
nmonentary sil ence.

Bobbo shrugged. "So you see now, wayfarers. Is it not a dreadful nonster?"
Durry blanched. "It's even too 'orrible to | ook at, M. Bobbo!"
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Mariel's jaw was set, firmand resolute. "But |1've got to go down there and
rescue the swallow "

"I'f you go down, then | do too!" There was determ nation in Dandin's eyes.
"Er, er, oh, dash it, count me in as well, you chaps!"

Mari el shook her head. "No, Tarquin. You and Durry stay up here with Bobbo.
W'l need you two to | ower us down and pull us out quick. Now I et nme think
awhile. 1'll have to figure out the best way to do this ..."

Durry nopped his brow and blew out a sigh of relief. "Thank my stars! My old
nuncle'd "ave a fit if half a poor nephew wal ked back in on 'imone o' these
days. Best we stay up 'ere, M. Wodsorrel. Just think what your Hon Rosie'd
say if you turned up with no nose and on'y one ear. Bet she'd be rightly
peeved. "

"Peeved? Peeved ain't the word, young Durry. Rosie'd take a screamn' bl ue
tizzy if she saw a magnificent speci nen of harehood nminus a hooter an' a lug.
Good grief, I'd have to run off an' beconme a bally searat, or sonethin’

equal ly foul '

00

It was noontide before Mariel and Dandin cane up with a workable solution



They went back to Bobbo's cave, where they gathered together what rope they
could find, plus all the cooked shrinp and small fish they could | ay paws
upon. Back at the pool, Mariel explained her strategy to the others.

"The idea is to throw as nuch food to the | obster as possible. Let's start
right now. Durry, Tarquin, chuck the shrinp and fish in. I want you to keep
your eyes on the | obster. Once it stops coming out to get the food, let ne

know. Dandin, you and | will search about for two rocks. W need sonething to
wei ght us down and nake us sink to the bottom of the pool. Wiile we're down
there, you keep watch, with the sword ready. 1'Il get the swallow, then Durry

and Tarquin can haul us up out of it."
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Soon the final preparations had been made. Mariel and Dandin sat on the rock
lip of the pool with ropes tied about their waists. The nousenai d put aside
her Gullwhacker; it would be usel ess underwater. Dandin took off his scabbard
and held on to the sword. Durry and Tarquin were still dropping odd bits of
food into the water.

"I think the old lobster villain's had enough. He's not botherin' to cone out
for any nore tucker. The water's teenmin' with jolly nice fish an' shrinp, but
he seems to have had a tummyful —great glutton!"

Both m ce picked up their rocks. Bobbo gave final instructions.

"Now t hen, do you go straight down and get the bird, tug on the ropes and we
will haul you up fast. If we see the creature cone out we will pull you up,
whet her you have the swallow or not. | w sh you both |luck and good fortune.
Now t ake a sl ow deep breath.”

Side by side Mariel and Dandin slid into the water, the col dness forcing them
to take deep breaths, then the weight of the stones took over. Wth eyes wide
open, the pool closed above their heads and they began their descent, into the
sil ent aquamari ne depths of the watery world.
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BOOK THREE

The Sound of a Bell!

The hare shook paws with Mother Mellus inside Geat Hall as the fire-sw ngers
roared outside on the lawns and in the orchard.

"Long patrol from Sal amandastron at y'service, marm Colonel Cary, Brigadier
Thyme and Hon Rosie."

Mel lus inspected Clary's paw. "You' ve been hurt. 1'll get a proper dressing
for that wound. Sister Sage! Bring a clean dressing and sone salve, will you."

Clary winced slightly as the dressing was applied.

"Much obliged, marm Only a scratch, really. Good healin' fur us Meadowcl arys
have, wot? The young nouse chappi e, wotsisnanme, Saxtus, he's told us what the
position is. Not to worry, we'll have the vermin sorted out by dawn for you
—dealt with their types before. Ch, by the way, marm can | count on you to be
on the west walltop in, say, two hours?"

Mel | us nodded. "You can count on me for anything, as long as it gets those



filthy searats away from Redwal I Abbey, Colonel dary."

Hon Rosi e gawped around Great Hall in open admiration. "Ch, | say, what a
super - dooper cottage y' have here. Whoohahahahooh!"

This time it was Mellus's turn to wi nce. "Col one
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Clary, would it be possible for Hon Rosie to do her |aughi ng outside? W have
infants in the dormtories, trying to sleep.”

Cary saluted. "Right you are, marm Rosie! Put a lid on the giggles, old gel
Keepi n' the babi es awake, wot!"

"OQops! Silly old nme, 1'll go an' have a swift chortle in the shrubbery.
Whooha— Sorry! ™"

Thynme went about his business efficiently. Munting the west wall, he
i ntroduced hinself to Rule Brush and tested a bow and arrow.

"Hmm this all the archery equi pment you've got? Sadly lackin', old |lad. Now
let me see, range, trajectory, distance . . . Hmm vyersss! |Is there a wi cker
gate in your east wall leadin" out into the jolly old woodl ands?"

Ruf e nodded dunbly, slightly overawed by the militaristic hare.

"Good show! Next question: where'll | find your grub wallah—y' know t he cook
chappi e, the chef?"

"I'n the kitchens, gettin' tonorrow s breakfast set up, | s'pose. Inside the
Abbey, one floor down bel ow Geat Hall."

"Top-hole! See y'later. Face front now, don't turn y'back on the bally eneny,
old chap. They'll shoot you in the behind, wot!"

Rufe was left so bewildered he nearly forgot to duck as a | owflying
fire-sw nger sped overhead.

"Hiyo the grounds, fire-sw nger cone in over nain gate!"

"Hurr, mmister Brush," a nole cried out frombelow. "You' ma bit |ate, baint
'ee? Durned foir-s'inger near burned nobi nose offen."

Friar Alder reluctantly parted with his three best vegetable knives again.
"Take care of them please, M. Thyne."

"It's Brigadier, sah, Brigadier—but you can call ne Brig. Not to worry about
the old frogstickers, we'll have 'em back good as new. "
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Saxtus and Flagg sat with their backs to the Abbey building, taking a breather
and a drink of cool dandelion and burdock cordial while Gabriel Qill and
Friar Hubert took over the fire-fighting relief colum. Flagg rubbed the cold
st one beaker against his brow.

"Whew! | 'opes those hares c¢'n help us. N ce folk, though a little snooty in
their manner o' talkin' Iike."



Saxtus took a long draught of his drink. "They're Sal amandastron hares,
Brot her Hubert said, battle-trained and ready for anything. Leave it to them
They' Il know what to do, Flagg."

00

Qut in the woodl ands beyond the east wallgate, Cary trimred shoots froma
thick yewpole with Friar Al der's knife.

"There, that should be just the ticket, wot? Six |ong staves, good solid yew.
How s the oak comin' along, Rosie old gel?"

"Capital, Clary. W found a big old one, quite dead an' ready to topple, but
| oads of sound branches on it, just the right |Iength too. Hahahahooh."

Thynme | ooked up fromhis labors. "I noted lots of fishin' line in the
kitchens. W can plait it together; should be ideal."

Clary smled grimy. "Wll done, Thyne. Cone on, let's go!"
00

An hour before daybreak Deadgli m shook Graypatch awake. He went to the fire
and war ned hinsel f.

"How s it goin', mateys?"

Swi ngi ng his arm around ever faster, Frink suddenly let a fire-sw nger go. It
roared off into the lightening sky Iike a shooting star,

"Great, Cap'n, though we're usin' green vines instead o' rope now —there's
| oads of it growin' over yonder, plenty o' dead grass too. W could keep this
up all season. It's bags o' fun."

Graypatch hel ped hinmself to roasted bird, tearing at
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it hungrily. "Haharr, so it is, shipmate. Get sunmat to eat now. |'ll take
over fer a while. Hoho, they must be run ragged inside those walls by now
Pretty soon they'll be too tired an' slow Then a fire'll start that they

won't be able to cope with. That's when we'll pay ema visit. Cone on, ne

| ucky bucks, keep a-slingin' those flanes in!"

Bi gf ang stood up. Rubbing sleep fromhis eyes, he stared toward the Abbey
wal s in the gathering daylight. He ran across to G aypatch.

"Cap'n, look! It's those three big rabbits who were aboard the Darkqueen. See
"em large as life on the walltop!"

Graypatch spat out sonme burnt feathers and picked at his fangs. "Noddl etop!
Those ain't rabbits. Don't y'know a hare when y' see one? Any'ow, what

di fference does it make to us who they are? They'll burn sanme as the rest of
"em Wake yersel f up, addl ebrain,

an' start throwin'."
D

They met on the walltop in front of the threshold, facing the plain fromwhere



Graypatch and his entire contingent could be seen around the large fire which
provided ignition for the m ssiles—€olonel Cary, Brig Thyme, Hon Rosi e,
Mot her Mel lus and Fl agg.

Saxtus stood to one side. He watched as Clary took conmand, all traces of
jocularity and fun gone fromthe hare's normally quirky voice. There were siXx
bows and a | arge stock of arrows on the threshold. Cary picked up a bow and a
singl e shaft.

"I"'maware that you all know howto fire a bow, but I'Il go over this once to
refresh your nenories. This bow, |like the others we have made, is a | ongbow—
solid yew and nore than twice the size of the ones you are used to. It is
strung with a cord plaited fromfishing lines to give it extra power. The
arrows, as you can see, are far |longer than nornmal arrows; thicker too. They
are oak, fire-hardened tips and leaf flights. Now, | have
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chosen you because you are the biggest, strongest creatures in the Abbey, the
very ones to fire these | ongbows. Let ne denonstrate."

As Saxtus watched, C ary notched an arrow onto the bowstring.

"Stand side-on to the bow, keep it upright, draw back the string so that the
shaft is fully occupied and the string taut. Bring the arrow up to the
jawl i ne, sight with one eye along the shaft, allowing for the arrow to take a
curving course, nounting upwards and com ng down right on the object ained at.
Ri ght, now for a target."

Thynme pointed. "The rat dipping a swinger into the fire—get him"

Cary adjusted his eyeline, drew the arrow back to its limt and let fly. The
taut |ongbow string twanged as the heavy oak shaft hissed off into the dawn
light. Saxtus held his breath.

Ranzo was about to start whirling his fire-sw nger when the arrow struck him
It knocked hi m backward, dead before he could blink, the fire-sw nger dropping
from his nervel ess cl aws.

Saxtus was still a novice in the art of war, and the sudden death shocked him
"Y-you k-killed him He's dead!" he stanmered to the grimfaced hare.

G ary issued | ongbows to the others. "Aye, young nouse, it was a clean shot.
Keep your head down and issue us with arrows as we call for them In case
you're feeling sorry for that wetch, let nme tell you sonething: fire is the
nost dangerous thing to any living wood-lander. Once it takes a hold it neans
death and destruction to everyone and everything. Only a searat woul d use
fire. Sometinmes | think it is because they do not realize the danger, being
creatures who live on the great waters. But nost of the tinme | think it is
because they are evil vermin. W at Sal anandastron have battl ed agai nst
searats all our lives. | would not dare tell you some of the sights |I have
seen. Searats are conplete
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enem es. They live only to kill and conquer; they are conpletely merciless."

Thynme notched an arrow to his bowstring. "R ghty-ho, chaps. G ve 'em vinegar
wot "



Five nore nmessengers of death hissed through the early norning.

It was then that Saxtus decided the hare's nmanner was nerely a front,
presented to others because they would forget the real purpose behind the
guardi ans of the shores. The young nouse dol ed out arrows, know ng that he
woul d never get used to warfare—and be a jolly fellow one noment, and a
ruthl ess fighter the

next .
00

Pandenmoni um reigned in the searat canp. Graypatch ran hither and thither
trying to stop his searats retreating out of the range of the deadly | ongbows,
exhorting themto carry on with his plan, which had worked quite well unti

t he appearance of the hares.

"Come on, shipmates. Don't let a few arrows scare yer off! Lardgutt, Kybo, get
back here. W were beatin' 'emwe still can!"”

Bi gf ang sat well out of range, a snmug expression on his face. "I told yer
about those rabbits, Gaypatch, but you wouldn't listen, would yer? Ch no, you
knew best."

The searat Captain's tenper broke conpletely. "You lily-livered, wormhearted,
bi | ge-scrapin's! Mitineers, deserters, the whole pack of yer! W had the

battle nearly won, an' now you've turned tail an' slunk off like a | oad of sea
slugs! Look at me. Am | afraid? Am| scared? Haharr ha ha ha! | laugh at 'em™

Graypatch grabbed a fire-swinger. Putting light to it, he began swinging it
furiously.

"I'"l'l show yer, Abbeyscum 1'Il bring yer Redwall down in flames!" He dodged,
ducking a flying arrow. The fire-swi nger |ost momentumright at its peak and
the burning section fell onto his footcl aws.
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" Yaaheeeoooooh! "

Graypatch hopped about, beating at his burning linmb, fur snoldering as he
threw hi msel f upon his back, screeching and thudding his scorched footcl aws
agai nst the ground.

00

Hon Rosie fell back, whooping hysterically. "Woohah-ahahooh! Ch, | say,
chaps, that was a real old hotfoot!"

00
Down in the orchard, Gabriel Quill and Burgo Ml e sat |ooking at each other

"Yurr, they verm nts baint chucken no nore foir at us'n's?"

"Nor they aren't neither, Burgo. Hoho, your eyes are all red 'n' snoky!"
"Hurrhurr, tal k about 'eeself, Gabe'l Quill. You' mgotten a sutty nose!"

Brot her Hubert wandered wearily across. "Wiew Just | ook at the state of ny



paws—scor ched, soiled and grubby. A fine state of affairs for an Abbey
Recorder, | nust say."

"Ho urr, scruffy old Hoobit. No nmore foirs now tho', zurr."
"Indeed. It's thanks to those hares —splendid creatures."

"Il drink t' that, Hubert. Wat d you say we go to ny cellars and have a
small drop to drive away the heat an' dust of our night's work?"

"Burr, oi' mwith 'ee, Gabe'l. Tis a tunble thurst cone on oi."

"Marvel ous idea. Count ne in, M. Quill!"

The three old friends trundl ed off paw in paw

00

As Abbot Bernard watched them go, he felt Sinmeon pulling on his sleeve.
"I think there should be roomfor two nore in Gabriel's cellar, Bernard."
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"Yes, they'll nmnage to squeeze us in somehow, -ineon."

Si neon.

I nsi de the Abbey, young Cockl eburr had been given charge of D bbuns' breakf ast
time. He nopped his brow as he chased G ubb about with a bow of corn puddi ng.

"Ch, wanderin' woodpi geons, will you cone an' eat this breakfast, you dreadful
scoundrel !'"

Grubb hid beneath the table with Bagg and Runn. "Nay, oi baint eaten no
brekkist. Us'n's a-goen out t' play."

"Sister Serena said there's no nore fire an' we can go out."
"I don't like corn pudden, wanna play inna orchard!"

"Fidgetin' frogs. Mother Mellus told ne nobeast goes out w thout eatin'
breakfast first, 'specially D bbuns."

"Ho well, do '"ee sling it unner yurr an' us'n's will force et daown."
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Mari el and Dandin dropped silently to the bottom of the pool

Dandin, with sword in one paw and wei ghtstone in the other, imediately turned
to face the I obster's den. He could see the big crustacean—+t watched them as
it lay unnmoving, one great claw hanging in front, the other by its side. The

| obster | ooked peaceful enough for the nonment. Still, Dandin did not relax his

vigilance for a single instant.

Mariel let go of her weightstone and tried to dislodge the tiny netal swall ow,
but it was | odged firmy between two sl abs of rock. She chose the smaller of



the two sl abs and began westing it out of the way. By this time both she and
Dandin were longing for a breath of air. Struggling with the cunbersome rock
Mariel could feel the blood pounding round inside her head. She set her
footpaws on the large rock and gave the smaller rock a mghty shove. Wt hout
warning it shifted, giving off an odd crunbling noi se underwater. O ouds of
silt and sand boiled up as it toppled to one side.

Di sturbed by the noise and novenent in its pool, the huge blue-black | obster
canme scurrying out. Dandin barely saw the nonster cone; he backed water,
thrusting the swordpoint at its eyes. Mariel snatched at the
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swal l ow, but it slipped fromher grasp and slid into the sand. In the
confusion of disturbed cloudy water she realized that she had | ost the

preci ous object. Now the | obster had Dandin trapped up agai nst the rock

Thi nki ng qui ckly, he pushed forward, landing in between its claws. It was a
cl ever nove. He was stuck up agai nst the hideous face of the creature, too
close for it to use its cunbersome oversized ni ppers; they cl acked across his
back |ike giant shears, unable to bite him But it was |like being caught in a
vise. Dandin was held fast in the enbrace of the heavy-shelled joints. The
sword was squeezed fromhis grip and fell to the bottom of the pool

He shouted al oud in desperation, but the sound was only a boggl e of noise,

| ost amid the air bubbles that escaped from his nouth. However, Mariel had
heard it. Forgetting the swallow, she turned to the aid of her friend. Lungs
bursting, she scrabbled about on the pool bed until her paw came in contact
with the sword.

The | obster doubled up to rid itself of Dandin, and the hefty fanlike tai
caught Mariel a swipe as she tried to get close. The air was now forcing
itself out of the nousemaid' s mouth in huge bubbles. She wondered why her
friends on the surface were not attenpting to haul themup. Her linbs felt
like | ead and her head was ringing. Blindly she struck out with the sword and
pierced the | obster's back, down near its tail. Infuriated, the |obster
turned, lashing out with one claw

Instantly freed, Dandin felt hinmself being hauled quickly to the surface. The
| obster | ocked on to the sword blade with its viselike pincer. Mariel felt
hersel f being haul ed up on the rope. She was now upsi de-down in the water,
clinging grimy on to the sword, the | obster bel ow her hanging on to the sword
bl ade with one claw whilst trying to get at her with the other.

A large rock canme splashing down onto the |obster, followed by another and
another. It let go of the sword as it was battered to the pool bottom by yet
nore rocks.
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Mariel was pulled clear of the pool with a whoosh of spray and a rush of air,
and she fell upon the sand, spitting out water and gasping for breath.

Tarquin sat her up, pushing her back and forward. Mariel's head was rising and
falling as it nearly touched her footpaws, and the water gushed out as she
coughed.

"Come on, old gel. Just like the village punp, wot!" Tarquin chuckl ed
cheerful ly.

Dandin was in slightly better shape, having been pulled out marginally sooner



than Mariel. He sat with his back against the rocks in the sunlight as Durry
fussed about him

"Any nore water t' cone up, matey?"

"No, thank you, Durry. Just let me rest. |I'Il be all right."

They sat Mariel beside him She wi ggled a paw in her ear

"Well, what about that little adventure, eh, and all for nothing!"

Bobbo squatted in front of her, smling behind his glasses. "Wll now, why do
you say all for nothing, young nouse?"

Mariel scuffed the sand irritably. "Because we never got the swallow"
Bobbo pressed sonething into her paw. "Then tell ne what this is!"
Mariel stared at the tiny metal bird she was holding. "But how. . . ?"

Bobbo chuckl ed and patted her paw. "It was Firl. | told you that the newts are
very good at the swimm ng. He went in and got it while you and your friend
Dandin battled with the creature. W could not risk pulling you up, you see.
The water was too cloudy and di sturbed, and we coul d not see what was
happeni ng. Then Firl dived in and I nyself decided you needed air or you would
both drown, so | said, 'Pull up, whatever is happening. Pull!" "
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Durry swelled his chest out proudly. "The rocks were ny idea, nmissy. Me 'n

Tarquin hurtled 'emat the beas-tie as we pulled you out."

Mariel got slowy up and hugged them one by one. "Wat good friends you are,
all of you."

Later, in the cave, they took a closer look at the little swallow It was made
of some shining blue netal which gave off strange glints in the sunlight,
shaped like a fan-tailed swallow, wi ngs spread wide as if it were flying.
Dandin noticed a small hol e bored through one of the w ngtips.

"See this hol e—what d'you suppose it's for?"
"I don't know, naybe for something to fit into it."
"Hmm it'd have to be pretty thin to fit through that tiny hole.™

Bobbo pulled a thread fromthe lining of his velveteen |ongcoat. "Sonething as
thin as this, are you thinking, wayfarers?"

Dandi n nodded. "Yes, that's thin enough. Let's try it."

The swal | ow hung by the piece of thread. It dangled there, turning slowy,
t hen stopped, facing the right wall of the cave. They watched it; the little
bird remained still.

Tarquin took hold of the thread. "Here, let's see the bally old bird." He spun
it on the thread. Round and round it went, finally com ng to rest facing the
same way again, the right wall of the cave. No matter how many tines it was
spun it still ended facing the sane direction



The wall on the right side of Bobbo's cave!

Durry shook his head in amazenment. "Just |ike the poem says, The swall ow who
cannot fly south." "

Mariel smled. "Aye, it flies the opposite way: north!"
Dandin recited the last lines of the poem
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"His flight is straight, norwest is true. Your fool's desire he'll showto
you. "

Bobbo held up the swallow on its thread, watching as each time it stopped
turning it pointed due north.

"This is a thing of great magic. You could be going anywhere, in dark or fog,
yet it would guide you, see. Northwest is at the point of the bird s neck
between its head and left wing. So you see, travelers, let the little swall ow
think he is flying north, but you take the northwest course. Truly a marvel ous
bird, nmy friends."

At supper they sat around the fire discussing their next nove. Mariel knew
wel | what it was.

"W need a boat."

Dandin left off polishing the sword. "How long would it take to build a boat?
Where woul d we get the tinber? W know not hing of boatbuil ding."

A gloony silence prevailed. The fire flickered warmy about the rock walls as
they sat nentally westling with the problem Bobbo | ooked fromone to the
ot her before speaking.

"Ah well now, it is sad and dreary your faces are. You are ny friends, | would
like you to stay here forever, but | know that your fate and search are

el sewhere and you will |eave sooner or later. So listen to what | nust tel
you. You want a boat; | do not have a boat, but |I know where a ship lies ..

Mari el sprang up. "\Were? Please tell us where the ship is, Bobbo."
The ol d dornmouse sat back, stroking Firl's head gently.

"I saw her a few days ago; she was drifting north round the headland. A
curious ship, with not a living creature aboard her. So then | foll owed her

al ong the shore. She had neither masts nor rigging. The tide sent her up into
the cove on the other side of the headl and, and | boarded her in the shall ows.
"Twas a terrible sight
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to see, a searat ship, Geenfang she was named, burnt out in sonme battle,
t hough not anyone aboard of her. There was no supplies, or things | could be

using myself. Ah well then. | anchored her fast to sone rocks and |left her
there. Now | warn you, she has neither sail nor masts, the cabins are al
gutted by fire, but the hull is sound and she has steering and a rudder. She
will take you where you want to go. | will show you her on the nmorrow and you

can decide for yourselves, though | see by your faces that your minds are
already set on it. Go you to sleep now, 'tis probably the | ast good rest you



will be taking in many a perilous day ahead. As for myself, | will bide here
with ny friend Firl. | amtoo old for such wild adventures. Peace is al

| seek now. "
00

By midnorning of the next day they were riding the charred hul k of G eenfang
out upon the tide, with scant supplies, no proper accomvodati on and an outward
wind. Mariel held the long tiller, the metal swallow constantly pointing north
under cover of a makeshift awning. Tarquin wi ped a paw bravely across his

eyes, Dandin sniffed copiously, Durry wept unashamedly, but Mariel smled
fondly at the two small figures growing dimin the distance as they waved from
the shoreline. She would never forget Bobbo the quaint little dornouse, or his
silent friend Firl the newt and their peaceful existence in the cave amd the
tall rocks. Now the nmousenmaid turned to the open sea, and the unknown dangers
that |lay before them
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Abbot Bernard realized the value of battle-trained hares. Accordingly he
allowed the trio full rein in defending the Abbey, trusting to their mlitary
j udgment .

Clary organi zed nost things within Redwall whilst the threat of attack was
still a possibility. He was very good at it. Sentries were posted upon the
walls in a regular roster—with the exception of Simeon, no creature was
excluded. At |east one | ongbow archer was posted at all tines, night and day,
fully armed and ready to shoot. Apart fromthat, the day-to-day routine was
not interfered with; creatures got on with the business of living at the
Abbey, carrying out their chores and taking their ease and pl easure when
permtted. Toni ght was such a night.

The Abbot had ordered a special supper in honor of the hares, Flagg offering
to take Thyne's watch with the | ongbow. Cavern Hol e was the venue, tables were
laid around the walls with a splendid running buffet spread upon them One
thing the hares did not |ack was appetite. The splendid fare offered by the
famous Redwal | ers made t he Sal amandastron food seem spar-tan in conparison

Col onel dary found hinsel f ushered around, plate in paw, by Sister Serena.
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"Col onel, perhaps you would like to try sone of this deeper 'n' ever pie?"
"Deeper 'n'" wot, marn? Looks delicious, | nust say. Jolly strange nane."

"Yes, it's a great favorite of the noles, you knowfull of turnip 'n' tater

n' beetroot, to use the nole
| anguage. "
"I say, | rather like this red gravy stuff, very spicy!"

"Ch, that's otters' hotroot sauce. You know what they say?"
"No, marm What do they say?"

Serena chuckl ed and adopted her otter voice. "Ain't nothin' 'otter for an
otter!"



Bri gadi er Thynme was being entertained by Gabriel Qill. The hedgehog was
pointing out to himthe finer nuances of food w th drink

"Now | ookit this, Brig, a nice sparkly strawberry cordial. You m ght think
it'd go well with yonder danson shortcrust an' cream"

"Well, what d'you think, Gabe old scout? Does it?"

"Not on your aunty's washtub, it don't. 'Ere, you try a beaker of ny cowslip
an' parsley confort wi' that danson shortcrust. Go on."

"Mmm absolutely top-hole, old thing. My, it does nake a difference. | say,
what's that jolly brown stuff in the tankards?"

"Cood Cctober ale. Redwall's fampus fer it, an' |I'mthe beast as brews it.
Now, you want to sanple some o' that with cheese an' mushroom pasti e—that'd
make yer tail curl a bit."

"Rather. |'ve always fancied mself with a curly tail. H, Rosie, how are you
gettin' on with the jolly old nosebag, wot?"

Hon Rosie waved a | adl eful of summrercream di p. "Whoohahahahooh! Look at these
D bbuns chaps doin' an inpression of us, Thyme. Very droll. They're an
absol ute hoot. Woohahahahooh!"

Bagg, Runn and G ubb had decided to take on new
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roles as hares carrying |ongbows. They strutted about with their bows and
arrows, mnicking all the mannerisns of Clary and his |ong patrol

"I say, ol' boy, ol' thing, ol' top, pip pip an'" all that!"
"Hurrhurr, wotwotwot? Us'n's gotten gurt bows 'n' arrers, ol' bean. You' m

jolly well watch owt iffen you' mone o' they searattens, boi okey!"

"Rat her, ol' scout. Wt an 'oot. \Woohoohoohoo!"

Thynme twirled his whiskers in a very of fpaw manner. "Hmm exceedi ngly comi cal
I"'msure." He seated hinself next to a nole who was munching away at a |arge

crusty pie and nodded at the fellow "Pie |looks jolly nice. What's in it?"

The nol e, who was naned Burgo, turned full face to the hare. "Wild garleck
zurr!”

Bri gadi er Thynme nearly fell off the bench as the nole's breath hit him "Good
grief, what a dreadful pong!"

Burgo nodded. "Tunmble, baint et. O dearly loiks the taste, but oi can't aboid
the snmell noiself, zurr."

Treerose, the pretty young squirrel, sidled up to Rufe Brush. "Ch, Rufe, |'ve
baked you a special cake of nutbread and |I've iced it too, with clover honey."

Ruf e stood on one paw then the other, his voice a munble. "Ch er, very nice
er, thank you er, Treerose, er, er."

Treerose blushed and smiled winningly. At |ast she was getting through to the
strong silent Rufe. "Shall we take it out into the orchard and share it, Rufey



Wof y?"

Ruf e strai ghtened up and pl anked the cake back into her paws. "Take it where
y'like with Rufey Wofy. My nane's Rufe Brush an' |I'm due back on the walls
for sentry duty!"

He stal ked off, |eaving Treerose hol ding the cake. She stanped her paw
petulantly, her lip beginning to quiver. Gubb slipped in and took the cake
from her.
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"Yurr, doant 'ee cry, mssy. Iffen Rufe doant like they ol' cake, oi'll scoff
et, of gel, wotwot, hurr hurr!"

00

Mot her Mellus sat with Sineon and the Abbot. Cary had joined them and was
reassuring the Abbot.

"Not to worry, Father. We're well able for searats. If they bother Redwall
again, we'll be ready for '"em Though | don't think we're in any inmedi ate
danger fromthe bl aggards.”

"Coul dn't we go out after them Colonel Cdary?"
The hare turned to Mellus, his eyebrows raised. "Marm go after thenf"

"Actually it's not the searats I'mthinking of, it's the oarslaves. It's
pitiful really—what sort of a |life nmust those poor creatures |ead as slaves of
the filthy searats. Couldn't we, | mean you, arrange to sort of release them
and bring them back here?"

"Now now, Mellus," Abbot Bernard interrupted the badger. "Colonel dary and
his patrol have been nore than kind to us already, driving the searats off.
" msure they have ot her business at Sal anandastron.”

"Not at all, Father. Lord Rawnbl ade sent us up to Mossflower to help in any
way we can agai nst searats. We'd be failin' in our duty if we refused you
anyt hi ng, especially a request from another badger."

Mellus smiled gratefully. "You'll do it then, Col onel?"

"Well, marm can't prom se anythin', you understand, but I'Il have a word with
my troops and |l et you know "

Mel l us knew that Clary was going to grant her request; still, that did not
stop her reinforcing her plea.

"Every tinme | think of those twenty very young sl aves, the hunger, beatings
and hardship they nmust be enduring—t's a wonder they're not |ying out there
in Mossflower dead fromit all. Ch, there's your friend the squirrel too; the
searats have taken himcaptive."

"Tcha! dd Pakatugg y' nean—that old reprobate
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prob'ly got himself captured through his own greed, doncha know. He's an
unspeakabl e rogue really, sell his mother for two acorns and a | oaf.



Ri ghty-ho, marm you've nade your point. Let me go and work out a plan with
Thynme an' Rosie. We're pretty good at wheezes when we put our heads together."

Mel | us sighed heavily and shook her great striped head. "Let's hope you and
your friends do come up with some good wheezes, Colonel. As for nyself, ny
brain is too full of other things to think of wheezes. There's Mariel and
Dandi n, Tarquin, young Durry Quill too. They've gone off to face goodness
knows what perils, questing for a bell, searching for a strange island,

determ ned to slay Gabool the Searat. Wiere will it all end? | hope those
youngsters are safe, wherever they are. Sonetines | wish that little nousemnsid
woul d have stayed as Storm Gul | whacker instead of finding out her real nane
was Mariel."

Clary halted his assault on a nearby vegetable flan. "Stap me, young Storm
@l I whacker, eh! So that's what becane of her. Mariel, nuch nicer nane for a
pretty young gel, wot? Don't you fret, marm That one's well able for
anyt hi ng. Three good conrades with her, y'say? Stap me! Wat nore could she
want ? Makes a chap wi sh he was out there questin' with '"em"

Mel  us was about to enlarge upon the dangers that faced Mariel and her friends
when C ary noved on to nmake new friends and sanpl e fresh delicacies.

Sinmeon turned in the badger's direction. "You really are a shanel ess coaxer at
times, Mother Mellus."

She bristled slightly. "I was deliberately being shaneless to help those
little slaves who are in a shameful position, Sineon. What woul d you have ne
do? Sit safe here in Redwall Abbey and not bother about it at all?"

The blind herbalist spread his paws. "Apol ogies, apologies! |I did not realize
you felt so strongly about the slaves. Being blind, | cannot see them but I
suppose
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if I had ny sight I'd shout for their rescue as loudly as you."

In the small hours between m dni ght and dawn the three hares stole silently

t hrough Mossfl ower toward the searat encanpnent, arnmed only with their | ances.
C ary stopped the other two a short distance fromthe gl ow of the eneny
canpfires.

"Righty-ho, got it all clear now M 'n' Rosie do the decoyin'; Thynme, you're
the jolly old rescuer. Wen you've got a couple of slaves, make straight back

to Redwal . The south wallgate is only bolted with a couple of dead tw gs—one
good shove an' it's open. We'll keep these villains chasin' their own tails
for a while, then we'll get back to the Abbey just before dawn. Keep a | ookout

for us fromthe north walltop, be ready with a [ ongbow in case we're foll owed
an' it's nip an' tuck. Good |luck, old scout. Cone on, Rosie. Bob 'n' tack
duck 'n' weave. You know the drill, wot!"

00

Foul tenpers predom nated around the searat canp-fires. Gaypatch sat apart,
di sgusted with the rest after their rout by five |l ongbows on the flatl ands,
just as his fire-swi nger plan was beginning to look as if it m ght work. The
searat Captain | ashed out at any rat that canme near him giving vent to his
cont enpt .

"Slinmesloppin', mudsuckin' cowards! Haharr, 'tis a pity that those | ongbows



never took care of nmore o' you mutinous deckscum then I'd only have neself to
think of, instead o' a pack of seascabbed poltroons!"

The crew | ay about sulkily, not answering because they knew G aypatch was
| ooking to pick a fight and slay sonebeast to slake his spl een

From over to Graypatch's left a voice called fromthe shadows, "Hoho, natey,
you did a fine jig with your foot afire. Shove it in yonder flames an' do us
anot her 'ornpipe. G on!"

Graypatch whirled his sword, dashing toward the
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rats who were lounging in the area whence the insult had issued.

"Yer lily-livered naggot, stan' up an' say that to me face!"

Next instant a voice called fromthe other side of the canp, "Maggot yerself,
stinkbreath. W're takin' no nore orders fromyou!"

Graypatch veered, rushing in the direction of the second voice. "Belay, |'ll
rip the tongue out o' yer nmouth. Show yersel f!"

Anot her voice called fromyet a third direction, "Flop-nose! You couldn't rip
yer mother's apron!"

Graypatch hurled hinself on Deadglimand began throttling the unfortunate
searat as he pl eaded his innocence.

"Grnaaark! It wasn't ne, Cap'n, | swear it. Gyuuurgh! | never said a wuuurgh!"

Frink was Deadglims mate. He ran across to prevent G aypatch choking his
friend to death, but Bigfang tripped himw th a spear

"Leave them be, rat. Deadglimm ght show a bit of fight back!"
Fishgill | eaned across. "Wo asked you to interfere, fatmouth!"

He sl apped Bi gfang across the head with the flat of his cutlass. As he did,
someone el se ki cked Fishgill from behind.

"You | eave Bi gfang al one, fl eahead!"

Fishgill turned and punched Lardgutt in the eye. "Kick me would you,
weeviltail. Take that!"

Lardgutt drew his dagger, screaming furiously, "I never kicked yer! But you'l
pay for that punch, snot-face!"

Wthin a short tine the entire canp was in uproar as fights broke out all over
the place. dary and Rosie flitted about |ike two fleeting noonshadows,
belting heads and roaring out in imtation searat voices.
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"Bigfang fer Cap'n, Graypatch is on'y a deckwal -

| oper!”



"Avast, get stuck in, buckos. Poor Deadglims bein'
strangl ed!"

Rosi e whacked a passing rat on the back of his head with her |ancebutt. "Take
that from Kybo, you scum | never did like you!"

Wth a screech of rage the rat grabbed a corsair's hook and went after Kybo
yelling, "An' all these seasons | thought you was ny matey!"

The fight was going splendidly until Hon Rosie could no |onger hold back her
| aught er.

"Haharr, you durty decksweepin', take that! \Whoohahahahooh! Ch, | say, this is
super fun, come on, chaps, scrag each other harder!"

Instantly the fighting ground to a halt.

"Corks, Rosie, you've torn it now, old gel. Y need to gag that giggle,’
could be heard nuttering in the firelight shadows.

dary

Graypatch left off throttling Deadglim "W've been tricked, mates. It's those
hares! Get 'em "

But saying was far easier than doing. The hares were up and gone through the
ni ght - shaded woodl ands before the searats could assenbl e thensel ves to give
chase. Thyme had gone also, and with himtw young shrews fromthe oarslave
ranks, but this would not be discovered until daylight arrived.
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Captain Flogga of the ship Rathel mwas a hard and seasoned searat. He had
served Gabool |long and well, but the old Gabool was vastly different fromthe
one he faced now Flogga had taken no chances, keeping his crew fully arned
and tight about hi mwhen he | anded at Terranort. They had nmarched strai ght up
to Fort Bladegirt and trooped into the banqueting hall —Fl ogga knew t here was
safety in nunbers.

Now, sitting in front of the Searat King, he was shocked at the change that
had come over the Warlord of the Waves. Gabool was gi bbering nad! He was a
truly terrifying sight, his fine silk gear all stained and torn, rings and
bracel ets tarni shed and bent; the gol den eneral d-studded teeth still gl eaned,
t hough the eyes above them were bl ood-red, caked and running from nany

sl eepl ess ni ghts.

The searat Captain was frightened. Mad and di shevel ed as he was, Gabool | ooked
doubl y dangerous, and there was always the risk: was he really insane, or
nmerely playing at it for sone reason best known to hinsel f? Gabool's nood
could switch fromgood humor to evil tenper, fromfriendly camaraderie to

nmur derous enmity, at the blink of an eye. Not for nothing was he feared by al
searats, captains and crews alike.
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Still, Flogga was conpletely taken aback at the way Gabool addressed him
"Haharr, Gaypatch, | knew you'd conme back sonmeday. Well well, ne old shipnmate

Graypatch back at Bladegirt with a full crew about him"

The searat Captain shook his head. "Gabool, don't ye know me? It's Fl ogga,



Master of the Rathelm™

Smiling craftily, Gabool waggled a claw at him "Haharr, so you say, matey, so
you say. But you can't fool me, Gaypatch. | know who you are. Were's ny ship
Dar kqueen, eh?"

"Dar kqueen, don't nmention that craft t' me. You' ve 'ad us chasin' our tails

across the waves high 'n' low | ookin' fer Darkqueen. |I'mbeginnin to think

it's all some kind o' gane, like that treasure she's supposed to have stowed
in'er hold."

Gabool cocked his head to one side, both eyes roving up and down oddly.
"Treasure y' say. Have you been talkin' to Saltar, matey?" "Saltar! He's dead!"
"Dead? Saltar? Who killed hinP" "You did, right 'ere in your own banquetin'
hall." "Haharr, so | did, Gaypatch, so | did. Listen matey, ferget Darkqueen.
It'Il be me 'n'" you agin, just like in the old days, eh?"

"But | keep tellin' ye, 1I'mFlogga, not Gaypatch ..

Gabool wi nked slyly. "Nah, you can't fool ne. Listen, about that treasure: it
was never in the Darkqueen, | only said that to 'ave you brought back 'ere.”

Fl ogga bl ew out a long sigh. He decided to humor the mad King. "All right,
Gabool. So |I'm back 'ere.

Now what ?"
Gabool | eaned cl ose, whispering confidentially. "Hearken t' ne, Gaypatch. The

treasure is here, right here in Bladegirt. Only me knows where 'tis. D ye want
me to showit t' yer?"
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FI ogga suddenly became interested. "Aye, 1'd like that, shipmate."
"Haharr. Well, tell this lot to stay here, an' conme with ne."

"Ch no, Gabool. What d'yer want to separate me fromme crew for, eh?"

"Graypatch, | thought you was a brainy one, mate. W don't want t' share al
that booty with this useless | oad of flotsam now do we?"

Fl ogga stared at Gabool, uncertain of what he should do, suspecting the Searat
King mght be leading himinto a trap, yet eager to get his claws upon the
treasure. In the end greed won.

"Al'l right, Gabool. It'lIl be just like the old days, fifty-fifty. Lead ne t'
the booty, mate, but 'earken—play me false an' my dagger'll find yer throat
afore you're nuch ol der."

"Play ye fal se?" Gabool sounded indignant. "You' re the one who played ne
fal se, Graypatch—but |I'mgivin' ye another chance, shipmate. Now get rid of
t hese nunbskulls an' follow ne."

Fl ogga turned to his crew and gave thema "wait here" sign. He nodded and
wi nked at them outwardly confident, but inwardly apprehensive as he strode
of f

after the Searat King



00

Gabool fitted the spear through the iron ring and heaved. As the stone lifted
he slid it to one side. Flogga stood in the doorway of the chanmber, still wary
of a trap. The Searat King pointed to the black hole in the center of the

fl oor.

"Down there 'tis, me old matey. More booty than you could wi nk an eye at. Cone

an' get your half, Gaypatch—er are you afeared?"
Fl ogga remained in the doorway. "I don't know ..."
Gabool strode over and grasped his paw tightly. "Then we'll go down there

toget her, eh? Tell you what,
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matey; we'll take a run an' junmp in at the sane time, both o' us. Haharr, just
t hi nk, Gabool an' Graypatch, down there midst all that booty!"

FIl ogga ghawed at his lip. "Together at the sanme time, both of us?"

"Aye, matey. That's the way, cone on. One t' be ready, two t' be steady, three
t' be off!"

Cutching Flogga's claw, Gabool rushed himat the hole. Flogga, finding Gaboo
runni ng eagerly alongside him felt confident. They | eaped together: Flogga
down into the hole, Gabool right across it onto the other side, where he

| anded chuckl i ng.

"Hoho, Skrabblag, | told yer 1'd bring G aypatch "ere for a visit!"

Fl ogga screamed with horror. Something was rustling and clicking in the

dar kness. As Gabool held a flaring walltorch over the pit, Flogga npaned in
despair. A fully grown black scorpion was stalking himin the cl ose confines
of the pit. Cdaws clicking, arnored hide rustling against the floor, it
advanced upon him the venonous needl e-pointed sting in its tail held high
ready to strike. Gabool | aughed insanely.

"You renenber Skrabblag, don't yer, matey? Hahah-aharr!"

Thi ck fog had dropped upon the sea, and the waters ran snooth, al npst

wavel ess. From her point at the tiller, Mariel could not make out the other
end of the ship. One thing becane apparent: they were becal med, |ying on the
unrippled waters in the mdst of the heavy dripping mst.

Tarquin brought food to her side. "Absolutely dreadful this bally fog, wot?
Shoul dn't bother us though, old gel. As soon as we nove again at least it'll
be in the right direction—+the jolly little swallow feller'll see to that."
"Right, Tarquin. Where's Dandin and Durry? | haven't seen themfor a while."
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"For'ard -+ think that's the right nautical jargon. They've found sone |ine
an' fancy their paws as fish-erbeasts."

Mariel leaned on the tiller, gnawing at a cold oatcake as she stared about her
into the bl ank whiteness. "Funny, isn't it—the fog seems to be ten tines
thi cker at sea than on land. If you stare into it |ong enough you begin to see



all sorts of odd shapes | oom ng up on you."

"Hmm quite eerie. | never liked it when | was at Sal amandastron, y'know.
Beastly stuff. It's like bein' surrounded by steamfroma kettle, 'cept that
it's all chilly an' clamy. Brrrr!"

"Hsst, Tarquin. Did you hear something?"

"No, unless it's those other two up at the front of the boat-beg pardon | nean
the for'ard end."

"Yaaaaah | ook out!"
Crrrraaassshhh!!

The burned-out hul k quivered as the high prow of the searat galley Seatal on
ramred her am dships, heeling her high out of the water. The burnt tinbers
shattered under the inpact as the hul k overturned and smashed conpletely in
two pieces. Mariel grabbed the netal swall ow before being hurled off into the
fog. She hit the waters with a dull splash. Al around she could hear shouting
and confusi on.

"Cap'n Catseyes, we've struck a vessel!"

"Then board '"er, you bilgeswillin's. See if there's any pickin's t' be had.
Where away i s she now?"

"We've rammed 'er in the fog, Cap'n. She's broke in two. Can't see a thing in
this cursed fog!"

"I's Seatal on damaged, Fishtail ?"

"No, Cap'n. W're all right. The other one broke right easy, though. Mist've
been sonme sort o' weck, eh?"

"Aye, it'll be sunk by now "

"Cap'n Catseyes, there's two beasts in the sea!"
"Well, hook "emout. Don't stand there dreanmin'!’
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"Look, it's a nmouse an' a hedgepig!"

"Haul 'em aboard, punp the water outta them an'

bring "emt' ny cabin.”
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Mariel trod water, holding the swall ow between her teeth, the Gull whacker
about her neck weighing heavily in the sea. Cries fromthe searat ship died
away into the fog, and now she was al one on the deep, shrouded by the

all -envel oping m sts and wi thout her conpani ons. Suddenly somrethi ng grabbed
her footpaws and pulled her under. Kicking madly she wiggled and fought
underwat er. The nousenai d | ashed out, connecting hard w th sonething. Watever
it was had let go of her. Mariel fought her way to the surface, and energed
next to Tarquin, who was spitting water and gurgling.



"Grnaawhg! | nust've gone right t' the bottomthen. | say, was that your paws |
grabbed hol d of ?"

Mari el was overjoyed to see her friend. "Tarquin, it's you!"
"I"ll say it is. Who did you expect, a fish with fur an' ears?"

"It was a searat ship that rammed us. They've got Dandin and Durry aboard.
heard themcall it the Seatal on."

"Ch, corks. Dandin 'n' Durry captured by searats! WatTl we do?"
"What can we do?"

"Which way did this Seatal on go?"

"Over that way, | think—though it's hard to tell in this fog."

"Then there's only one thing for it, we'll have to swimafter it and see if we
can get our friends back. Come on."

They struck out into the fogged sea, swiming as hard and as fast as they
could. After a while, Tarquin halted, treading water as he fl oated.

'"Sno use, Mariel. Wiew, |'mout of breath!"
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"Me too. We could be going incircles inthis fog."

"Then | vote we just float here until it clears. D you want ny harolina? It
makes rather a good float."

"W'll both use it, then."

Toget her they rested their paws on the instrument. It buoyed them slightly,
and they kicked their legs slowy to keep afl oat.

"Well, this is a pretty mess we're in and no m stake."

"How far do you suppose we are from shore, Tarquin?"

"No idea, old scout. It's sink or swimfromhere on in. | say, |I'mfam shed.
You don't happen to have any tucker on you . . . ?"

"Sorry, all | had was that cold oatcake, and | lost that in the weck."

"Ah well, at least we won't nake a nice fat neal for any fishes that are
feelin' peckish. |I suppose there are fishes around here."

"Coul d be, might be one or two big ones with huge nouths and sharp teeth ..

"Steady on, mss! You could scare a chap out of a season's growh, talkin'
like that."

00
Mariel and Tarquin lost all reckoning of distance or position as they fl oated

for what seened like endl ess hours. Gradually the fog began to thin, giving
way to slightly choppy water and mists, which were soon dispelled by a stiff



breeze. There was not much to see —no sight of the searat galley, nor of

| and; they were conpletely surrounded by rising waves. Hel pi ng each other as

best as they could, the two friends conserved their energy by floating, only

swi mm ng when the seas became too rough. Mriel |ooked up at the sky; evening
was not far off.

"It gets cold on the sea at night."

"Hm y'don't say. It's blinkin' cold enough now M/ paws have gone all dead

an' shrivelled with the salt water."
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"Mne too. Tarquin, I"'msorry | got you into this. | should have travel ed

al one. Now Dandin and Durry are the prisoners of searats and we're not going
to last |long out here.”

"Ch, nonsense, old miss mousy. | wouldn't have had it any other bally way.
None of it was your fault. W' d have come al ong whether you liked it or not.
Now stop that kind o' talk an' save your breath."

"You're a good friend Tarquin L. Wodsorrel. | won't forget you."

"Should jolly well hope not. Rosie too. Hope she thinks of old Tarkers feedin'
the fish now an' then. Ch, Rosie, you'll never find another as devil-may-care

an' handsone as ne, poor old thing!"

Mari el draped her Gullwhacker across the harolina. Her |inbs were beginning to
tire; seawater | apped into her nouth and she spluttered.

"I say, why don't you take the swallow out of your nmouth an' tie it round your
neck?"

"Good idea, Tarquin. Thank you."
"Ch dear, there's the jolly old sun beginnin to set.”
"I"'mso tired, | could lie back in the water and go to sleep.”

"Steady on there—don't start talkin' like that. Here, 1'll hold you up for a
bit."

"No, Tarquin, you need all your energy to stay afloat yourself."

"Fi ddl e-de-dee! 1've got energy | haven't even used yet. There, how s that,
Mari el @l whacker?"

"That's fine, Tarquin. But you won't be able to keep us both up for long."

"S' pose not, but when that time cones we'll sink together, wot?"

dinging to each other, they bobbed on the open sea, oblivious of the glory of
the setting sun and the many-hued sky which reflected in the waters all round.
Ni ght closed in on the hare and the nousenai d.
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Two massive paws shot down into the water and grabbed them both, hauling them
effortlessly out of the night sea and onto a heavi ng deck



"Wyodsorrel, | mght have known it would be you!"

Semi consci ous and shivering uncontrollably, Tarquin peered up into the huge
striped face of Rawnbl ade.

"I s-s-say, mLord, d-d-didn't know you'd taken t' b-b-boatin', wot?"

"You young rogue, | suppose you've brought this poor nmousenmaid al ong with you
just to get her drowned!"

"Quite the c-c-contrary, s-s-sir."
"Hm we'll discuss that later, after you' re both fixed up."

When Mariel regai ned consci ousness she was in the cabin of the Wavebl ade. A
charcoal fire burned in the small stove, and she was clad in cast-off searat
garnments. Lord Rawnbl ade made her drink sonme heavy dark wine and eat a little
dried fruit.

Tarquin was fully recovered. Mariel could not suppress a smle at the comica
figure he cut, dressed in searat silks with a cloak of yellow chenille draped
about him Tarquin admred the daggers and swords he had stuffed into the

wi de- sashed belt of orange satin, and earrings and bangl es jangled as he
twirled about dramatically.

"Haharr, me booties, 'tis only I, Tarquin the Terrible!"

Rawnbl ade sniffed away a smile threatening to steal across his face. "I'd say
awful was nore appropriate than terrible.”

The badger Lord turned to Mariel.

"So tell ne, mousemaid, what were you doi ng bobbi ng about on the high seas in
conpany with this addl e-brained creature?"

Mari el sipped nore of the wine, feeling its dark
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warnth confort her. "Well, it's a long story, sir, but 1'll start at the
begi nni ng. "

Qut si de, wi nd keened the darkness, scouring the face of the sea as rain began
to spatter the decks. Wavebl ade cut her course northward, her tiller lashed in
position by the sodden Gull whacker as the ship plowed on through the night,

gui ded by a small netal swallow
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Abbot Bernard watched the two young shrews as they attacked the Abbey

br eakfast board |Iike hungry wol ves, sw gging pear cordial, stuffing plumand
greengage tart and grabbing hot el derberry nmuffins dripping with honey.

"My word, Mother Mellus, those two young ones can put it away!"

"Aye, bless them you'd think we were facing a ten-season famne."

Si meon checked the paw of one from reaching for acorn and rhubarb crunble.
"How many nore of you do the searats have?"



"Seventeen, | s'pose, or eighteen—aye, eighteen countin' the squirrel."

Friar Alder turned his eyes upward, nudgi ng young Cockl eburr. "Dearie ne,
i magi ne anot her eighteen like that at breakfast!"

"Boilin' breadl oaves, Friar. They'd eat us out o

ki tchen an' Abbey!"

00

Clary sat in Gabe Quill's cellar, sanpling the |atest rosehip squash with
Forenol e as they ni bbl ed cheese and beechmast bake to counteract the sweetness
of the drink.
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"Ahurr, you' msay 'ee wants four of us'ns this comn' noight, zurr."

"Yes indeed, four stout mole chaps—all good diggers, mnd you."

"Hurrhurr, baint no crittur better at diggen than us'n nolers. G'd say Dan'1l
Buxt on, G- oaby an noiself. Aye, we'n's the ones."

"Ri ghty-ho, Forenole sir. Meet us at the gatehouse two hours after dark."
"Doan't 'ee wurry, zurr. Us'll be thurr, boi 'okey us will."

"Good chap, knew I could count on you. Have sonme nore of this rosehip stuff.
Quite nice, but atrifle swet, wot?"

"No sweeter'n rose'ips orter be, zurr. Fill "er up iffen

'ee please.”

Gabe Qill filled a jug froma polished cask. He set it on the table, sniffing
ri ghteously over the remarks bei ng made about the sweetness of his rosehip
squash.

"Try sone o' this elderflower an' larkspur cordial iffen you likes a |ess
sweeter drink. But while you're a-doin' that, tell me, M. dary, why did you

only free two slaves |as' night?"

G ary sipped the new drink, raising his eyebrows appreciatively. "Well, M.

Quill, it's quite sinple really. Mre than two at a time would be rather
awkward to cope with, seein' as how they've got to be hel ped every step of the
way. After all, they are in chains, y know bein' oarslaves, they're stil
chained in twos, each creature to his galley bench partner. If we can manage
nmore'n two, all well an' good. W'Ill see how nany of the poor blighters we can
bag tonight. Now, listen carefully, Forenole ne old digger, here's the

plan ..."

00

Graypatch had been all day meking the searats' woodl and canp secure agai nst
intruders. He sat on a |og, checking out the new setup with Fishgill.
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"Tripwires hidden in the undergrowh all around the edges o' the canp, rope
traps in the trees?"

"Aye, Cap'n. Me 'n'" Frink an' Kybo rigged the rope traps. Anybeast sneakin’
around out there at night'Il find thensel ves suddenly hangin' upsi dedown from
atree. The tripwires are all stretched tight an' well-hidden too."

"Good! Now these oarslaves—we'll hold "emin the center of the canp, just to
one side of the main fire. That way they'll be surrounded by the crew "

The evening fires had been lit. Al around them searats squatted, cooking
what ever they had found during the day. Bigfang roasted dandelion roots and
some small hard appl es he and Lardgutt had conme across, grunbling as he

wat ched Kybo.

"Huh, what use is roots an' sour apples to me 'n' Lardgutt? W' re searats;
thi s woodl and garbage woul dn't feed a sick maggot. Kybo, nmatey, how s about
sharin' that great fat woodpi geon yer roastin', with a couple of old
messmat es?"

Kybo kept his eyes on the roasting neat, his claw straying to a long rusty
dagger he kept nearby. "Get yer own rations, Bigfang. Me 'n' Fishgill an'
Graypatch snared this one while we was layin' out tripwires an' you was lyin'
round snorin' like a hog. You want neat, get out an' hunt it."

Lardgutt's eyes strayed to the roasti ng woodpi geon as he absently reached into
the enbers for a toasted apple, with the result that he scorched his cl aws.
Bad-tenperedly he flung the apple fromhim "Yowh! That's it! I'Il starve
afore | eat that nuck!"

Bi gf ang | ooked around at other searats who had not been fortunate enough to
obtain neat. They were toasting, roasting and charring al nost any kind of
vegetation they could scavenge. Bigfang spat into the flanes.

"Hah! Livin' off the fat o' the land, eh, buckos? Does this look like the
berth we was proni sed? Landl ords of Mbssfl ower—+ook at us! Gubbin' fer roots
an' berries,
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scrapin' about an' fightin' with yer own shiprmates fer anythin' growin' outta
the soil! Wiy don't we attack Redwall agin, that's what | want ter know.
Sittin' round protectin' some oarslaves |ike they was precious booty, where's
that a-goin' to get us, eh?"

Murnmurs of agreenent arose around the canp. Graypatch strode over, carrying a
heavy |linb of dead oak. He threw it onto the fire, causing a shower of sparks.
Bi gf ang and Lardgutt were forced to junp back, beating off the fiery splinters
whi ch | anded on them their apples and roots conpl etely squashed and rui ned
beneat h t he wood Graypatch had thrown on the fire. The searat Captain prodded
Bi gfang viciously in the ribs with his curved sword.

"Always the thickhead an' the rabble-rouser, eh, Bigfang. | don't know why I
keep yer alive. It's not for your brains, | can tell ye. Anybeast with half a
grain o' sense would tell yer what |I'm about. Last night taught nme a | esson

if those Redwallers want to free the slaves, they've got to come an' try, see?
Look at it this ways, they're goin' to no end o' trouble to rescue slaves who
they don't even know. |'ve seen their type afore. Now, imagine how they'd fee
if we captured sonme of their own? Haharr, that'd be somethin' now, wouldn't

it! U havin' Redwallers as hostages. It'd be like ownin' a ticket fer free



entrance to their Abbey."

Bi gf ang rubbed his ribs where the sword had scraped his hide. "How do we know
they're goin' to cone

back?"

Graypatch shook his head as if despairing. "Short on brains an' |ong on nouth,

that's you, matey. O course they'll cone back. They're noble creatures, they
couldn't |eave poor slaves in the claws of us cruel sea-rats! But this tine
we've laid the traps, this time we'll catch them an' I'll parade "emin

chai ns outside their Abbey. You mark ny words, those Redwallers won't be so
high 'n' mghty then. They'll be ready to listen to old G aypatch's terns,
mat es. Aye, short on brains,
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Bi gfang, just like | said. You stick with nme, natey. Let ne do the thinkin',
and one day we could be rulers of a whole slave arny of Redwal |l ers, hahah

| magi ne that, they could be mercenaries, spearfodder—with an army that size we
could build ourselves another fleet an' conquer Terranmort for ourselves, kil
Gabool an' seize his island. Then we'd be rulers of Redwall an' Terranort,

mat es! "

00
Hon Rosie lay on her back a short distance fromthe canp. She twanged upon a
tripwire as she listened to Gaypatch lecturing his crew Cary and Thyne sat

with the nol es, holding a whispered conference.

"Super plan, y' knowtripwres, springropes an' hostages. |'d give the scurvy
bl aggard an ' A" for al ertness, wot?"

Forempol e extended his powerful digging claws. "O knows wot oi'd loik t' give
'"im pesky searatter!”

Cary was busy undoing a tripwire. "Good effort, all the same. Conme on, hares,
let's undo this little lot an' set it up in a new |location. Thyme, can you
manage those rope traps?"

"Certainly, Cdary old chap. | say, these searats are rather good at tying
knots and whatnot, mnust be with all that nmessin' about in boats."

"I 'spect so. How re you nole chaps feelin', fancy a spot of diggin ?"

"Hohurr zurr, we'mfrisky as frogs an' fitter'n fleas. Wwurr do 'ee want us
a-start, gaffer?"

Foremol e trundl ed about nuttering cal cul ations, glancing fromcertain spots on
the ground toward the rat canp.

"Qurr'm let oi see naow. Root crossens thurr, thurr an' yon. Stoans a-layen
yurr an' thurr. Reckernin' fer a swift 'n' easy deep tunn'l, oi sez us'n's be
hadvi sed to start diggen roight yurr!" He scratched a | arge X on the woodl and
floor with his digging claws.

Dan' 1, Groaby and Buxton went to it with a will.
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Sentries were posted all around the fringes of the canp. Gaypatch settled
down close to the fire, his one good eye searching the woodl and edge for signs
of movenent. Bigfang and Lardgutt fought briefly over possession of a ragged
bl anket before ripping it in half, then each lay down, trying to cover hinself
with the skinmpy remant. Gadually the searats' encanmpnent qui etened down for
the night, the silence broken only by an odd crackl e of burning branches on
the fires. Sentries blinked their eyes to stay awake, heads drooping as they

| eaned heavily on pi ke and spear

Bri gadi er Thyme watched the scene fromthe | ow boughs of a sycanore sone
di stance away. Finally satisfied that everything was ready, he clinbed down
and reported back to dary.

"Operation Qarslave now feasible to comence.

Sah! "

"Good scout, Thyme. Right, troops. Forward, the Buffs. Ch, and Rosie, try to
renmenmber, will you, one whoop an' we're in the soup!"

"Ch, | say, dary, jolly poetic—ene whoop an' we're in the soup. Not to worry,

|'ve given up whoopin' for
the nmoment. "
00

A searat naned Fleawirt |lay asleep facing the main fire. It was difficult
trying to sleep in open woodl ands after a life of sprawiing to rest in the
swayi ng, rocking crew s acconmodati on of a ship. Fleawirt awoke. H s face was
scorched and burning with the fire, though his back was stiff and chilled to
t he bone by the night breezes. He turned grunpily over, placing his back
toward the fire. As he did, a sharp twig stuck in his cheek. Fleawirt sat up
cursing silently as he rubbed his injured face. Then a very strange thing
happened.

Sitting up, facing away fromthe fire, Fleawirt found hinmself |ooking at the
oarsl aves. They lay sleeping, chained in pairs, sone whinmpering in their
dreans, others clutching each other tightly in slunber. Then
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there was a slight clink of chains and four oarslaves vanished into the
gr ound!

Fl eawi rt rubbed his eyes and yawned, half turning to He down once nore. Then
t he oddness of what he had seen hit him He stood bolt upright as another two
sl aves di sappeared into the earth!

"Cap'n Graypatch! Look, the slaves!"

Fleawirt's cries aroused the entire canp. Gaypatch sprang up and began
shaking Fleawirt.

"What's goin' on? Tell ne!"
"The sl aves, the ground, four of 'em then another two, the floor, | sawit!"

"Stop babblin' like a fool. Now tell nme what happened, properly!"



"Well, | was sittin' up awake an' all of a sudden | saw four of the oarslaves
just vanish into the floor. | |ooked again an' another two went, right in
front o' ne eyes, Cap'n. | swear it!"

The oarsl aves were wakeni ng, yawni ng and rubbing at their eyes as the noise
around them grew i nto a hubbub. Graypatch ran anbng them scattering the thin
bodies left and right, a flaring torch held high. Quickly he counted
them+twel ve, including the squirrel. Fleawirt was right—six oarslaves had
vani shed, somehow. He stunmbled as he stepped into a small pothole, which on
cl oser inspection proved to be a tunnel which had been backfilled after the
sl aves escaped. Gaypatch sank his sword uselessly into the | oose earth,
stabbing at it wildly.

"It was a tunnel! They got six slaves out through a stinkin' tunnel!"

Bi gf ang strode about, nodding his head knowi ngly. "So, a tunnel, eh,
mat es—that's how they did it. Prob'ly got sonme of those squirrels to do their
diggin' for them | thought so!"

Graypatch grabbed Bi gfang by the nose. Digging his claws in tightly, he
twisted with cruel ferocity.
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"Ml es, muckhead, not squirrels! Mles, d ye hear
ner

Bi gf ang pranced about, tears squirting fromhis eyes. Graypatch ainmed a hard
ki ck, which caught himin the rear and sent himspraw ing.

"Now up on yer claws, the ot o' yer. Spread out an' get searchin'. They can't
have gone far. | want 'em back, dead or alive!"

G ary, Thynme and Rosi e appeared, just outside the clearing, "I say,
sl obber chops, you shouldn't've tw sted the poor chap's hooter like that. He
was right, we did use squirrels!"”

"Cet theeeeeemmi " Gaypatch's voice was somewhere between a roar and a
screech.

The searats charged forward in a nob at the three hares. Then they hit the
tripwires that had been carefully set anew. The hares nelted into the

woodl and, being careful to travel in the opposite direction from Forenol e and
his crew, who were guiding the six slaves back to Red wall.

Graypatch and several others who had been at the back of the charge foll owed
the hares, |eaping over the sprawing heaps of rats who had fallen or tripped
or been pushed onto the tripwi res by the nomentum of their dashing conrades.
Graypatch | ooked back at them over his shoul der.

"Blunderin' idiots!"

There was an inmmense tug on his legs. Instantly he was sw ngi ng back and forth
as he dangl ed upsi de-down froma spring rope tied to a tree linb. H's head
cracked painfully against that of Frink, who was al so suspended upsi de down by
a rope.

Back at the canp, Bigfang had scranbl ed upright and was shouting, though his
nose | ooked like a ripe plumready to burst.



"See, | told you it was squirrels. | was right—+the rabbit said so!"
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Chai ns clinked as hamrers thudded, sending keen-tipped chisels biting through
the chains and fetters of the oarslaves. Forenole patted each one fondly upon

the head as they were freed.

"Hurr, guddbeasts, you'mgo naow an' junp in 'ee barth, thurr be clean
cloathen an' vittles aplenty when you' m warshed!"

Mot her Mellus wi ped her eyes on a spotted kerchief. "You can al nost see their
bones sticking out, poor little things!"

Fl agg struck the last of the chains free. "Don't fret, marm They've got
mouths to eat with—they' |l soon be fat as hogs."

Gabriel Qill sniffed. "Speak for yourself, streamdog!"

00

Before they went to the dormtories, Cary and his

friends sat with Forenole and the crew around the

fireplace in Cavern Hole, drinking a nightcap of mulled

COct ober al e.

"Excel l ent night's work, chaps. Eight down, twelve

to go, wot?" Thyne stared into the flames. "Right you are, old
sport, but it's goin' to get much harder each tinme, now

that they know what we're really after. Miuch jolly well

harder." Hon Rosie enptied her tankard at a single gulp.
"Cary, my |?"

"Ch, | s'pose so. Permssiont' carry on, Rosie." "I say, dary, thanks.
Whoohahahahahooh! " Dan'1l and Groaby banged their tankards down upon

the hearth, wincing visibly at the ear-splitting sound. "Gnvawl That's et, oi'm
arf t' bed!"™ "Hurr, an' oi too, afore oi'm deafened fer loif!"
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Captai n Catseyes of the Seatal on patted the new sword at his side proudly.
Never had a searat set eyes upon such a sword as this. He watched the two new
oar sl aves bending their backs as they pulled in stroke with the others.

"Up an' one, an' down an' two, Bend yer backs an' curse yer birth. Up an' one,
an' down an' two, Pull those oars fer all your worth!"

The grating voice of the slavedriver echoed across the benches as he strode up
and down, flicking his cruel whip, reciting the crude rowi ng poemas he laid
out about him



"Up an' one, an' down an' two, Some have backs wi thout no hide. Up an' one,
an' down an' two, Those who couldn't row have died. Up an' one, an' down an'
two, Here's a gift fromnme to you!"

He | ashed out with the whip. An oarslave arched his back and screaned.
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Cat seyes nodded toward Dandin and Durry. "The two new 'uns, how are they
shapi n' up, Bl odge?"

Bl odge the slavedriver flicked his whip toward the pair. "No better or worse
than the rest o' them Cap'n. Though they're still fresh an' strong, a season
or so eatin' slave slops an' the weight of that oar they're chained to should
knock sone o' the starch out of '"em"™

Cat seyes strode down the alleyway between the oars until he was facing Dandin.
The searat Captain drew the sword, watching the lantern lights playing up and
down the length of its wondrous bl ade.

"You don't |ook much like a warrior nouse. Wiere'd a liddle fish like you cone
by a bl ade such as this beauty?"

Dandi n's eyes blazed fire at the Captain of the Seatalon. "I am Dandi n of
Redwal | . That is the sword of Martin the Warrior. You are not fit to wear it,
rat!"

Cat seyes nodded to Bl odge. The sl avedriver flailed his whip hard agai nst
Dandi n' s back. The young mouse did not even flinch, he continued to glare his
hatred at the searat Captain. Catseyes |aughed.

"Feisty Hddle brute, ain't you. Well, we'll see about that."

Fishtail the mate | eaned across the rail, listening to his Captain's
instructions as Terranort |Isle appeared like a tiny pinpoint on the horizon

"Cap'n Fl ogga should be there with the Rathelm It could be dangerous fer ne,

Fishtail —I'mno friend of Gabool or Flogga. When we drop anchor in Terranort
cove, | want you to go up to Fort Bladegirt an' spy out the lay o' the |and.
Take nost of the crewwith yer, matey. 1'll be all right aboard here with

Bl odge an' five others. Stay well armed an' careful, keep an eye peel ed on
that Gabool and learn if anybeast brought G aypatch back an' cl ained the booty
fromthe Darkqueen's hold. Ch, an' you night have a chat with Flogga, see if
he favors Gabool, an' listen out fer any talk of the other
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Cap'ns formn' an alliance agai nst Gabool. But m nd what | say, matey: be
careful of Gabool-he's wild, an' crazy with it. 1'll wait aboard this ship for
yer return.

Cot that?"

"Aye aye, Cap'n. Leave it t' ne."

00

The gruff voice of Blodge rang through the galley. "Ship oars, nme |ucky
buckos. W'll ride in to Terranort on



the swel | ."

Al'l around Dandin and Durry the oarslaves |eaned heavily on their oars,
bringing the shafts down and | ocki ng them by wedgi ng the ends beneath the
benches, thus |eaving the oarbl ades sloping high out of the sea to port and
starboard, giving Seatal on the appearance of a bird with outspread wi ngs as
she drifted toward Terranort on billow ng sails.

Durry licked his paws gently. "I feel powerful sorry for the pore child who
owns these paws. What nmy o' nuncle'd say if he saw his fav'rite nephew
a-chained up in sone scurvy searats' galley | fears to think!"

Dandi n wi ped beadi ng sweat fromhis brow "I wonder where we are.”

The little oarslave directly in front of him a field-nouse naned Copsey,
provi ded t he answer.

"We're coasting into Terranort. Didn't you hear Blodge? It makes no difference
where we drop anchor, us rowers stay right here, chained to our benches.
That's the Iife of an oarslave, Dandin."

She bent her head agai nst the oar and rested. Dandin patted her scarred back.
"Not if | can help it, Copsey." Woden bow s were passed anong the sl aves.
They | eaned toward the all eyway, each holding the big bow in their right paw,
the smaller in the left. Blodge passed with his assistant, a snmall, evil-faced
rodent named Clatt. They had with them twd wooden buckets, one full of boiled
barl ey neal, the other of water. Blodge filled the large bows with water,
Clatt the smaller ones with barley nmeal. Both rats thought it great fun to

sl op
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the water or nmeal carelessly at a bow so that it mssed and spl ashed upon the
deck.

"Come on, scum Lively now, an' hold those bow s out straight!"

"Aye, we're too kind to you idlers, treat you like a pair o' nursenaids, we

do. Hee hee hee!"

Using their paws to eat the | ukewarm ness, Dandin and Durry listened in to
Bl odge and C att's conversation.

"When | get to Bladegirt I'mgonna grab sone roasted seabird an' sweet wine
an' some o' those sugary dried fruits King Gabool keeps."

"Huh, you goin' to Fort Bladegirt? No such luck, Catt. You' re stayin' aboard
with me'n Cap' n Catseyes an' four others.”

"Cerrout, Blodge. Yer jokin' with ne!"

"Cap'n's orders, matey. Do as yer told, or else!" Blodge drew a cl aw across
his throat, indicating what woul d happen.

Catt threw the bucket down, its contents slopping out onto the deck. "Hell's
teeth! W may's well be oarslaves, stuck aboard this old tub all the tine
while others are havin' a good |leave on Terranmort. It's not right, mate, |
tell ye. I"'msick an' fed up with it!"



"Nan, you stop 'ere with me, Catt. | think there's goin" t' be trouble up at
Bl adegirt. Best we stay out of the way. Tell you what, shipmate—e'll go to
the forecastle head cabin an' make skilly, you an' ne."

Clatt brightened up at this suggestion. "An' sone raisin duff. Can we nmake a
pan o' raisin duff?"

"Aye, skilly an' duff. That'll gladden our 'earts. Ain't nothin' like skilly
an' duff in a snug liddle cabin.”

Clatt turned to the nearest oarslave, a very young shrew "Avast, you

bi | gepup, d'you like skilly an' duff?" The young shrew nodded vi gorously.
"Yes, sirl!"

"Well, you won't be gettin' none, it's all fer ne an' Bl odge. Hee hee hee!"
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Durry Quill gritted his teeth as they strode off laughing. "I'd like to neet

that Clatt when | don't have no
chai ns on one day!"
00

The Seatal on rode at anchor in Terranort cove as evening gave way to night.
The wi nd had dropped, leaving the air still and warm Captain Catseyes |eaned
over the rail, staring up to the lighted wi ndows of Bl adegirt. Bl odge popped
hi s head out of the forecastle cabin.

"Skilly an' duff, Cap'n. Me an' Catt made enough fer all claws aboard."

Catseyes left the rail, adjusting the sword of Martin so it rode nore
confortably at his side. "Thankee, Blodge. | think I will!"

00

The weary oarsl aves were slunbering chained to their oars as the hooded nouse
stole carefully into the galley-deck. He glanced around, shaking his head at
the pitiful figures. The nbuse was not young anynore, but he was well set up
and strongly built. Fromhis belt he drew several sharp three-cornered rasp
files. Dandin had been watching himthrough hal f-cl osed eyes; now t he young
nmouse sat upright as the other crept past him Dandin caught hold of the
stranger's dark cloak. "Wo are you? Wat are you doi ng here?"

The hooded nouse held up a warning paw. "Ssshhh! | bring freedom"

Dandi n nodded, recognizing i mediate friendliness in the stranger's voice.
"What do you want ne to do? Say the word and I'Il help."

"Wake the others as quietly as you can. Here, take one of these and use it on
t hose chains."

Dandi n accepted the file. He shook Durry and Copsey gently. "Hush now, be
qui et. Wake up the others, but do it softly."

Al'l around Dandi n oarslaves were being wakened as he worked away with the
file. It was a good file. He
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freed hinmself then began on Durry's chains. The hedgehog sniled at himin the
dar kness.

"Wait'11 | tells nmy o' nuncle 'bout this!"

The strange nouse gave a |low whistle, and twenty other mce entered the
gal | eydeck. They set about helping to rel ease the sl aves.

A small thin harvestnouse stood up. Unable to contain hinself, he |aughed
al oud and threw his broken chains noisily to the deck. One of the hel pers
nmuf fl ed the harvest nouse in his cloak, but it was too late.

Pawst eps sounded above, then Captain Catseyes' high-pitched voice called out:
"Who's that? Who's down there?"

The stranger took off his cloak. Beneath it he was a broad, fit-Iooking
fellow, clad in a searat jerkin, though Dandin noticed that he was conpletely
silvery gray. The nouse bundled the cloak up and passed it to Dandin. "Wo's
that calling out on deck?"

"Captain Catseyes, the Master of this ship. Wy?"

"Everybeast back at their oars, hide the broken chains and |leave this to ne.
Be qui ck now'

The oarsl aves seated thensel ves, whilst the other cl oaked mce hid beneath the
gal | ey benches.

"Cap'n . . . Cap'n Catseyes," the strange nouse called up to the deck. "Gaboo
sent me down. Hi s Majesty has news for you ..."

Cat seyes canme boundi ng down the conpani onway. Anxiously he strode up to the
strange nouse. "Wiat news from Ki ng Gabool ?"

The strange nouse stepped close in, drawing a dagger fromthe back of his
belt. "Gabool doesn't know, but | brought you this!"

He sl ew Catseyes with one fierce thrust.

Dandi n | eaped forward. Unbuckling the dead searat's belt, he retrieved the
swrord and scabbard. More paw steps sounded above on deck

"Cap'n, can we get sone wi ne fromyer cabin?"
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"Aye, skilly 'n' duff's better with a drop o' wine, Cap'n."

"That's Bl odge and O att," Dandin whispered to the stranger. "Leave themto us
when t hey cone down."

"Ri ght, how many nore aboard?"
"Four besides them"

"We'| | take care of them Get that body out of sight and sit back down as you
were. The rest of you hide."

Bl odge and C att cane stunmbling down into the half-1ight of the gall eydeck



Bl odge peered around bad-tem peredly.
"Cap'n, where are yer? Ain't we goin' t' get no w ne tonight?"
"Not tonight or any other night, slavedriver!"”

C att gave a squeak of dismay; blocking the stairway was the stranger, backed
by twenty hooded mice. He whirled about to find hinself facing Dandin. Bl odge
unwound the whip from about his shoulders and raised it threateningly. "Get
back, or 1I'Il have the hide off yer!"

Dandi n chopped the nailing lash in two pieces with a sweep of his sword.
"You'll never use that whip on another creature, rat!"

He hurled hinmself upon the slavedriver, who fell back yelling hoarsely as he
grappled at his belt for his own sword.

Copsey and Durry gave Clatt a mghty shove in the back, and he shot fromthe
al l eyway straight into the arnms of a bunch of oarslaves who were waiting,

swi ngi ng | engths of broken chain. Catt had tine for just one short despairing
scream Just one, no nore

From above decks the sound of four bodies splashing in the sea told the

oarsl aves that the stranger and his conpanions had dealt finally with the
remai ni ng crew nenbers. Dandin stood straight, distastefully w ping his sword
upon the fallen body of Bl odge.

"He died as he lived, a cringing coward who could only strike out at hel pl ess
creatures in chains!"
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The freed sl aves nade their way up to the deck. The stranger and his band
were loading up with any weapons that they could find. He nodded at Dandin
"Al finished down there?"

The young mouse sheathed his sword. "As finished as it'll ever be. Wat next?"

"W take everything we can fromthis ship-weapons, food and cl othing-then we
get off and sink her. Fromthere we go to the caves at the other side of the

i sland. When the time is right we will attack Fort Bladegirt and put an end to
Gabool the WIld. Are you with us?" J

The freed sl aves | ooked at Dandin. He grasped the stranger's outstretched paw.

"W're with you every step of the way and glad to be along! My nane is Dandin
of Red wall. Wat's yours?"

The stranger swirled his dark cloak about him a broad, honest grin creeping
across his strong features. "They call ne Joseph the Bell maker!"
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The norning was a fine one. Blue smoke fromthe searat canpfires drifted

t hrough the high woodl and trees, mngling with sloping shafts of sunbeam
across | eafy boughs of oak, ash, rowan, sycanore, elm and beech. Soft nosses,
short grass and variegated flowers carpeted the ground, broken here and there
by beds of fern and flowering nettles.



The beauty of it all was lost upon the searats; food was the nore practica
probl em of the nmonment. Gray-patch had argued, ranted and cajol ed, but the

faction led by Bigfang and Lardgutt won the day, appealing to greed rather
t han conquest. Hunger nmade Bi gf ang unexpectedly el oquent on the subject of
f ood.

Graypatch |istened, knowi ng he had no real answer to Bigfang' s argunent.

"Shipmates, we ain't woodl and rats, we're searats. W always had plenty o
fish an' seabirds too, besides what stores we could plunder. But here we ain't
got nothin', an' there's too many of us to be sharin' nothin'! Ch, |eaves,
berries, roots 'n' fruits are fine, if y'know which are the right ones an'

whi ch ones won't make a body sick or even kill yer. But we don't! So we're
goin' to starve if we can't get proper vittles to eat!™
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There was massive agreenment with this statement. G aypatch shrugged

"Well, fair enough, Bigfang. Tell us the answer—you're so smart!"

Bi gf ang had his answer ready this time. "I say we use our weapons to get food,
not to fight sone Abbey or guard a | ot of useless oarslaves. Split up, go in
gangs, fish the streanms an' ponds, kill the birds with slingshots, arrows,

anythin', but let's get sone decent grub inside of us!"
Amid the roars of approval, G aypatch waved his sword for silence.

"Al'l right, all right! That sounds sensible t' ne. | never had no objections
to a searat crew feedin' theirsel-ves, mateys. But there's still these

oarsl aves. They're ours, and we can't let 'em be nabbed away by those
Redwal | ers, so | suggest we build a cage for 'em then we can go huntin'.
Avast, what do ye say?"

Bi gf ang pointed his sword at Graypatch. "You do what you want, rat. We're
goin' to get food!"

The entire crew stopped what they were doing and watched. Bigfang had finally
| aid down his chall enge. Graypatch gripped his sword tight and confronted his

eneny.

"So, it's come t' this, eh, matey!"

Bi gfang circled, crouching low, sword at the ready. "I'mno matey o' yours,
rat!"
"Haharr, | reckon you fancy yourself as Cap'n round here!"

"Coul dn't make no worse a job of it than you, smart-mouth!”

Wth a roar they clashed, blade striking upon blade. The searats forned a
circle for themto fight in. Bigfang was strong; he used his sword like a

cl ub, hacki ng and bl udgeoni ng at his opponent. G aypatch was vastly nore
experi enced; he ducked and parried, dodging away fromthe main attacks, using
the canpfire as a barrier
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They fought in silence, none of the crew shouting encouragenent to one or the



other lest the shouter back the | osing beast. Dust and ashes fromthe fire
rose in billows as the pair battled savagely, Bigfang gaining the upper claw
slightly with his size, strength and ferocity. G aypatch countered nost of the
noves, sonetines meki ng Bi gf ang | ook awkward and ungainly, but as sword | ocked
sword they gritted and sweated, their faces al nost touching.

Graypatch began to realize that he was not as young and powerful as Bigfang.
Fi ghti ng desperately to keep the foe fromhis blind side, he felt hinself
starting to tire and weaken. But experience was on his side; he kept his
single eye on the main chance. Striving wildly, he turned Bigfang so that his
back was to the fire and redoubled his attack. Bigfang was forced backward
until one foot went into the fire. He yelped in pain. Gay-patch dodged away,
as if giving his adversary a chance to recover. Bigfang | ooked down at his
scorched foot-claws for a vital second

It cost himhis life. Graypatch snatched the spear that Frink was hol ding and
hurled it. He was too close to miss.

From the branches of a tall beech close by, a fat squirrel sat watching. He
shook his head as he saw Bigfang fall. "Hmm could' ve told himthat'd happen
That old rat's

no fool!"
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Graypatch stood with his narrow chest heaving. He glared around the circle to
reassert his authority as Captain.

"Come on, riffraff, anyone else wanna be Cap'n?
Speak up!"

A deathly hush had settled over the crew. The only sound was the crackling of
the canpfire as they stood staring at the carcass of Bigfang, who only nonents
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ago had been alive and arguing. Graypatch laid the flat of his sword agai nst
Lardgutt's throat.

"Come on, bagbelly. Do you fancy tryin' fer Cap'n?" Lardgutt could not even
gul p, the sword was so tight on his neck. "Not ne, you're the Cap'n .
Cap' n!"

Graypat ch nodded approvingly, inmrediately changing his nood. "Right, natey.
I"'mthe Cap'n an' | gives the orders. So let's see plenty o' stout wood bein'
cut to nake a cage fer our oarslaves. After that we'll head out into these
woodl ands an' plunder all the vittles a searat can |lay claws on. Now, what've
ye got t' say to that?"

Though the tone was subdued they all replied, "Aye-aye, Cap'n."

Ruf e Brush gave a shout of delight as the fat squirrel came bounding in across
the north wall with acrobatic skill

"Oak Tom you old bushrumbler! Well, curl ny tail!"

They hugged and westled, as squirrels do, then the normally taciturn Rufe
held his friend out at paw s-1ength.



"Let me | ook at you, treejunper. By the fur, you're twice as fat as a badger
at a feast. What've you been doin' to yoursel f?"

OGak Tom patted his vast stomach and chortled. "Yukyukyuk! Rovin' and eatin',

t hough nmostly eatin'. Doesn't slow ne down at all. I'mfaster than | ever was,
young Rufe!™

Again they fell to westling and huggi ng. Several Di bbuns had gathered to view
t he performance. They cal |l ed encouragenent, thinking it was sone sort of

fight.

"Bite his tail off, Rufel”

"Kick "imin '"ee gurt fat tumy, squirr'|[!"

Mot her Mel lus and Abbot Bernard came hurrying over. OGak Tomrel eased Rufe and
performed several acrobatic pawsprings.

"Abbot Bernard, how are ye, Father? Ch, |ook out, it's old stripy top. Bet
y'can't catch ne for a bath now, Ma Mellus!"

The badger put on a nock-serious expression, wagging her paw at him "Just |et
me catch you, Oak Tom You were the worst Di bbun Redwall ever had to put up
with. 1'll wager you've not had a bath since you left here | ast summer."

The fat, ninble Cak Tom bounded up on Mellus's broad back and whi spered in her
ear, " 'Course | have. Here, this is for you."

Pulling a small package fromhis traveling bag, he dropped it in Mellus's paw
The badger sniffed it appreciatively.

"Ch, jasmine and | avender soap! Wuwere did you get it? No, don't tell me, I'd
hate to think of one of ny D bbuns stealing."

OGak Tompulled a long face. The Abbot patted his head fondly.
"She's only joking, Tom Conme and talk to ne, tell me all the news of your
travels. You're just in time for lunch—ae're eating out in the orchard. Sunmer

sal ad, | eek and celery soup, hot rootbread and strawberry trifle to follow"

"You must've known | was comin' back. My favorite of all: strawberry trifle.
Yahoooooo! "

OGak Tom went hurtling away toward the orchard in a series of blurring
somersaults. Runn and G ubb wat ched hi m go.

"He nust've been a terrible Di bbun, worser'n us!" "Buhurr aye, oi weager'ee
wurr a gurt fat hinfant!"
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The news Gak Tom brought was extremely serious, particularly to dary and his
long patrol. They listened intently.

Mel [ us gl anced anxiously at Cary when Oak Tom finished telling what he had
Wi t nessed at the searat
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canp. O ary paced about in the shade of a gnarled pear tree.
"A big cage, y'say. Just how big, Ton®"

"Big 'n'" strong enough t' hold all twelve o' them Wl made too, with thick
branches an' | ashings. Very heavy, I'd say."

Clary struck the tree with his paw. "Darn! | knewit'd come t' this, sonehow. "
"What does it mnean, Col onel ?"

O ary coughed and brushed his whiskers with the back of a paw. "Ch nothin',
marm At |east, naught fer you to worry your head about. Leave it t' ne. 'l
have a word with nmy jolly old pals —we'll sort it out. Tickety-boo—that's the

word, wot!"

Si meon groped about with his paw until he touched Mellus's cheek. "There was a
ot of false bravado in what Cary said. | think he's worried."

Saxtus watched the lanky figure of the hare retreating toward the Abbey. "Yes,
the nore anxious hares get the lighter they seemto nmake of things, have you
noti ced?"

Mel lus stared at the young nouse intently. "That's a shrewd observation for
one so young, Saxtus!"

00
In the dormitory allotted to them the three hares sat upon the rush-matted
floor. Clary had laid out a plan of the searat encanpnment with various bedroom
articles. He placed a lantern squarely in the mddle. "That's where the bally
cage is, chaps."

They studied it, Thyne stroking his waxed nmpustache whi skers.

"Hmm difficult, extrenely awkward, wot! But y'say they've all gone out
killin'" birds an' the like. P raps there's a chance we could pay the

confounded canp a visit now and nmake a surprise sortie?"

G ary shook his head. "No chance, old lad. OCak Tom went an' scared off all the
gane in the blinkin' neighborhood. There won't be a bird or a fish for niles.
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They' Il prob'ly be back by now, roastin' roots an' burnin' apples an' whatnot.
It's a rotten ol' standoff."

Hon Rosi e shrugged. "No way out—we're stunped!”

Cary sighed. "There is one way, the only sure way. | knew it'd cone down t
this eventually, as soon as | saw those searats in Mssflower country | felt
it in m bones."”

They sat | ooking at each other awhile, then Clary sniffed airily.

"Still an' all, Lord Rawnbl ade woul dn't have us do anythin' else."

Thynme chuckl ed. "Rather, old Rawney'd have a blue fit if we didn"t!"

Hon Rosi e picked up her |ance and began polishing it. "I say, then let's do



it, just for a lark. Whoohahah-

ahooh! "
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Gabool the WId did not bother covering up the pit anynore. He cackled nadly
as he gazed in at the |oathsome sight of the huge black scorpion perching on

the carcass of Fishtail, forner ship's mate of the Seatal on

"Haharrharrharr! That'll teach Catseyes t' send scurvy traitors spyin' on ne.
What d'ye say, Skrabblag?"

The glistening arachnid clicked and rustled bal efully. Gabool strode out
gesturing into the air as he conversed with hinself.

"No need for Cap'ns when there's a King! I'll show 'em badgers 'n' bells,
ships 'n' searats, Cap'ns 'n' Kings. Haharr, round an' round they run
a-chasin' each other through nmy head, but Gabool will win in the end!"
He swept into the banqueting hall, where the assenbl ed searats watched in

ast oni shment as he stood, claws on hips, talking to the great tarnished bel
whi ch dominated the center of the floor

"Go on, ring yer way out o' that one, hearty! Ch, you'll sing fer ne one day.
Ri ng, ring, Gabool the King!"

He whirled upon the two crews. "An' what're you all gawpin' at, pray? Nothin'
t' do, nothin" to report?

"The Seatal on's been sunk in the cove!"

Not bothering to see which rat had spoken, Gabool dashed to the w ndow.
"Hellfires! That's two vessels in as many days, first Darkqueen an' now

Seat ahnl "

"That wasn't Darkqueen, Lord, it was Rathelm Cap'n Flogga's ship."

Gabool stroked his |Iong, unkenpt beard. "Darkqueen, Rathelm sane thing.
There' s Wavebl ade, Ni ghtwake, Crabclaw, an' Blacksail, all t' come in. Let ne
know t he nmonent they anchor."

After he had left the hall the gossip ran rife.

"Gabool's crazier'n a scal ded beetle!"

"Don't let himfool yer, matey. He could still recall what ships he's got out
at sea—aye, an' their nanes, too."

"I tell yer he's bats, chattin' away to a bell, pretty as y'please."

"Well, crazy or not, this is the place where all his booty's hid. Cap'n Flogga
told me that."

"Aye, an' where's Fl ogga now?"
"An' Fishtail as well. |I've seen nary a sight o' himsince we canme here."

"I say let's wait'll the rest o' the fleet's in, then we'll see what the other
Cap' ns have t' say about all this rigamarole.”



"Wai t —what el se can we do but wait, shipmates? Both our vessels are sittin' on
the bed o' the cove down there. Somebeast scuttled 'em they're sunk!"

"Gabool ' s changed. See his eyes? They're red like blood. He's actin' strange,
mates —unnin' round this place filthy as sonme ol' tranmp. That was never his
way. | don't mind tellin' yer, |I'mscared."

"Anyrat who isn't is a fool, matey. But we're stuck 'ere, so we better make
the best of it. Any vittles in the kitchens, | wonder?"
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Tarquin kept for'ard | ookout, Mariel took the stern, Rawnbl ade stood at the
tiller, steering a course off-line with the little swallow s flight as it
dangl ed on its thread beneath the awning.

Mariel left off scanning the horizon to stare at the inpressive figure of Lord
Rawnbl ade W destripe. He resenbl ed sone gi ant stepped out of |egend, clad
partially now in helmet and breastplate, the sword Verm n-fate resting beneath
one paw as he steered with the other. Spray glistened, dew ng the shaggy fur
as his keen dark eyes gazed out across the seas, brows lowered as if he were
ponderi ng some nystery known only to badger Lords. This then was the creature
for whom her father had cast and nade the great bell; she could think of no
nobl er or worthier owner for her father's masterpiece. Her father, Joseph. The
nane neant everything to Mariel: security, |ove, guidance and a conradeship
bet ween parent and child that was nore |like having a best friend than a father
at times . . . his hunporous twi nkling eyes and ready wit.

"I say, old gel, have y'gone asl eep back there? Ships ahoy and astern!"
The sound of Tarquin's voice brought Mariel back to reality.

Three sets of sails had appeared on the horizon in their wake, and Lord
Rawnbl ade gave swift instructions. Wthout questioning his authority, Mariel
and Tarquin took up their positions whilst the badger Lord conceal ed hinsel f
in the cabin bel ow.

The three vessel s N ghtwake, Crabdaw and Bl acksail were traveling back to
Terranort in | oose convoy, though now they sensed Terranort was reasonably
near they broke formati on and began racing to see who could anchor first in
the cove.

Captai n Hookfin of the Blacksail held the tiller steady as they ran before the
sout hwest w nd, tacking occasionally to keep his craft on course. He cursed as
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the Ni ghtwake drew level, with her master Riptung at the helm "A cask of dark
wi ne | beat ye back, R ptung!"

Ri ptung swung the tiller over recklessly, causing himto veer. "Haharr, not in
that ol' tub y'won't, matey!"

Wth superb skill and daring, the corsair Ginooth plied his craft between
t hem both. "Hoho, 1'Il show ye how a real searat sails, mates, an' |'Il drink
that wine to teach ye both a I esson in searatship!"

The Ni ghtwake was now cl osest to Mariel and the Wavebl ade as the three ships
bore onward, all oars pulling and sails at full stretch.



Ri ptung wi ped spray fromhis eyes and | ooked across. Fromthe distance all he
could see was a very small steersrat and an extra-Ilanky | ookout, both decked
out in the tattered finery of searats.

"Ahoy, Wavebl ade, where have ye cone fron?" Ri ptung called out.

The snmml| steersrat indicated back across her |eft shoul der, but did not shout
a reply. R ptung understood.

"South, eh. W wer down that way, nust've nmissed yer. Are you on for a race
back to Terranort, cask o' wine fer the prize?"

The small rat shook its head, jiggling the tiller and shrugging.
Ri ptung nodded. "Rudder trouble, matey? Where's Cap'n O geye?"

The | anky one on | ookout pantom med sl eep, resting his head on the foredeck
rail and pointing bel ow

Ri ptung | aughed al oud. "Haharr, lazy ol' Orgeye, snorin' |like a hog. Too nuch
wi ne, eh?"

The | anky one did a stagger and held his stomach and forehead at the sane
time. Riptung snote the tiller, |aughing uproariously.

"Scupper nme, the drunken ol' bl ubberfish. Ahoy there, tell 'imwhen he wakes
that he m ssed a chance o' winnin' a big cask o' wine."
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The two searats waved back as the ships drew away, racing pell-nell for
Terranort, Riptung shouting tidings of Orgeye to the other two Captains, who
shook their heads with nerrinent.

Rawnbl ade' s huge head poked out of the cabin doorway. "Have they gone?"
Tarquin blew out a long sigh of relief. "Aye, mLord, but it was a close
thing. Any nearer to us and the game woul d' ve been up; they woul d have seen we

weren't bally searats."

Mari el |eaned back against the tiller, w ping her brow "Wew See that? It
isn't seaspray, it's sweat. How they could ever have taken nme and Tarquin for

a couple of scurvy searats, |I'Ill never know. "
Rawnbl ade strode up on deck. "We'lIl furl in the sails and let themget into
Terranort well ahead of us. Up you go, Wodsorrel. I'mtoo heavy to be

clinmbing masts, and Mariel's needed on deck."

Tarquin took a | ook at the swaying mainmast billowing with sail. He threw a
paw across his eyes and staggered giddily.

"Ch, corks. Do | have to clinb up that great swayin' thing an' fold all those
wi ndy old bedsheets? Do | really, sir?"

Rawnbl ade pointed a stern paw to the topmast. "Up, Wodsorrel, up!"
Tarquin spat on his paws but nmade a last-ditch plea to a passing gull. "I say,

birdie old bean, just furl a jolly old sail or two as you're passin', there's
a good chap."



The sea gull flew heedl essly on. Rawnbl ade stood with his hefty paw stil
pointed into the rigging. "Up!"

Tarquin nervously scaled the mast, calling out to the sea gull, who had
deci ded to hover overhead and vi ew the perfornance.

"Yah rotten ol' featherbag, bet your mumwas a cuckoo. Ch golly, if Hon Rosie
could see ne now she'd split her fur |aughin ."
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At that precise noment Hon Rosie had never been nore serious in her life. She
stood in a small wooded area, just out of sight of the searat canp. Wth her
were Cary, Thyme, Rufe Brush, Oak Tom and the pretty squirrel Treerose. The
hares were arned to the teeth—I| ances, bows, arrows and a dagger apiece. Cary
was talking to the squirrels.

"Now you know the drill, chaps. As soon as | shout out t' you then you cone
runnin', get the slaves away pretty darn quick an' head north, take a | oop
south an' straight back to the Abbey. I've left that big otter chappie Flagg a
note—he' Il know what t' do. Don't forget nowwhatever happens, keep the bally
slaves goin' full speed an' get 'em back to Redwal | posthaste, wot!"

Ruf e Brush clapped Cary on the back. "CGot it. Keep the slaves goin' till
we' re safe back home, right? But what about you three?"

Thyne tested his bowstring. "Don't worry about us, |addie buck. W'Ill be right
as rain, won't we, Rosie?"

"What, oh er, rather! Get the little thingumm es back to the wotsit and | eave
the rest to us. Tickety-boo an' all that!"

Cary glanced at the noon sky. "Tine to go, troops!"
Ruf e, Tom and Treerose shook paws with the three
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hares. Cary sent themoff. "Get round the back of the canp an' wait for ny
signal ."

"Ri ghto. Goodbye an' good | uck, Thyne."

"Toodl e-pi p, old scout. Chin up."

Treerose waved. "Goodbye, Rosie. See you back at the Abbey."
Rosi e nodded. "' Course you will, pretty one. n

your way now, "

VWhen t he squirrels had gone, Col onel dary

i nspected his patrol

"Very smart, top marks, good turnout, wot!"



Thynme brushed his nmoustache one last tinme. "No excuse for sloppiness, ny old
pa al ways said."

They nocked shafts onto their bowstrings and strode off toward the searat
canp, talking softly to each other

"Make me proud of you now, troops."

"CGoes without sayin', Cary. W'll give Rawnbl ade sormethin' to tal k about
while we're at it, wot!"

"I say, Cary. Is it all right if | laugh
under way?"

n' hoot a bit once the show gets

"Perm ssion granted, Rosie old gel. You chuckl e as
much as y'like."
00

The searats were nilling about the fires, shoving and pushing as they tried to
get cooki ng space. There had been no fish or neat taken, as a result of Gak
Tom s activities in the area. However, they had found a good supply of wld
pears and apples, and plentiful dandelion roots. Now they cooked the fruits,
telling each other that there would be good hunting tonorrow when the birds
and fish returned.

The oarsl aves sat miserably in their | ong wooden cage. It was exceptionally
strong, being nmade fromthick green branches |ashed together with rope. The
young creatures gazed longingly out at their captors, knowing the only food
they woul d receive was the waste and scraps after the rats had glutted

t hensel ves.

Pakat ugg pushed his face agai nst the wooden bars.
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He had grown thin and gaunt in captivity, suffering the kicks and curses of
searats. He bitterly regretted tracking the Darkqueen in quest of plunder. Now
he sat staring through his prison at the woodl ands beyond, thinking of his
secret den far away, the cool green light fromthe shading trees, the nossy
rocks and trickling stream.

Quite suddenly Pakatugg saw the three hares of the long patrol! They were
striding grimfaced through the searat canp, making for the captives in the
cage, fully armed with | ance and dagger, each with a shaft drawn tautly on a

| ongbow. The squirrel watched themsilently, his eyes wide with disbelief. The
hares ignored the noisy crew of searats as they nmarched purposefully forward.

The rat called Fleawirt was first to see themas he turned fromthe fire.
"Hey! Where d'yer think yer go —"

Wrdl essly Thyne turned and sl ew him the heavy oak arrow knocking the
startled searat back fully three paces. Pandenoni um broke out. Before the rats
could grasp what was going on, another two fell, pierced by shafts fromd ary
and Rosie. As swiftly as they |oosed the arrows, the long patrol had fresh
ones stretched upon their bowstrings.

"Cet them " G eypatch bellowed, drawing his sword. "Don't just stand there,
kill "em"



Shaki ng the nunmbness of surprise fromhim one called Shorecl aw pl ucked his
spear fromthe ground and raised it. He was so close that Cary's arrow passed
t hrough hi m and wounded anot her standi ng behind. Rosie dodged a spear as the
trio qui ckened their pace. She sent her arrow zinging into the snarling face
of Kybo, cutting off the screamthat issued fromhis nouth. Now the hares sent
out the blood-chilling war cry of Sal amandastron; it rang out above the

cl anor.

"Eul al i aaaaaaa! !'!I'"

They arrived at the cage, still sending arrows from
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the form dabl e | ongbows thudding into the horde of advancing foe rats.

Pakat ugg shoved his paw through the bars. "Gve ne a dagger and I'Il cut the
ropes!"”

Cary tossed hima freshly sharpened knife from Redwal | ' s kitchen. "What ho,
you old villain! Chop away at the back of the cage, would you."

A spear took Thyne in the right footpaw. Gitting his teeth, he wenched it
out and hurled it back, wounding its thrower. "Ah well, no nore runnin' for ne
t oday, wot?"

Rosi e stopped a charging rat with her lancepoint. "Hate to rem nd you, old
thing, but we didn't cone here to run."

G ary whacked out fiercely, breaking a leg with the heavy yew bow. "Fanous

| ast stand, wot? Go out in a blaze of glory an' all that. Right, chaps.

Anot her quick volley, an' give '"ema shout t' let 'emknow we've

arrived. Firel"

Three arrows flew fromthe | ongbows into the seething rat pack

"Eul al i aaaal!'!"

Pakat ugg sl ashed frenziedly at the remaining rope |lashings in the back of the
cage. The bindings parted and a section of the woodwork fell away. The
oar sl aves huddl ed dunbly in a group. He pushed through them tugging at the
back of Clary's belt through the front bars.

"I'"ve done it, part of the back's fallen down!"

Col onel Cary winced as an arrow took himin the shoulder. "Wait'1l the
squirrels arrive, old thing, then follow 'em Take all the slaves an' stick
close to them no matter what."

Cary threw back his head and yelled, "Rufe, Tom Treerose! Now now now "
Thynme was kneel i ng. Wunded in both foot paws, he bravely held his bow

hori zontally, firing as rapidly as his dw ndling quiver of arrows permtted.
d anci ng
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back, he saw the three Redwal|l squirrels herding the timd oarslaves out



t hrough the broken cage into the woodl ands. Rosie was throttling a struggling
rat on her bowstring as Clary held off the mob with a Iance held in each paw

"M ssion acconplished, eh, Rosie old scout!"

"Rat her! Whoohahahahahooh! "

Standi ng at the back of the crew, Graypatch ran around bel aboring with the
flat of his sword as he roared hoarsely, "Get into 'em Conme on, yer

sluggards, rush "em"

Frink took aimand skillfully threw a | ong dagger. "Got 'im |'ve wounded the
big "un in the ribs!"

The grin of triunmph froze on his face as an oak arrow found him

Thynme tugged at Cary's leg. "Qut of arrows, old sport. Get ne up on ne pins
an' give nme a lance!™

Pakat ugg assisted in getting Thyme upright. Cary glared at him

"Where did you cone from mnister? You were supposed to escape with the rest.
won't stand for insubordination, y'know "

Armed with a searat cutlass and spear, the squirrel grow ed dangerously. "I'm
stoppin' here, see. Don't |like searats—dirty vermn beat ne an' made sport o
nme. Nobeast does that to Pakatugg. 1'll teach 'em™”

Rosie flinched as a sword caught her high on the cheek. "Good for you, Paka,
y' nasty old rogue, give 'emvinegar!"

Flinging their enpty quivers and | ongbows into the faces of the rats, the |ong
patrol brandi shed daggers and | ances. Charging forward, they carried the
battle straight into the ranks of the eneny, with dary calling out aloud,
"Nice day for it, wot!"

Thynme staggered forward. "Sunmer's ny fav'rite season, old lad!"

Hon Rosi e cl apped Pakatugg on the back. "Let's give

323

"emone | ast shout, for Sal amandastron an' the jolly old Abbey."

"Eul al i aaaa! Redwaaaaaaal |!'"

Acconpani ed by an old squirrel, the long patrol threw thenselves into the
how i ng nob of searats.

00

Not just Flagg, but every creature in Redwall Abbey stood out upon the north
ranparts, scanning the path in the pale noonlight for signs of novenent.

Mel lus and Flagg were arned with | ongbows; |anterns flickered all along the
wal [top in the hushed silence. Simeon the blind herbalist stood with the Abbot
and the Dibbuns, their bedtine forgotten in the tense, waiting atnosphere.

Si meon's voi ce was barely above a whisper, but it could be heard by many as he
addressed the Abbot.

"What' s happeni ng out there, Bernard?" "Nothing, old friend. It's very quiet



and still down there."

"Hurr, be they a-cumen yet, maister Sinmmen?" Sineon patted G ubb's velvety

head. "Only if you're very good and stay quiet, little nole.”" "QO be vurry
soi | i nt naow. Hussshhher!" "What ever possessed themto go on such an insane
venture?" Mellus murnured to Flagg. "Six of ours against all that rotten

horde. And to think it was | who urged Colonel Clary to rescue the slaves in
the first place.”

Fl agg shook his head. "No, marm it weren't you. Clary had it in his mnd to
do the deed anyway. He left ne a scroll tellin' all. | burned it in the

ki tchen stove as he wished ne to. So don't blanme yerself, marm They were
sworn to fight searats frombirth; it was their destiny."

00

M nutes stretched into hours as the Redwallers waited, straining their eyes
along the north path, sonetines expectant at a sign of novenent, only to have
their
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hopes dashed by the realization that it was nmerely a shadow as cl ouds scudded
across the noon, or the rustle of breeze-stirred foliage.

The Di bbuns had finally fallen asleep. Sister Sage covered themw th bl ankets
fromthe gatehouse as they |lay huddl ed together in the northwest corner of the
wal | t op.

Saxtus and Sister Serena carried a caldron of leek and celery broth fromthe
kitchens, followed by Friar Al der and Cockl eburr, |aden with wheat farls.

Gabriel Qill stared toward the eastern horizon over the treetops of
Mossflower. "Be dawn in two hour, | reckons.™

Foremol e was sl urping soup rather noisily froma wooden bow when Sineon
pl aced a restraining paw on him "Hush, | think | can sense sonething."

The Abbot held up his paws for silence all around. "Wat is it, Simeon?"

The blind nmouse | eaned out across the battl enents, his whiskers quivering
slightly. "Metal, | thought | could hear netal . . . Yes, there it is! Any
signs on the path?"

"None what soever."

"Sssh, there it is again, over there on the woodl and edge—netal . Wit
it's chains, | can hear chains!"

Saxtus sprang up between the battlenments with a whoop. "Hurrah! It's them |
can see Rufe Brush |eading the slaves out of Mssflower onto the path. Hi,
Ruf el ™

Fl agg acted speedily. "Marm put an arrow to your bow and stand beside ne
here. We'll keep them covered. Saxtus, Forenole, Gabe, you'll find spears down
by the main gate. Take twenty with you and escort them back in. Keep your wits
about you an' your eyes open. Hurry now, they rmay be foll owed by searats!"”

00



Wthout further event the |ast eleven slaves made it into the safety of
Redwal | Abbey. As the chains were
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being cut fromtheir wasted |inbs, the Abbot questioned the three squirrels
who had taken part in the rescue. Treerose and Oak Tom were crying; even the
normal |y tough Rufe Brush broke down and wept bitterly as they rel ated what

they had seen at the magnificent |ast stand of the |ong patrol

"They didn't stand a chance, yet they came through the center of that searat
canp | aughi ng and joking. They were conpl etely surrounded!"

OGak Tom was pale, his voice low and trenbling. "I never thought that was what
they nmeant to do, but it was the only thing they could have done to free the
slaves. What mekes it all so strange is that they knew what woul d happen, how
it must end!"

Treerose accepted a spotted handkerchief from Fore-nmole. "Oh, they were so
brave! Rosie smiled at me and said she'd see ne back here. Oh, Father Abbot,
why did they do it?"

Abbot Bernard shook his head gently. "Wo knows, child, who knows? Certainly
none of us at Redwall. W are infants in the ways of war. Colonel dary and
his hares were conplete warriors. Their seasons were nunbered from birth—they
knew this was the day their fates were sealed.”

Saxtus hung his head. "Yet they knew t hey were hel ping Redwal | and bringing
liberty to the slaves, so they went to nmeet their destinies smling and
joking. I was wong about the hares and I'll always remenber that when | make
j udgrment s about other creatures.”

00

Si reon and the Abbot went back to |ock the main gates

before turning in. Dawnlight was beginning to flush

t he ski es.

"Triunmph and tragedy in the one night, old friend." The Abbot kicked away a
stone whi ch was hi ndering

the closing gate. "Right, Sineon . . . Hey, you two,

cone in here. Right now" Bagg and Runn cane strolling through the gateway
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in their nightshirts. Abbot Bernard wagged a stern paw at them

"You two rascals should be fast asleep in bed. Wat are you doing out here on
the path, may | ask?"

Bagg rubbed his eyes sleepily. "Wavin' ¢ bye to Flagg an' Mum Mell's."

Throwi ng the gate back open, the Abbot hurried out onto the path. "Flagg and
Mot her Mellus? | can't see them Are you telling whoppers?"

Two heads shook vigorously.



"No, Father Habbit, sir. Honestly!"

"They went up that way an' into the woods." Runn pointed north.
"An' they was carryin' those big bows an' lots of arrers too!"
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Gabool unsheathed his sword and gl ared suspiciously at the three Captains who
had stridden into Fort Blade-girt at the head of their crews.

"What are you three doin'" here? Wat d' yer want?"
"You told us to conme back here, Gabool."
"King Gabool. You call ne King, d ye hear. Anyway, what news?"

"No news. Graypatch an' that dratted Darkqueen have vani shed fromthe seas—no
sign of 'em anywhere."

Gabool tugged absently at his matted beard. "That's no news. |'ve taken care
of Graypatch an' Darkqueen | ong ago. Bel ay, have you three swabs been sinkin'
ships in Terranmort cove?"

" Shi ps, what ships?”

"Two of 'em haharr, but never mnd that. Have ye heard the bell? \Wat about
t he great badger, did yer clap eyes on hin®"

Ri ptung | ooked from Hookfin to Grimooth. Al three raised their eyebrows and
shrugged. They watched as Gabool went across to the bell.

"See that! They don't hear ye, so why should I?"

"So it's right, he's mad as a gaffed fish," Ri ptung whispered to Gintooth.
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Gabool spun round. "Avast, don't you three start plottin' behind nme back!"

Ri ptung took a cask fromone of his crew. He banged it down upon the table,
stoving its head in with the hilt of his sword. "Nobeast's tal kin' about yer,

Ki ng Gabool. Conme an' share a beaker o' this wine that I won!"

Ginmooth strode to the wi ndow. He stood drinking his wine and | ooking out to
sea, then turned, |aughing, to the others.

"Hoho. Lookit, nmates, 'ere conmes the Wavebl ade, sailin' inter the cove like a
stranded sardine. Haharr, 1'Il wager ol' Ogeye's still in his bunk snorin'.’

They crowded to the wi ndows to watch. Hookfin tugged Ri ptung' s sleeve
urgently. "Did you | eave any watch aboard yer vessel, natey?"

Ri ptung swung a cl aw back over his shoulder. "No, they're all up 'ere with ne.
Why ?"

Hookfin pointed down at the three ships. "Then who's novin' those vessels out



ter sea?"

Ri ptung drew his sword and faced Gabool. "This is one o' your tricks. Wiat's
yer ganme?"

But Gabool did not hear the angry Captain, he was staring wld-eyed at the
hul ki ng figure that paced the deck of the Wavebl ade, distant but unni stakabl e.

"Aaaaah! It's him it's the badger!"

I mredi ately the three searat Captains and their King started bell owi ng orders
to the packed hall.

"Cet down t' the cove, stop the Blacksail puttin' out t' seal!"

"Kill the badger. 1'll nake any rat a Cap'n who slays him"

"Stop the Ni ghtwake, sone scurvy slob's tryin' to steal her!"

"The badger! Kill the badger, shipmates!"”

"Cet after the Crabdaw, buckos. Bring 'er back t' ne!"

"Whoever kills the badger is a rich rat, you got Gabool's oath on that!"
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Mariel stared at the three searat ships as Wavebl adc sailed into Terranort
cove. Rawnbl ade swung the tiller, navigating between them

"Strange, they've just arrived yet they're going out again."

Tarquin shaded his eyes and peered across. "Aye, an' those aren't searats who

are sailin' them What d' you think's goin' on?"
"Ahoy there, Mariell™

The nmousenai d gasped. There standing on the shore of the cove, waving at her
was Dandin. She junmped up and down, wavi ng back

"Dandi n, Dandin! Stay there, we're coning ashore!"

They plunged over into the shall ows and waded onto the beach

Dandi n hugged and patted Tarquin and Mariel, who in their turn squeezed him
tightly, ruffling his whiskers and patting his paws as if they could not

believe it was really him Smling happily (and sniffling a little), Dandin
managed to extricate himself fromthe wel coni ng huddl e.

"I thought you were dead, | was certain you' d been drowned, though there
wasn't rmuch time to think about that with the fix me and Durry found oursel ves
in. | tell you, don't ever beconme an oarslave, it's worse than being captured

by the Flitchaye!"

When the reunion was finished and Lord Rawnbl ade had been introduced, Mari el
| ooked about. "Where's Durry?"

No sooner had she spoken than, in company with two hooded shrews, Durry cane
poundi ng down the path to the cove. The young hedgehog | ooked very dashi ng,
wearing a broad | eather belt with several daggers bristling fromit and a hood



on hi s head.
"Ch, Durry, you do | ook a proper swashbuckler and no m stake!" Mariel |aughed.

However, Durry Quill was in no nood for banter. Puffing and bl owi ng, he waved
back over his shoul der

330

"Phew! Quick, 'urry up, there's about five 'undred searats 'ot on ne trail
They're comin' after you, | think. Mkla, Flann, get that ship out to sea.
"Il take these friends to the caves. Hurry!"

The two shrews M kla and Fl ann waded out to the Wavebl ade to take her out of
the searats' reach with the other three ships.

Mariel, Tarquin and Rawnbl ade foll owed Durry and Dandin as they raced off in
the opposite direction to Bladegirt, toward the sheer rocky coast which veered
up on the west side of the cove.

00

The searat frontrunners, with R ptung and Hookfin in the | ead, cane rushing
down the path to the shore of the cove.

Ri ptung threw his sword down in frustration. "Hell's tail! They're too far
out, we'll never get to 'emnow"

Hookfin raced about on the shoreline, searching for a dinghy to pursue his
ship in. "Thunder 'n' blood! Ain't there nothin' we can give chase in?"

An enterprising rat called Felltooth stripped off his nore cunbersone weapons,
thrust a dagger in his headband and entered the water

"Wavebl ade's not too far out, Cap'n Riptung. May'aps we can swmto 'er an'
use 'er to bring back the other three ships!"”

Riptung retrieved his sword. "That's the way, matey. Some of yer go with 'im

Any good swi nmers?"
Seven searats gripping daggers in their teeth waded into the sea.

Hookfin pointed in the direction of the crude trail which led up into the high
rocks. "Look, it's the badger!"

Dandi n gl anced down to the yelling hordes racing across the shore to the
rocks. "W've been spotted, here they cone!"

Lord Rawnbl ade set his back against a rock, raising
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the sword Vernminfate in both paws. "Get running, I'll stop them"

Dandin stood in front of the upraised sword. Rawn-bl ade was beginning to
breat he heavily, his eyes glazing over as he watched the searats bel ow. The

young nouse took the badger's paw.

"There's no need for you to stay. Cone with us. They'll never find us —you'l
see!l"



The badger Lord took considerable moving, all four tugging and pushing him
farther up the trail and behind an overhangi ng outcrop of rocks, where they
were out of sight of the rats. Durry went across to a big craggy boul der. He
pushed it, moving it easily to one side. Tarquin gasped in astonishnent at the
tunnel that yawned before them

"Golly! That's jolly clever, Durry—a secret tunnel. How did y' manage to nove
t hat whackin' great boulder with one single shove?"

Durry swelled his chest out. "I ate a good breakf'st."

Dandi n | aughed. "Take no notice of that little fibber. Cone inside and |'lI
show you how easy it is."

They filed into the tunnel, Rawnbl ade stooping to get his great size through
the opening. Dandin was last in. Quickly he set flint and tinder to a dry
brush torch and passed it to Mariel. "Hold this and watch."

Leani ng out of the cave entrance, Dandin gave the boul der a |light push and
sprang back. The nassive rock tottered slightly and rolled back into its
former position, blocking the tunnel entrance. He took a wedge of ship's
timber and slamred it tight against the bottom of the boulder. "There, that'l
stop anybeast noving it. The whole thing works on a fine balance, you see. Now
stay quiet and listen!"

00

Hookfin and a bunch of searats rounded the rocky outcrop. Before themthe
winding trail ran upward into the high hills, conpletely devoid of signs of
life. The searat Captain | ooked hither and thither w thout suc-
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cess. "This is the way they came. 1'd stake ne oath on it. Were've the scurvy
bl aggards got to?"

"They' ve vani shed, Cap'n!"

"Stow yer gab, biscuitbrain. Nobeast just vani shes. They're round
sonmewher es—+ know it."

ere

"Well, ny old dad used ter say that badgers were magi c beasts. Maybe they 'ave
vani shed, Cap'n!"

Hookfin aimed a kick at the speaker. "Huh, your ole dad nmust've lived up a
tree with a branch growin' through both ears. Don't talk such bilgerot. No,
they're round 'ere, | can feel it."

"May' aps they're be'ind that big boul der, Cap'n."

This remark did not inprove Hookfin's tenper.

"Aye, an' mayhaps |'l|l beat your brains out agin that great boulder if yer
make anot her stupid suggestion. Spread out an' |ook around.”

As they searched, one searat close to the boul der nudged his mate. "Can you
snell burnin', mtey?"

"No, but it'lIl probably be Cap'n 'ookfin's old brainbox tryin' ter figger out



where t he badger went. Heeheeheehee!"

"You two over there, stop sniggerin an
bl ade across yer backs!"

start searching or I'll lay ne sword

00

Rocki ng back and forth with silent mirth, the creatures in the cave |istened
to the searats outside. Even Rawnbl ade had to stifle a few chuckles. Finally
Dandi n took the torch and went off down the w nding rocky tunnel

"Come on, we can't stop here all day listening to those buffoons."

The tunnel sloped gently downward. Mariel stared at the rough rock walls in
the flickering torchlight as she followed Durry Quill. "Were are we going,
Durry?"

"Down to the main cave, missy. That's where us Trag warriors neet."

"Trag, what's that supposed to nean?"

Durry Quill flourished a fearsome dagger, nuttering darkly, "Terranort
Resi st ance Agai nst Gabool . Trag
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see, first letter o each word. You'll like our Chief though, he knows you
very well."

Mariel was nystified. "Knows me? How?" Durry smiled in the shadows as he
answered, '"Cos he's your daddy, Joseph the Bell naker!™"

Dandin felt the torch snatched fromhis grasp as Mariel dashed past. She

di sappeared down the wi nding tunnel, |eaving themgroping in the darkness as
t he nousenmi d' s voi ce echoed about them at a screaning

pitch.

"Fat her! Fatheeeeerrr!”

CXO0

It was an i nmense cavern, high above the tidemark on the sheer rock coast,
facing the open sea and well lit by the sumrer sun. Free creatures, forner
oar sl aves and Fort Bl adegirt drudges, sat about on rocky | edges, cleaning and
prepari ng weapons, cooking over fires and readying neals. Al activity ground
to an imredi ate halt as the nousenmaid cane hurtling down the tunnel into the
cavern.

Heedl essly dropping the flaring torch, she threw herself into the paws of
Joseph, hugging himfiercely as her tears flooded into the silver-gray fur of
hi s broad

shoul der.

"Father! Ch, Father! | always knew I'd find you again

someday! "

Joseph the Bell maker held his only child, the pain and angui sh of many |ong



days and nights turning to unbounded joy as a happy smile lit his strong face,
bani shing the glistening dew which threatened to spill fromhis proud eyes.
“Mariel . . . Mariel my little maid, how you' ve grown! | never knew all this
ti me whether you were alive, but in ny heart | refused to believe that you
were dead and | al ways knew you'd return sonehow, ny little Mariel!"

The others stunbled out of the tunnel, Durry Quill dabbing tenderly at his
swel I'ing snout, which he had banged against the rock walls in the darkness.
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"Well, wait'lIl I tell my ol' nuncle, dashin' off an' leavin' a young 'og in
the dark like that. Ain't you got no feelin's, mssy?"

00

That night the fires blazed nerrily in the cavern of the Trag warriors, huge

platters of shrinp and shellfish were served, with wild oat and barl ey bread,

hot fromthe rocks it had been baked on, casks of preserved fruits taken from
searat ships were opened and a fine barrel of daisy and dandelion beer tapped.
The friends sat around as Joseph related his story.

"Gabool pushed ne from a high wi ndow of his banqueting room Luckily for me |

did not strike the rock-face on the way down. | hit the water hard and was
knocked sensel ess; | was weak and ill from being starved and inpri soned,
otherwise I m ght have stayed consci ous. The sea nmust have washed ne around
t he headl and, and | cane to jamed against a reef on a small inlet somewhere

up the coast of Terranort. That's where | was found by that fellow " Joseph
pointed to a vole who was seated on a rock | edge sharpening a sword. The vole
stood up and bowed to them introducing hinmself by name, "Tan Loc." He sat
down and resuned sharpeni ng the sword.

"Tan Loc is a fellow of few words," Joseph continued. "He broods a lot. Hs
whole famly were slain by searats when he was taken captive. He lives for
only one thing: to neet the nurderer, Hookfin, Master of the Bl acksail. But
back to ny story. Tan Loc and | hel ped each other stay alive. W could not
afford to be seen—it would have neant certain death —so we stayed on this
side of the island, surviving as best we could. One day we discovered this
place and its tunnels—+ wll show themto you in due course. The tunnels were
a new lease of life to us. They led to places all over the island, so we could
travel anywhere and remain unseen. Some nights we woul d steal supplies from

t he ships, weapons too, and other itenms which would be
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of use to us. W soon canme across others, house slaves from Fort Bl adegirt who
had managed to escape, sonetines oarslaves, thrown on the beach because they
were too sick and weak to pull an oar anynmore. In time our numbers began to
swel . That was when we decided to form Trag, Terranort Resistance Agai nst
Gabool . Soon now we will be strong enough to attack Bl adegirt in force, though
our numbers woul d never equal the searat horde up there at the nonment. Still,
we will fight themand try to rid the earth of Gabool the WId. W nmay not
have the nunbers, but we have the courage and determ nation."

Lord Rawnbl ade stood up, both paws resting on the crosshilt of his destroyer

Verm nfate. "I amsworn to kill Gabool. He is mne!"
Joseph touched the long knife at the back of his belt. "Then you will have to
be quick, Lord Wdestripe. | nade an oath to slay Gabool when the house sl aves

told me he had drowned nmy Mariel with a rock and a rope tied about her neck



That oath still hol ds!"

Mari el |eaped up, the @Gullwhacker swinging wide. "First there, first served!
Gabool's life is mne to take. | am Mariel @ullwhacker, | claimthe right!"

Tarquin | eaned over to Dandin. "Wat about you
old feller?"

Dandin drew the sword slowy. "This is the blade of Martin the Warrior. No
creature that is evil can stand against it, |least of all Gabool!"

Tarquin and Durry held a hasty whi spered conference, then they both junped up
i ssuing their separate

chal | enges.
"This '"ere is nmy scraggin' dagger, an' I'mgoin' to scrag that scurvy Gaboo

good 'n' proper. I'mon'y a young lad, but I swear it by nmy ol" nuncle Gabe's
best Cctober ale!"

"Well, you'll have t' scrag away pretty fast, old chap, 'cos if Joseph has got
the blighter with his long knife, MIord Rawnbl ade has paid the rotter a visit
wi th that
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great log cleaver and our Mariel has been to see the scoundrel with her

@l I whacker, then along cones the bold Durry Quill with his scraggin' dagger
well, tell ne this: what chance is an honest chap like nmeself goin' to get to
brain the beggar with my jolly old harolina, wt? Listen, you lot, stop bein'
so confounded greedy and let nme be first to knock out a tune on the villain's
nood| e. "

The sight of Tarquin striking a noble pose, harolina at the ready, caused the
entire group to dissolve into hel pl ess | aughter

00

Gabool was in no nood for laughter. The maddened Searat Ki ng dashed furiously
around his barred and bolted room slashing at phantom badgers as they stole
out of the shadows to confront his bl oodshot eyes, shrieking and thrusting
wildly at the specters created by his tornented brain.

"Haharr, I'Il finish ye all. 1'm Gabool the King of all Seas!"

Bongl Bongl Bongl Bong\ Bongl

He rent curtains and wal | hangi ngs; sparks showered fromhis sword as it
cl ashed on the stone walls.

"Cursed noise, I'll send yer to Hell gates an' beyond!"

00

Down bel ow i n the banqueting hall, Riptung, Hookfin and Gintooth |aughed
drunkenly as they flung hard apples across the tables at the great tarnished

bell in the center of the floor.

"Haharr! Listen, Yer Majesty, it's yer old matey the bell a-speakin' to yer.



It wants t' know where you' ve hid the booty. Haharrharrharr!"

The crews joined in the laughter as they pelted the bell with apples.
Boom Bongl Booml Bongl Boom Bongggggl
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A pal e dawn sun hi gh above Mssfl ower Wods wat ched i npassively as the otter
and badger searched for the searat canp, |ongbows at the ready.

Fl agg strained his ears for sounds of novenent. "It's no good, marm W
shoul d' ve asked the squirrels which way t' go."

Mot her Mellus sat down upon a fallen linb and rubbed her eyes. "Perhaps you're
right, Flagg. My old senses aren't what they used to be. If we don't find it
soon we'll have to change direction."

The otter joined her on the Iinb. "Tell you what, marm W' ||l take a liddle
rest and then try a different path anyway. By the fur, I'mtired. Mssin' a
full night's sleep never did me much good, even when | was a cub. Aaaahhhh
Sit down on the grass 'ere an' put yer back against this linmb awhile. There
now, ain't that a little better?"

Mel lus rel axed, settling her head back agai nst the nobss-covered linb. A big
bunbl ebee droned lazily past on its quest for nectar, in the distance a

songt hrush warbled blithely its hyrmm to the comi ng sutmmer day, sonewhere cl ose
by a grasshopper that had strayed fromthe flatlands chirruped idly. The
warnth of the rising sun beat steadily down upon the two weary
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friends. As sleep stole up and took their tired senses unawares, the |ongbows
slipped fromtheir paws, and their eyes drooped shut.

00
A small spider was starting to weave her web fromthe tip of a | ongbow to

Fl agg's nose. He twitched his snout, flicking at it drowsily with his paw as
t he voi ces intruded upon his dream

"Somewheres around this way she was. | swear | saw 'er, natey!"
"Well, stow yer gab an' keep that spear ready. Y' can't take no chances wth
this scurvy rabbit. | could swear we've killed 'er three tinmes a'ready. Tread

easy now—+s that 'er?"

"Wher e?"

"Layin' anong those fern things, goggle eyes. Look, can't y'see?"

Fl agg cane awake, collecting his senses as he listened to the searats.

"Take no chances this time, mate. Sneak up, an' both of us in fast with the
spears, hard as y'can, ten tinmes api ece. See she doesn't junp away agin."

"Aye, did ye ever see anythin' |like that |eap she nade out of the canp? R ght
over Graypatch's 'ead, an' 'er all cut t' pieces too!"

The urgency of the situation hit Flagg |ike a thunderbolt. Sitting up



silently, he placed a paw across Mellus's nmouth and shook her awake. The
badger saw sonething in Flagg's eyes that made her go conpletely still. He
gestured forward with his paw, whispering one word. "Searats!"

Stealthily the two friends stood up, fitting arrows to their | ongbows.

The two searats were standi ng some di stance away, their backs to the hunters
as they sneaked in upon a bed of fern, spears raised, ready for the kill
Fl agg and Mel |l us drew back the shafts upon their bowstrings to
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full stretch. The otter nodded to Mellus, and she called out in a loud gruff
voi ce, "Ahoy there!"

The two searats turned in the direction of her voice as the arrows left the
| ongbows with a vicious twin hiss. Both rats fell instantaneously, the sharp
oak shafts standing out of their necks a hal f-Iength.

Regardl ess of nettle and bush, the otter and the badger crashed through the
woodl and into the bed of ferns. They stood aghast at the wounded, scarred,

bl oodst ai ned form of Hon Rosie |lying on the ground. She pulled herself up onto
one paw, sniling crookedly through her ripped and battered face.

"H hello, you ch-chaps. 'Fraid they've k-killed me . . . Wt . . . I'"
Col | apsi ng back, the brave hare lay stretched anong the ferns.

Mel  us was down beside her, ripping up her garnents, bandagi ng, w ping bl ood
fromRosie's face and massagi ng her paws as she instructed Flagg. "Have you
got a knife?"

"Yes, marm-ene of Friar Alder's best. |Is she dead?" "No, not quite. There's a
chance. Cut some poles-no, wait, use the | ongbows. Chop sone vines, anything.
W'l use our belts . . . CGot to nake a stretcher. Here!" She ripped off her
belt and threw it to Flagg. The hel pful otter took off his own. "Gotcha, marm
Leave it t' me!" He set about his task swiftly, glancing urgently back to
where Mellus was busy with Rosie anong the ferns. "You can't die, d' you hear
me, Rosie? Wake up! If you die, 1'lIl kill you! Ch, I'"'msorry dear. Live! Live
for Cary and Thyme. Live!"

00

Ruf e Brush and Oak Tom headed the party that had set out from Redwal |l at dawn.
They were all heavily armed and determned to help Mellus and Fl agg agai nst
the searats. Cutting off the path, they entered the woodl ands. Tom and
Treerose swing off into the foli-
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age to scout ahead. Gabe Quill brandi shed a big bung nallet angrily.

"I"ll searat 'em the filthy vermints!"

Rufe turned to him "Keep your voice down, Gabe . . . Oach! Watch where you're
poki n' that |ance, Burgo. Pooh! Are you chewin' wild garlic again?"

"Burr, aye, zurr. Found sone o' the pesky stuff o'er yonder. G carnt aboid
the snmell tho' | dearly do luv ets taste. 'Pologies 'bout 'ee |larnce, zurr."

"Chuck ee larnce aways," Forenpl e whispered in Burgo's ear. "You' mcudd sl ay



emenies with thoi breath!"

"Over here, straight ahead," Oak Tomcalled out froma high hornbeam "It's
Mel lus an' Flagg bearin' a stretcher.”

The Redwal | ers fl ocked around Rosie, gabbling questions at her rescuers.
"I's she dead?"

"Coo deary, she'm bad cuttup!"

"Where did you find her, Flagg?"

"Any sign o' dary or Thyme?"

"D you think she'll live?"

Mel lus silenced themwith a grow. "Stop all this silly chattering. W nust
get this hare to Redwal|l as speedily as possible. You squirrels, will you get
back to the Abbey as quickly as you can. Tell Sister Serena, Simeon, the Abbot
and Sister Sage to have all their nedicines ready and a roomin sickbay
cleared out. Right, off you go!"

The three squirrels went off through the top terraces of the woodl ands I|ike
greased |lightning. Ready pawys gripped the stretcher, steadying Rosie as the
group broke into a fast trot.

00

Graypatch linped badly froman arrow that had pierced his | eg. He gazed around
at the smashed cage, the snoldering enbers of last night's fires and the
carcasses of dead searats that littered the ground like fallen

| eaves. They were piled in a heap in the mddle of the canp. He prodded the
lifeless forms with his sword. Somewhere beneath that heap lay two hares and a
squirrel. The searat Captain shook his head and sl unped down upon a rock

"Three hares and a squirrel did all this?" he murmured disbelievingly.

Deadgl i m shanmbl ed over. He | eaned on a broken spear, nursing the place where
his left ear had been. "Eighteen left alive, Cap'n. Well, it would be a score,
but two went after the hare that got away."

Graypatch massaged his leg, wincing. "Ei ghteen, is that all!"
"Aye, Cap'n. \Wat's yer orders?"

Graypatch stared into the surrounding forest. He had cone to hate Mssfl ower
country; the whole thing had been a catal ogue of disaster since they arrived.
He had stol en the Darkqueen and set sail from Terranort with a crew of a
hundred abl e-bodi ed searats, and now he was sitting in this |andl ocked hell of
greenery with only eighteen left.

"Tell the crew to pack up, lock, stock 'n
stinkin' place. I'mgoin' to find the Darkqueen, get
out to the open sea, where we can breathe again!"

barrel. We're pullin' out o' this
'er seaworthy an' sai

A slow smle forned upon Deadglim s coarse face. "Aye-aye, Cap'n G aypatch.
"Il do that with pleasure



sir!
Treerose paced the corridor outside the sickbay.

Abbot Bernard cane out with a basin and a stained towel. "Ah, Treerose. See if
you can get sone clean warmwater and a fresh towel for me, pretty one."

Treerose's voice betrayed great anxiety. "How is Rosie, Father?"

The Abbot w ped his paws on his wi de sleeves, a smle creasing his kindly
face. "D you know, | didn't believe it at first, but she's going to be al

ri ght. Thanks
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to your warning, the creatures who got her here so fast, and the marvel ous
skills of Sinmeon and Sister Sage. Yes, Treerose, she's going to be around for
quite a nunber of seasons yet to come. So you stop that crying now and get mne

fresh water and a cl ean towel."

Mot her Mellus cane out to stand in the corridor with the Abbot. "Wat was al
t hat about, Father?"

"Ch, nothing really. It just surprises ne how overni ght that young squirre
has changed froma spoilt brat into a really nice hel pful creature.”

Mel lus patted the Abbot's frail back. "Hwmm then we must be doi ng sonethi ng
right, the way we bring our young ones up at Redwal |, eh!"

The Abbot bowed gallantly. "The way you bring themup, Mllus."

Saxtus lay on his back in the strawberry patch with the D bbuns. Bagg and Runn
chattered incessantly as they decimated the latest crop of ripe fruit.

"Have all the searats gone now, Sax'us?"
"Suppose so. W haven't seen themfor a while."
"An' they're not comn' back to 'ttack the Abbey agai n?"

"I hope not. Wy d' you ask?"

"Ch nuts! | wanted "emt' cone back so | could fight 'em"

"No you don't, little one. W' ve had enough fighting and killing. Isn't it
much nicer lying here filling your tumry with strawberries in the sun?"
"Mm s'pose so, but I can't get at the biggest 'n' juiciest 'n' squashiest
ones."

"Why not ?"

"'Cos you're lyin'" on 'em Hohohoho!"

Saxtus got up slowy, feeling the cold juice running down his back. "Well,
t hank you for telling me so soon!"

G ubb pl onked hinsel f down and began stuffing
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strawberries three at a time. "GO sees 'ee winds blowed all 'ee strawbly trees
away agin."

Si ster Sage was creeping fromthe sickbay with Simeon on tip-paw. They had
done all they could with the hare's dreadful injuries; now they decided it was
best that she sleep and recuperate. The hinge squeaked as Sister Sage opened

t he door.

Rosi e opened one eye and peeked through the bandaged slit. "Never died after
all, wot . . . good . . . show"

Simeon | eaned on Sister Sage's arm "Incredible! Totally unbelievable. |'ve
heard of cats having nine lives, but that Rosie, she's the [imt!"

Si ster Sage shut the door as quietly as possible. "O the absolute bally
l[imt, as Colonel dary wuld have said."
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"Do you know where we are now?"

Mari el and Rawnbl ade shook their heads. They were conmpletely lost on their
gui ded tour of the tunnels of Terranort.

Joseph pointed ahead. "Go up there —areful now because it's the end of this
particul ar tunnel —and you'll see a couple of gorsebushes. Just part them and
tell me what you see.”

As they carried out his instructions, Mariel drewin a sharp breath. "It's
Fort Bl adegirt, right across on the next hill!"

Joseph nodded. "I can take you to another branch of this same tunnel that
brings you out on the other side of the fort, or yet another which will bring
you out at the back of Bladegirt. Wll, does it give you any ideas?"

"A three-pronged invasi on?"

"You took the words out of my mouth, Lord Rawnbl ade. Anything else you'd like
to see?"

"Yes, Father. |I'd like to see these other two exits. |I'mbeginning to get a
few i deas nysel f."

"Hmm | thought you would. Cone on then, follow ne."
Down below in the main cave, Dandin, Durry and Tar- 345

quin were making friends with the freed slaves of the Trag society. A young
shrew and sone of his conpanions sat questioning them "Were do you cone
fron?" "Redwall Abbey in Mssflower country." The youngster gazed at themwth
shi ning eyes. "Redwal | Abbey, Mssflower country. Does it | ook as nice as it
sounds?"

Tarquin strunmmred his harolina. "You can bet your fluffy bedsocks it does,
young thingummy. Here, Dandin, give me a trill on your whistle while | tune ne
jolly instrument up an'" 1'Il tell '"emall about it."



Dandin tootl ed away on his ancestor's flute until between them he and the hare
had a rollicking air going. The Trag nenbers tapped their paws on the rocks to
the infectious nmusic as Tarqui n sang.

"On the old brown path fromnorth to south

Is a place you'd love to stay in.

Cone one, cone all, to old Redwall

And hear what | am sayin'.

There's an orchard there that's fat and fair

Wth apple, berry, plum and pear

There's a pond with fish and all you'd wi sh

To grace a supper table dish

They've a nice soft bed to rest your head,

O sleep beneath the trees instead.

If you neet the Abbot then be sure to shake him by

t he paw.

On the old brown path fromnorth to south It's peaceable an' free where Qur
Abbey stands anmi d woodl ands, |'msure you'd | ove to be there!"

There was | oud cheering, and Tarquin was requested to sing the ditty twice
nore. Durry | eaped up and danced with a vole and a dormouse. Afterward they
sat about tal king. Redwall was the chief topic of discussion
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anong the freed slaves, nost of whom had never known or could not renenber a
pl ace they call ed hone.

"Do you have lots of nice things to eat at Redwal | ?"

"My spikes y'do! Summercream woodl and puddens, deeper 'n' ever pies,
strawb' rry flans, blueberry scones, raspb'rry nuffins, cheeses you couldn't
count, an' cordials, teas, wines an' COctober ale that me 'n' ny ol' nuncle
Gabe nmakes in our cellars!”

"And every creature is free there, M. Wodsorrel ?"

"Free as the air, young feller, peaceful as the flowers that grow an' happy t
wake up anong friends each dawn, wot!"

"WIl you take us there, Dandin? Ch, please say you will!"

Dandin held up his paws. "Of course. You have ny prom se on it, though Mot her
Mel lus' Il probably grab you all and bathe the ot of you on sight!"

A smal |l hedgehog sat enraptured with every word he had heard. "Modther! You
nmean they have a nother there? | can't renmenber having a nother. D you think
she' Il be my nother too?"



"What's your nane, young 'un?"
"Barty. That's ny sister Dorcas. She's younger than ne, | think."

Durry patted their soft unformed spikes. "You can live with me an' Nuncle
Gabe. 1'll teach "ee t' be cellar 'ogs.

00

When Joseph returned with Mariel and Rawnbl ade a full neeting was call ed.
Freed slaves crowded into the big cavern

Rawnbl ade expressed surprise at the nunbers. "Quite a sizable arny, Joseph. |
didn't think there was so many."

The bel | maker indicated a cromd packing the | edges at the rear. "Qur Trag
warriors who stole three of the searat ships have brought us many oarsl aves
who wish to join us. Al of these have been | anded fromthe three
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shi ps we captured. There nust be close on a hundred new arrivals, though we
are still far below in nunbers conpared to the searats."

Mari el stood al ongside her father. "Not to worry, we've got their ships. It's
the rats who are trapped on this island and not us. Besides, we'll have the
advant age of cover and surprise. Lord Rawnbl ade, would you like to outline our
pl an?"

The badger took a charred stick fromthe fire and drew upon the rockface.
"This is Fort Bladegirt. W will attack tonight when they are sl eeping. These
three tunnels conme out into the hills both sides and behind the fort. Mariel

you and your friends will lead one-third of our force to attack fromthe left.
Joseph nmy friend, you will lead the other third fromthe right, that way they
wi Il be under pressure fromboth sides. My Mariel will tell you what to do."

Mariel took over, flattered that such a warrior as the Lord of Sal amandastron
was consul ting her judgnment, recognizing in the nousemaid a fellow warrior
spirit.

"Use bows and slings. Don't attenpt to clinb the walls into the courtyard.
Stay well hidden and use the ground above the tunnel entrances—that way we can
send arrows and stones down at them-but remamin silent, don't give the searats
any noi sy or standing targets to fire back at, and keep slinging rocks and
firing arrows as hard as you can. Tarquin, once the rats are occupied in
fighting us on both sides you will attack the front gates of the courtyard.
Take the rest of the force with you, and nake as nuch noi se as possible. You
will have a battering ramto smash away at the gates with. W wll besiege
themfromthree sides. Tarquin, your squad will be armed wi th spears, bows and
| ong pi kes. CGot that?"

"Under stood, old scout. What happens then?"

"I come fromthe back!" Lord Rawnbl ade explained. "I will pick ny nonent—t
will be when nost of the searats are defending the front gate from your
battering
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ram Qutside the tunnel at the rear of the fort is a big boulder on the
hillside. I will send it down the hill to smash through the rear courtyard
wal I . Joseph, the nmoment you see the boulder start to roll, bring your force
down fromthe right to back ne up. Mariel, you bring your creatures down from
the left to join Wod-sorrel. |I'mbanking on the rats doi ng an about-turn and
coming to face ne. If the ramhasn't battered the gates down, you nust prop it
agai nst themand use it as a ladder. Well, that is the plan: first they'll be
attacked fromthe left and right, then fromthe front and back. Once we are

i nside the courtyard we can force our way into the fort itself, then it's good
luck to whoever finds Gabool."

By unani nous deci sion the plan was voted a good one.

Joseph stood to have a final word with the occupants of the cavern
Gray-furred as he was, the bellnaker stood tall in their eyes, the suffering
and indignities he had put up with etching his strong face, righteous
vengeance ringing out fromhis voice like the sound of his own great bell.

"Hear me. This is the tine | have waited for; we will rid the earth of searats
for all seasons to conme. No nore are you slaves, you are the fighters of Trag.
If victory is ours tonorrow, we have ships to sail away fromthis accursed

i sland. Let us leave this place deserted, as a nmonunent to the death and
msery it has caused to creatures everywhere!"

When the wild cheering had died down, the two small hedgehogs Barty and Dorcas
called out. "We're going to Redwal | Abbey to live!"

Rawnbl ade pi cked them both up, one in each huge paw. "If | know the good
creatures of that place . . . you're all going there!"

The cavern echoed and re-echoed to the wild appl ause of Trag warriors, none of
t hem knowi ng what
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the norrow woul d bring, but each one fervently wishing his or her desire to go
and live in the fabled Redwal | .
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Graypatch and his band were |ost.

They stunbl ed about in the vastnesses of Mssflower Wods, not know ng which
direction to take next. Each place they arrived at | ooked the same as the spot
they had started from

Oak Tom sat high in a chestnut tree, watching them He tested the point of his
| ance and shook his head. "Wuldn't |eave 'emin charge of a D bbuns' spring

outin', any of 'em"

Deadgl i m sl unped wearily on the ground. "Belay, Cap'n, you sure you know the
ri ght course fer Darkqueen?"

Graypatch turned on himand vented his tenper. "I did when we started out, but
you wet nosed idiots a-wanderin' here an' yon scroungin' fer vittles have set
me off course. I'mas lost as the rest o' yer, an' it's your fault, not nine!"

Dri pnose threw hinmself down beside Lardgutt. "Yah, what's the use? |I'm stayin'
"ere until sonebeast finds the right way!"



Graypatch sat down with him his voice dripping sarcasm "Ch, you are, are

yer? So be it. | amtoo, matey. This way nobeast'll find the Darkqueen an'
we'll all sit right "ere an' rot!"
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Fishgill cane up with a suggestion. "Cap'n, why don't we split into three
groups? We could each set course a different way, nmark the trees as we go an'
all make our way back 'ere when sonerat finds Darkqueen."

Graypatch thought about this for a nmonent, then stood up. "Fishgill, natey,
that's the first decent idea to come out o' this load of |unkheads. Right, you
take five an' go thataways. Dripnose, up on yer claws, take five an' head the
ot her way, over there. I'll take the other five an' go straight ahead. Don't
ferget an' use your blades to mark the trees, otherw se you'll be lost forever
in this hellridden forest. Right, let's get goin'."

OGak Tom wat ched them go before | eaping down to scar fal se routes w despread on
the treebark with his | ancepoint. The squirrel carefully noted the direction
taken by Graypatch and his party, then set out after the five | ed by Deadglim
Pushi ng through the branbles and tripping over tree roots, Deadglimand his
rats unwittingly nmade their course south, back the way they had cone,
conpletely lost and in their confusion taking a bunbling path toward Redwal |
Abbey.

"Turn round and follow Fishgill!"
Lardgutt pointed into the leafy canopy. "It's a voice fromup there."
Deadgl i m cl awed nervously at his sword. "Wat d'yer want from us?"

"I"'mfromthe Abbey," the nystery voice called back to him "W don't want you
attacki ng us again. You re headed for Redwall if you keep on in this
direction. Turn round and follow Fishgill. He's traveling in the direction of
your ship Darkqueenl "

Lardgutt carried on south, calling up in a sneering voice, "Aaahh, you could
be trickin' us. | think this way's the right way!"

The javelin hissed down fromthe branches, slaying himon the spot.
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This time the voice was | oud and nenacing. "Take ny word for it, fools die!
There are many of us up here. Turn round and follow Fishgill, if you value ny
advi ce! "

Deadglimdid a swift about-turn. "W're going, |ook, we're going! Leave us
al one and we won't be back!"

A nmocki ng laugh rang out through the trees. "Go then. Quickly!"

OGak Tom pl ucked the javelin fromLardgutt's carcass as the poundi ng paws of
Deadglim s party receded into the distance. Before nightfall they would join
Fishgill's party, in the Flitchaye territory. Gak Tom took one | ook back to
the south, where his friends Rufe Brush and Treerose would be giving dary and
Thynme a decent burial at the deserted searat canp. Setting his jaw grimy, he
took of f through the woodl ands on the trail of G aypatch and the remaining
five.
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The searat Captain did not know whether to be delighted or disappointed. He
stepped out of the foliage and onto the path, |eading north with his
conpani ons, having traveled in a huge semicircle.

"Well, at least we're clear of all that tangle fer a while, mateys. Maybe now
we can get some proper bearin's."

A rat naned Stunpcl aw strained his eyes northward up the path. "Ahoy, Cap'n
There's a ford up ahead. | can see the sunlight on its waters!"

Rel i ef flooded through Graypatch's body. He sat down by the side of the path,
atear forming in his single eye

"If it's water it'll run to the sea, mateys, an' it'll take us to Darkqueen if
it's the right stream Stunpclaw, take these buckos an' scout the lay o' the
water, will yer, matey. A e Gaypatch is weary, I'lIl be restin' me bones 'ere

anwhile till you get back."

On a spruce bough not too far distant, Oak Tom sat wat chi ng.
Graypatch let the sumer sun play on his face as
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he | ay back and rel axed. The stream nust |ead up to Darkqueen, and then down
to the sea. Maybe a few nore dawns would see himin command of his own ship
once more, running south before the breeze, away from Mdssfl ower and the seas
wher e Gabool's vessel s hunted.

Sl eep was just about to enbrace G aypatch when | oud screans rent the stil
air. Silently Cak Tomtrailed himas he made his way cautiously to the ford.
Using the trees to the side of the path as cover, G aypatch sneaked up to
within a short distance of the water.

I rakt aan stood over the carcass of Stunpclaw, his vicious beak dripping red.
"lraktaan kill. Kraaaaak!"

Behind himin the swift-running weed-streaked waters of the ford, the bodies
of the three who had made it to the water bounced and bobbed in a grotesque
parody of life, though it was only the ripping jaws of the pike shoal which
noved t hem

Graypatch cut east into the woodl ands, avoiding the killer heron and foll ow ng
the course of the stream voicing his thoughts al oud as he went.

"Il find the Darkqueen, sure as eggs is eggs. Foller the streamthat's al
ye do, matey, foller the stream Haharr, 1'll sit aboard me ol' ship an' wait
fer the others. No chance Graypatch is goin' t' get lost amid all that forest
agin. No sir!"

As the sun grew hotter G aypatch knelt to drink fromthe stream He sucked

I ong and noisily, feeling the cool flow of fresh water crossing his chin.
Suddenly lifting his face clear of the stream the searat Captain felt his
neck hairs rising. Wthout turning he knew t here was sonmebeast behind him A
vague blur showed on the surface of the swift-running water, masking the
stranger's identity.

Instinctively the searat's claw reached for his sword. "Who are yer?"



The stranger's voice was as cold as north wind on
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wet stones. "My name woul d nean nothing to you, rat!"

Graypatch played for tine, slowy inching the sword fromhis belt. "Wat d' ye
want with me, then? | nean yer no harm™

A blow froma lance butt sent himsprawing into the stream He stood up in
the shallows, spluttering. His face was a mask of vengeance. Qak Tom stood on
t he bank, | ance held | oose but ready.

"The tine for your reckoning is due, searat. Now you nmust pay for the lives of
two hares. Tell me, how does it feel, standing there w thout your crewto
protect you?"

Graypatch swal |l omed hard, his own voice soundi ng squeaky in his ears. "Leave
me alone, | only want ter get out o' here. Let nme go and | won't bother ye
anynore. | just want t' get to the sea!"

OGak Tomraised the lance. "Then you shall go to the seal™

Graypatch had his sword free now, but the squirrel's face was so full of
vengeance and rage that the searat's natural bol dness and cunning deserted him
conpletely. The sword fell fromhis nerveless claws into the water as he
turned and ran with the fl ow ng stream
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It was fully three days later that Graypatch made it to the sea, floating
faceup with Gak Tom s | ance standing out fromhis corpse like a mast with no
sail. The two gallant hares of the long patrol had been avenged and Redwal |
Abbey was freed of further trouble. All with one swiftly thrown |ance.
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Two hours after dawn next day, set up by a full Redwall breakfast, the
creatures of the Abbey began to set their hone right again. Fire damage was
repai red, crops and orchard tended back to their former fruitful ness, the pond
was weeded and cl eared of charred fire-sw ngers,
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and the main gate had a teamattending to it, armed with carpenter's tools and
headed by Saxt us.

"Brother Hubert, Cockleburr, Iend a paw with this new tinber, please. Baby
Grubb, | won't tell you again; put that hamrer down."

"Burr, oi wants t' nokken 'ee nailers in, Sax'us."

"Well you can't, you're too small. Ah, Forenole, will you and your crew start
sawi ng here—this part where the bottomof the gate is heavily charred. That's
it, about there!"

"Yurr, Burgo, Drubber, do 'ee 'old gate still whoile oi saws."

Saxtus picked up sonme large clout nails. "Baby G ubb, drop that hanmer. This



instant!"
"Qurr, go boil yurr 'ead, bossy ol' Sax'us!"
" Omowowooch! Cone here, you little ruffian!™

G ubb hid behind Sister Sage, who was pushing Hon Rosie's wheel chair. Saxtus
hopped about, clenching his paw.

Sister Sage renonstrated with Grubb. "That was a very naughty thing to do,
Di bbun. "

"Arr, but maister Sax'us tol' oi t' drop 'ee 'amer."
"Maybe he did. Still, it was no excuse for dropping it on his footpaw "
"Hurr, may'aps it weren't, tho 'ee do darnce noicely, doant 'ee?"

Hon Rosie held her ribs and wi nced as she chuckl ed. "Woohahahooh! You're an
absol ute savage, young G ubb!"

Grubb clinbed onto the chair and sat upon Rosie's lap. "Yurr, Sax'us daresn't
get oi naow, niz Rose."

00
Sinmeon felt the smooth grain of the newy planked oak. He pressed his nose
against it and breathed in deeply. "That will rmake a stout door. Pity it |oses

its fragrance with the seasons and the weat her, Bernard."

The Abbot |ed himaway to the shade of the threshold
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wal | steps. "I feel that everything is going to be all right now, Sineon."
"Good, your senses are inmproving, ny friend. I too can sense sonething."

"Ch, sonething I've mssed? It's not that nole Burgo and his wild garlic
again, is it?"

"Haha, no. | sense that we should do sonething about continuing construction
on our bell tower. |'ve been neaning to tell you, | had a wonderful dream | ast
ni ght."

"Sshh!" the Abbot interrupted. "Don't mention Dandin or the others. Here cones
Mel l us. She | ooks in a happy mood this norning—tet's try and keep her that
way. Good norning, Mellus. Another beautiful day."

The badger nodded. "It was, until | spotted those two wetches over there.
Bagg and Runn—ook at them covered fromnose to tail with green gatehouse
paint. I'lIl scrub the hides off the pair o' them™

She took off at a trot, chasing the two green perils of Red wall.

"Sonmetines | think she's only happy when she's got dirty Dibbuns to hurl into
bat ht ubs!" Si neon whi spered in the Abbot's ear
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Late the previous night six searats had been posted on guard duty by Captain
Ri ptung—Felltooth and the rats who had swmout in vain pursuit of the

Wavebl ade. Felltooth was not the nost popul ar searat at Bl adegirt, a fact that
his mates kept rem nding himof.

"Please sir, Cap'n sir, can | swimout an' bring that naughty ship back? Yer
great turnipbrain, there was no chance o' catchin' Wvebl ade an' you knowed
it."

Fel I t oot h defended his unsuccessful action indignantly. "Ah, sharrap! | was
tryin t' get that craft back fer the likes of you 'n' ne, matey. Don't yer
realize, we're marooned on Terranort now "

"Aye, well nex' time let some other dopes do the swimin' an' you keep yer
trap shut, cabingob. |Ideas an' decisions is fer Cap'ns—that's why they're
Cap' ns, see!"

The crack of the rock was audible in the darkness as it struck the speaker. He
dropped w thout a sound. Felltooth | eaned over him

""Ere, are you all right nmatey? Yaaaagh!"

An arrow had gone right through Felltooth's ear. He strai ghtened up and ran
for the fort, scream ng aloud, "Attack! Attaaaaaack!"

Still half-asleep, the searat horde were rousted out
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by Hookfin, R ptung and Grintooth. They hurried into

t he courtyard surroundi ng Bl adegirt, shat chi ng
weapons as they went.

"Stir yer stunps, y'dozy layabouts. W' re under

attack!"

"Come on, out there, every ratjack of ye. Mwve!" "Pick up those weapons.
Never mind yer fancy

cl ot hes—yer goin' to a fight not a dance!"
00

H gh in the rocks Dandin and Mariel drew back their bows, glancing along the
line of Trag warriors as they drew bowstrings tight in unison. Durry Quil
nodded. " Now "

The arrows zipped off like a flight of angry wasps, straight down into the
teem ng courtyard, where even despite the night they could not nmiss anmpong the
| arge nunbers of milling rats. As the archers dropped down to fit nore shafts
to their bows, a line of warriors behind them stood up whirling slings. Again
Durry nodded. "Now "

The rocks hurtled down, chunking into the searats bel ow.



00

Froma | ower floor wi ndow Gabool the WId grabbed hold of a passing searat,
hauling himin bodily over the sill

"What in the nane of Hellfangs is a-goin' on out there?"
"Mpj esty, we're bein' attacked!"
"l can see that, idiot! W is it doin' the attackin' ?"

"Sire, | don't know, but we're bein' cut down by arrows an' rocks from both
sides, left an' right!"

Gabool haul ed the unfortunate off with himtoward the banqueting hall. "It's
t he badger—+ know it is. You stay outside the door an' sing out t' me as soon
as y' see the badger. Hear?"

The terrified searat nodded dunbly, though no sooner had Gabool gone into the
banqueting hall and
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sl amed the door than the young searat sneaked off back to the courtyard,
where a hard-slung rock put an

end to all his fears.
00

On the far hill Joseph was marshaling his troops to snipe fromtwo different
directions of the hillside, causing great confusion anbng the searats. They
would turn to fire their bows in one direction, only to be hit from behind as
t hey did.

Ri ptung ran up and down the courtyard in the dark, laying about with the flat
of his sword as he yelled out, "Up there in the hills to yer left, dolts.

Can't yer tell by the way those arrows Wstones are comin' in? 'Ere, gime
that bow, you!" He snatched the bow and arrow froma bewi | dered rat. Pulling
the shaft taut on the bow, he held it as a row of archers ducked down. Ri ptung
let the arrow fly as the slingbeasts stood up, and was rewarded with a faint
cry fromhigh on the hillside

"See, that's the way to get 'em Now get down behind the wall and use yer tiny
brains. Up an' down! Quick like, same's they're doin' to us. There ain't that
many of 'em judgin' by their volleys."

Gradual ly the three Captains got the searats into sone senblance of fighting
crews, using all their cunning in reply to the surprise invasion

Dandi n caught a stray searat who had noved out of the wall cover. He gl anced
anxi ously at Mariel. "Were's Tarquin got to?"

As if inreply a cry rang out frombel ow. "Eulal-iaaaaa!"
VWhunp\ . . . Bunp\ . . . Thud\

The battering ram had begun its work on the front gates. Tarquin had his



forces screaning and yelling as they charged with the ram

"Trag! Trag! Trag! Eul aliaaaa! Trag! Trag! Trag!"

The massive treetrunk, still nmatted with earth and
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grass, pounded its blunt head against the quivering tinbers of the gates.

Gimooth dashed around to R ptung. "They're smashin' the gates in, matey!
Take your force fromthis side an' stand "emoff. 1'll get Hookfin to do the
same! "

Soon the searats were massed hal fway between the fort building and the gates.
They fired arrows upward in a curving arc. The shafts fell on the ram crew,
slaying several with their first volley. Tarquin ordered his archers to return
fire. "Gve 'emblood an' vinegar, chaps. Fire!"

Gabool could see only the sea and the rocks bel ow fromthe big banqueting hal
wi ndow, but he darted around the slit wi ndows on the other walls, the noise of
battle ringing in his ears as he peered out at the dark shapes scurrying

bel ow. Dashing to the slit wi ndow on the far side, he stared out at the back
hillside in horror. The badger had emnerged from sonewhere hi gh upon the hil
and stood there like sone giant out of the worst nightmare, franed agai nst the
ni ght sky, battlesword stuck in the ground beside him clad in warhel mand

br east pl at e.

Gabool stood framed in the big wi ndow, scream ng threats and chall engi ng the
enenmy who had haunted his waking dreans so | ong. But Rawnbl ade was only
concerned with the task of the noment. Setting his paws agai nst the vast

boul der, he sucked air into his lungs, feeling his nmighty chest swell against
the netal breastplate. He pitted his weight and strength against the

monol ithic ball of rock; it budged slightly, then settled back. This time the
badger threw his back against it, digging his blunt claws and w de foot pads
hard into the earth. He crouched and grunted with exertion as sweat trickled
across his striped head, forcing his bulk into the boulder. This tinme it noved
out of its depression in the stony soil. Feeling the mass nove, Rawnbl ade
attacked it with prinmeval ferocity.
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Roari ng and bellowing, he hurled all his weight into the side of the

form dabl e stone, sinew and nuscl e bunched as flesh hit rock. The boul der
began to trundl e away |i ke sone dread juggernaut, slowy at first, then

gat hering speed on the sloping hillside. Lord Rawnbl ade sei zed his

battl esword. Throw ng back his head he how ed the war cry of Sal amandastron to
t he ni ght sky.

"Eul al i aaaaaa! "

The boul der crashed through the hill gorse, spinning and bouncing, a mghty
stone ball of destruction, with the badger Lord charging in its wake. Wth a

t hunderous runble it snmashed through the wall, sending an expl osion of sharded
masonry high in the air. Either side of it sections of wall fell 1ike wheat
before a scythe. Several rats guarding the back wall stood paralyzed with
fright as Rawnbl ade cane boundi ng through the dustcloud in the shattered
breach, foll owed by Joseph the Bell maker and a chanting nass of Trag warriors.

"Trag! Trag! Trag! Redwaaaaal |I!"



The rats at the main gates stopped shooting arrows. They turned to see what
was happeni ng at the back wall.

Ri ptung dashed through them "Cone on, they've burst through the walls back
there!™”

Rel uctantly the searat archers turned to face the latest peril, Hookfin and
Grimooth shoving and pushing themtoward the foe.

"Push 'em back, or we're done for, mates!”
"There ain't that many of 'em we've got 'em outnunbered, buckos. Charge!"

Spurred on by desperation, the rats clashed with their attackers. Stee

cl ashed agai nst steel as both sides net |like two waves crashing together. The
bi gger, nore powerful searats in their barbaric finery did not intimnidate the
young Trag fighters, who threw thensel ves upon their hated oppressors wth

i nsane ferocity, hacking and cl eaving as the nel ee swayed back and forth;
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but the rats were experienced skirmshers, each searat and his mate taking one
Trag warrior between them slashing and stabbing fromback to front. Soon it
became evident that Joseph's force would be routed, w thout reinforcenents.

Rawnbl ade was fighting his own fight. The Bl ood-wath had cone upon him his
one aimwas to get inside Bladegirt to find Gabool. Oblivious of Trag
difficulties, he fought his way toward the fort, seeing nothing through the
fiery red mist that engulfed his eyes but the building which contained his
sworn eneny. Searats flew before the blade of Verminfate like butterflies
caught in a gale.

00

Qutside the main gates they heard the noise as the back wall was broken by the
boul der. Wthin nonents the searat arrows stopped raining over upon them
Mariel, Tarquin, Dandin and Durry lifted their heads and |istened. The
poundi ng of receding paws and the shouts that followed told themthe battle
was being joi ned inside.

Durry did a little dance of inmpatience. "Use the ramas a |l adder. Quick
qui ck!"

Mari el weighed up and cracked and splintered gates. "No, there's tw ce as many
of us now. Let's see what we can do agai nst these gates. Right, Tarquin!"

"Al'l paws now, every Tragjack of you, grab the ram One, two, hup!" the hare
roared out in his best parade ground voi ce.

Rank upon rank of willing paws gripped the battering ram lifting it high
above their heads with a rush of strength and energy. Tarquin shouted out
commands fromthe front.

"Ri ghto, chaps. Back up. Back, back, back-a bit nore! Come on, you lot on the
end, stop bunchin' together and back up. W need a good long run to gain
nomentum wot! That's it, |addie buck. Back, back . . . Ah, that's nore like
it. Halt!"
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Mariel stood with Dandin and Durry at the front of the ram gazing down the
long run toward the gates. Tarquin joined them throw ng his shoul der under
the log and lifting it high

"Listen up now, chaps. Wen | give the word, altogether, fast as y'can. Ready
Chaaaaaar ge! "

Dust pounded and flew from under the thundering paws. Eyes wi de and nout hs
agape, scream ng and yelling bloodcurdling cries, the army of ramrers with the
| og swayi ng madl y above their heads tore onward to the gates in one single nad
rush.

Whakkar r aboom !'!

There was no sound of splintering tinber, just a trenendous whunp\ Door
timbers, locks, bars and bolts, even the two inpressive stone gateposts, were
knocked flat as if hit by a thunderbolt. Carried on in the nonmentum of the
heroi c charge, the ranmers clattered across the fallen gates and over the
courtyard, the battering ramstill held high

Swept on in the rush, with the bl ood singing through his eardrunms |ike a
hi gh-pitched siren, Durry Qill yelled al oud, "Eeyahoooo!"

The battering ramhit the rear of the searat hordes, scattering themlike
ni nepi ns. Over the clanmor of battle Joseph laughed in relief. The
rei nforcements had arrived in a spectacul ar manner

00

Ri ptung knew the tide had turned. He strove madly to group a fighting force
about him but the searats ignored his cries, each fighting with the strength
of despair. The searat Captain whirled his curved sword with | ong-born
expertise, taking out a vole and a field-nouse, only to find hinself
confronted by Dandin. The blade of Martin the Warrior flashed in the young
nmouse's paws as he closed in to attack. Riptung parried, frantically backing
to get creatures between hinmself and the col d-eyed swordsnouse. The sear at
tried every nove and trick he knew, but his assailant kept comni ng
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on, battering the curved corsair sword aside ferociously until he had Ri ptung
backed up to the wall. Above the clash of battle R ptung swung his sword high

for a downward sl ash, screeching in Dandin's face, "You'll never take ne
alivel"
Dandin slew himwi th a strong upward swing. "I don't want you alive, rat!"

Hookfin saw that the battle was |ost. He sneaked away before the total rout of
all the searats, skirting the edges of the fray until he found the section of
t he back wall that the boul der had snmashed through. Wthout a backward gl ance
he slipped out onto the hillside, with a sigh of relief that died upon his
lips. Sitting in front of himon a rock was the inpassive vole Tan Loc.
Hookfin froze. Drawing his long sword, Tan Loc whetted it agai nst the rock
speaking in a flat voice without even | ooking at Hookfin. "I've been waiting
for you."

00

Back at the battle, Joseph found hinself fighting for his life. A searat was



choking himfrom behind as Gimtooth swung his cutlass in front. The
bel | maker parried each thrust as he fought to shake off the rat, who clung
behind himlike a | eech. Ginmooth slashed furiously, know ng the death of a
| eader might turn the tide of battle back in favor of the searats. He smled
grimy as the gray-haired nouse began to weaken, and closed in for the kill.

"Redwaaal I |!'"

Mariel |eaped off the back of a falling rat, sw nging her Qullwhacker.
Gimooth turned. Catching the full force of the blow between his eyes, he
dropped like a log. Durry Qill took the strangler frombehind with a rock
fromthe wall debris.

Tarquin fought his way through to them a broken |ance clutched in his paws.

"One nmore good sally an' they're finished, chaps, | say, wot!" He turned this
way and that, bobbing up

365

and down. "Wiere's nme old boss got to? Anybeast seen Lord Rawnbl ade?"
Mariel struck off into the nmelee. "No. Cone on, let's find him"

They were joined by Dandin as they dodged around skirm shing groups.

The steps up to Fort Bladegirt were littered with dead searats. Durry picked
his way between them pointing with his dagger at the big oak door, which had
been hacked al nost to splinters and hung crazily on one hinge.

"Ha! Betcher Rawnblade did this wi' that great tree-chopper o' his."
Mariel strode past Durry into the building. "W'll see who gets Gabool!I'"
366

Saxtus gazed out fromthe ranparts of Red wall. The sun cast cloud shadows
onto the path and across the greenery of the woodl ands; fleecy clouds scudded
across the sky on a warm breeze. The days of sunmer season were nunbered now.

Simeon joined him his paws feeling along the battlenments until he cane in
contact with Saxtus. "The autum will arrive soon, Saxtus." "How did you know
what | was thinking, Brother?" Simeon chuckled and patted Saxtus's paw. "I
didn't, it was just an educated guess. Creatures often think | have wondrous
powers, but it's just experience and observation. Though | do sense that you
have nore reason than the change of seasons for standing up here. It conmes to
me that you are watching the road. Wuld | be wong in supposing that you are
awai ting the return of certain friends?"

Saxtus searched the blind herbalist's wise old face. "You are right, of
course, but it doesn't take a genius to know that. Dandin and Durry were ny

best friends —Mariel too, for the short tine she was with us. | had a dream
you see, the night before last. It was of a great battle, | saw themfighting
with searats, |like the crew
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who attacked our Abbey, but there were many many nore than that."

"Was it through Martin the Warrior that this dream cane?"



"Ah, now you do surprise me. \Wat nmkes you say that, Sineon?"

"Ch, we are old friends, the spirit of the Abbey and |I. Martin has visited ne
nore than once in the |Iand of sleep. You nust always heed his warnings. \Wat
did you see of this battle?"

"It was not very clear. | saw an old gray nouse, quite a big fellow He was
bei ng attacked by two searats. | cried out in my dreamfor Martin to help him
Mariel and Durry Quill rescued him There was lots of fighting, a great battle
—things weren't very clear though, and it all faded after a while, Martin
too."

"l say, yoohoo! You two up there, what's the matter? Don't you want to try ny
seedcake?"

It was Hon Rosie waving fromher wheelchair. Friar Al der and Cockl eburr were
pushing it, both their faces pictures of strained patience.

"We' |l talk about this another tine," Simeon whispered to Saxtus. Turning in
the direction of the wheel-chair, he waved. "Seedcake, did you say? | used to
be a fair cook at nmking that myself. Hold on, we'll come down and try sone.

G ve nme your paw, Saxtus."

00

Lunch was being served in Geat Hall. As they entered, Mellus nudged Forenol e,
murmuring in a low voice, "Here's another two victins being brought in to

sanmpl e the dreaded seedcake. What Rosie nmade it with | don't know. "

"Burr, you'mcan say that agin. O near broken noi diggen claws just picken up
a sloice, mrm"

Rosi e | eaned from her chair, scanning the table. "I say, where's ne jolly old
seedcake gone? You haven't scoffed it all, have you? Well, that's the bally
l[imt. | suppose I'll have to bake another."
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"Er, no seeds left, marm" Friar Alder interrupted swiftly.

Cockl eburr tugged the Friar's sleeve. "Perishin' pud-dens, Friar. There's a
great box of seeds at the back of the floursacks, | found it meself this m—
Cof ! "

Al der el bowed his assistant sharply in the stonmach and carried on snoothly.
"Ch, those seeds, you nean. They've got danp and were beginning to sprout,

was meaning to |l eave themout for the birds. Ch dear, not a single seed in the
ki tchens or the storeroons. Wiat a shane!"

Underneath the table, G ubb and Bagg were using the remains of the seedcake as
buil ding bl ocks. "We'll have to get mz Rosie nore seeds if we wanna nake a
nodel of the Abbey," Bagg grunbl ed as he | ooked about for nore.

"Hurrhurr, Froir Alder'1l scrangle 'ee iffen you' mnention et."

"I s'pose so. | heard '"imsay to the Habbit that he hopes m z RosieTl get
better afore she kills us all wi' seedcakes."

00



Saxt us wandered through to watch some creatures working on the great Abbey
tapestry. Brother Hubert was supervising the design from sketches he had found
in the gatehouse. He tossed a hank of light brown thread to Sister Serena.

"This color should suit if you' re starting the face of the Warrior."

Saxtus sorted a thread out of a slightly darker tone. "Excuse ne, Brother, but
I think this shade is the correct one."

Hubert held it up to the light, inspecting it carefully. "Hmm vyou could be
right, Saxtus, but how do you know that this is the color of Martin's face?"

"l sort of sensed it."
oo Lord Rawnbl ade W destri pe strode t hr ough t he
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entrance hall of Fort Bladegirt, the sword Verm nfate sendi ng out showers of
sparks as he clashed it against the stone colums leading to the main
st ai rway.

"Gabool, it is I, Rawnbl ade the badger. Show yourself!"

The runbl e of the badger Lord' s challenge echoed back at himfromenpty
chanmbers and deserted corridors as he nounted the stairs, his keen dark eyes
searchi ng everywhere. Rawnbl ade sniffed, but the odor of searat perneated the
air throughout and he could not distinguish the scent of his eneny. Kicking
aside the debris of cast-off clothing, usel ess weaponry and stale food the
rats had | eft behind, he ascended the w de stone stairs.

00

Heedl ess of whether the rats had won or lost the battle, Gabool listened to

t he sounds of the badger ringing through his fort as he nerved hinself up for
the confrontati on he knew would inevitably conme. Gipping both sword and
dagger, the Searat King ranged about his upper chanber, holding a nuttered
conference with hinself.

"Hahaar, I'Il sleep tonight. Once I'mrid of the badger, |I'Il destroy that
usel ess bell. Aye, that's it! Kill the badger an' roll the bell off the high
cliffs inter the sea. Wiat'll be left to worry ne then? |I've seen 'em al

of f -&raypatch, Saltar, Bludrigg. Look out, badger. You' re next, an' the bel
to follow yer! Then they' |l see who's the Ruler of Terranmort—-se, Gabool, King
of Searats. I'lIl build a new fleet, each craft bigger an' faster than

Dar kqueen. They'll scour the coasts for slaves, fine silks, wine an' the best
of prime vittles. Haharr, Gabool won't need no bell to announce hisself;
they' Il know who | am wherever they see ny ships hove in an' hear nme nane."
"Gabool , you spawn of Hell, where are you?"

The deep thunder of Rawnblade's voice vibrated
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upward fromthe banqueting hall. Gabool pressed an ear to his room door
"Keep searchin', badger. I'll lead you a nerry dance before |I'm done with yer

Gabool ain't feared of a stripe-dog no nore. Ch no, matey!"
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Rawnbl ade stood before the great bell. It was exactly as he had imagined it.
Only a bellmaker with the skills of Joseph could create such a wonder. H s
hefty paw stroked the stained and discol ored surface of the brazen object as
he wal ked around it, reading the mysterious badger hieroglyphics near the
belltop, smling with satisfaction at the message only a badger Lord could
interpret.

"That is yet to cone. . . . But neanwhile!"

Rawnbl ade snashed a wooden stool with one blow of his sword. Picking up a
severed stool |eg, he began bel aboring the bell.

Bongboo m bo ngaboonbo ngbong!

As he struck the bell, Rawnbl ade breathed upon a section of the netal and
rubbed it clean. He continued to smte the great bell, harder and | ouder

Boonbongboonboonmbongbooooongggg!

Peering at the polished section, the badger watched Gabool enter the
banqueti ng hall and begin creeping up on him sword raised to strike.
Rawnbl ade stopped beating the bell and turned slowy.

"So, you like my nmusic, eh, rat?"

Gabool | eaped forward, his sword flashing down |ike |ightning. Rawnbl ade swung
his battl esword sideways, the power of the sweep knocki ng Gabool's bl ade
flying; it clattered into a corner. The searat stood hel pl ess, his paws
deadened by the nunbing force of the blow Rawnbl ade nodded to the curved
sword lying on the floor. "Pick it up and have a proper try!"

Mari el came dashing into the banqueting hall with Jospeh, Tarquin, Dandin and
Durry. The nousenai d

swung her @ullwhacker, shouting, "Stand and fight, rat!"

Gabool cackl ed harshly. "The bell maker's brat, eh? Go away, nouse. |'ve killed
you once. You're naught but a ghost!"

Mariel's jaw tightened as the @ullwhacker whirled above her head. "You're
wrong, seascum |'mno ghost! | beat you once and |'mgoing to do it again,
this tinme for good!"

From the corner of her eye Mariel saw the badger Lord nove to attack
"CGabool ' s mine, Rawnbl ade!"

The badger turned his head in her direction. As he did, Gabool plunged the
dagger into his chest and sped through a door on the other side of the room
As the door slamed they ran to the badger Lord. He was standi ng straight,

wi th the dagger protrudi ng. Before anybeast coul d speak, Rawnbl ade pulled the

dagger out and tossed it aside.

"Nearly grazed ny fur when it pierced the breastpl ate—not bad steel for a
searat dagger!"

Tarquin was tuggi ng and shoving at the door. "Blighter's |locked it!"



"Qut of the way, Wyodsorrel. Hurry!" Tarquin barely had tine to | eap aside as
a stroke fromVerm nfate split the door in tw hal ves. Lord Rawnbl ade ki cked
themflat.

"Don't interrupt me next tine, nousenaid!"

The stairs in front of them spiral ed downward. Keepi ng one paw agai nst the
side wall, they hurried around

the di zzyi ng curves.
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Gabool slamred the door closed and barred it. Chuckling to hinself, he noved
an old carpet froma corner of the roomand spread it over the hole in the
floor. Standing on the far side of it, he went into a crouch, claws stretching
forward. Soon he heard his pursuers arriving. There was a rendi ng crash and

t he door swung
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| opsidedly on a single hinge. Rawnbl ade thrust it aside as he stepped into the
room brandi shing his sword. He gl anced about at the bare walls.

"The running's over, rat. There's nowhere for you to

g°-"
"Aye, so 'tis." Gabool sneered. "You're well backed
up by your friends and fully armed too. | thought badgers were true warriors.

Why don't yer throw down that great doorcleaver an' neet ne in pawt' claw
conbat, searat fashion. O are yer just a great cowardly stripedog?"

The red msts of Bl oodwath clouded Lord Rawn-bl ade's eyes as he flung his
sword aside and came at Gabool with a mghty roar

"Eul al i aaaa! "

For an instant Gabool's blood froze within himat the sight of the huge badger
chargi ng forward. Then Rawnbl ade stood on the carpet. He plunged down into the
hole with a sharp bark of alarm falling flat on his back at the bottom of the
pit. There was a scuttling noise and Rawnbl ade shouted al oud, "Stay away!"

Mari el and her conpanions hesitated in the doorway.

The massive black scorpion rattled out at breathtaking speed. It was on

Rawnbl ade before he could nove. Hi s eyes went wide with horror at the sight of
t he | oat hesone beast perched on his breastplate. dicking claws held

nmenaci ngly wide, it began to bring the venonous barbed sting on its tail up
over its back to strike at the badger's unprotected face.

Suddenly some unseen force gal vani zed Rawnbl ade into instant action. H's paw
shot up, grabbing the scorpion by the curve of its tail, and with a m ghty
bel | ow he junped upright. Wiirling the evil creature around, he flung it
swiftly fromthe pit. The bl ack scorpion shot up at an angle, striking the
ceiling and droppi ng down—straight into the face of Gabool the WId.

From t he doorway they watched in horrified fascination as the searat |eaped



frenziedly about the room
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feebly struggling with the angry creature | ocked onto his throat with both
claws. It covered his face, nuffling the gurgled screans as the lethal tai
sent its hooked sting slanm ng over the top of his head into the base of the
skul I, whi pping back and forth as it stabbed in a maddened frenzy.

Rawnbl ade heaved hinself out of the pit intinme to see Gabool fall to the
floor, his linbs tw tching spasnodically as poison flooded through his crazed
brain. The King of the Searats shuddered one last time and died, his body
arched back like a straining bow.

Dandi n rushed into the roomas the scorpion turned its attention to Lord
Rawnbl ade. The young mouse swung the sword of Martin the VWarrior

Once! Twi ce! Thrice!

The two halves of the terrible creature toppled awkwardly back into its pit,
still clicking and striking with its poi sonous tail sting.

Rawnbl ade shuddered. He rubbed his paws together vigorously, as if trying to
cl eanse hinself of the scorpion's touch

Tarqui n addressed his harolina consolingly. "Well, me old twanger, you never
got to brain Gabool, after all. Matter o' fact, none of us did. Wat a
shanmeful waste of such jolly good weapons!"”

Joseph put a paw around his daughter's shoul ders. "Evil destroyed evil, and
good triunphed. Conme on, Mariel. Let us |leave Terranort. The nightmare is
over."

Mari el hugged her f at her fondly. "Let's go to
Redwal I 1"
00

Four ships lay ready to sail fromthe cove at Terranort. Captain Durry Quil
stood at the hel mof Wavebl ade, renaned Gabriel after his favorite "nuncle."
Captain Tarquin L. Wodsorrel now commanded the Hon Rosie, formerly the

Bl acksail. Captain Dandin rested his paw on the tiller of N ghtwake, renaned
t he Abbot Bernard. The Crabdaw had been restored to her former nane,
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Periw nkle, at the wi sh of her new Captain, Joseph the Bell naker. He stood
proudly with Mariel and Rawnbl ade on her swaying deck, watching the crew of
former oarslaves tying down the final |ashings of the great bell. Above them a
huge hol e gaped in the seaward side of Fort Bladegirt, where the bell had been
|owered to the Periw nkle's deck. Dark smoke curled fromthe breach in the
fort as Rawnbl ade nodded his head in satisfaction.

"I"ve never used fire on anything in my life, but I was glad to put the torch
to that evil building. It will never burn away its menory, but nmaybe soneday
in the seasons to cone the wind and rains fromthe seas will scour its

bl ackened stones clean.™

Joseph patted the deckrail. "Good old Periw nkle. Renenber when we first set



sail in her, Mariel? Now we can conpl ete that voyage and deliver Lord
Rawn- bl ade' s bell to Sal amandastron, where it bel ongs."

But the badger Lord had other ideas. "No, friend Joseph, this bell nust go to
Redwal | Abbey, and I will tell you the reason why. Wen | was down that pit
with the scorpion on ne | was in the grip of Bloodwath and did not know what
was goi ng on. The creature would have killed nme. However, | was saved by
Martin the Warrior. It was his spirit that entered ne and enabled ne to act so
qui ckly. He saved ny life, so | nust repay him"

Dandi n touched the hilt of the sword. "Good old Martin! So it was he w ho
really slew Gabool —er was it himthrough you, sir, or was it just a
bad-t enmpered scorpion? W'll never know Wat do you say, Mariel?"

"I say, here, take this little swallow and hang it where ny father can see it.
G ve me your sword. You won't need it for a nmonent."

Armed with the sword of Martin the Warrior, the nousemaid stood high on the
bowsprit and shouted her orders to the little fleet.

"Hoi st anchors and set all sails! There's a running
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tide and fair wind to take us to the shores of Mssflower country and
Redwal I 1"

The great bell gave out a mighty boom as Rawnbl ade struck it. The sound echoed
around the headl ands, mingled with the joyful cheers from hundreds of free
creatures as the breeze filled the sails and carried the four vessels out onto
the seas in golden summer sun-1ight.
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The seasons turned and autum arrived in due course. Though Saxtus and his
friend Sineon kept up their vigil on the ranparts of Redwall, there was stil
no sign of the returning travel ers. The Abbey orchard was now i n burgeoni ng
fruitful ness, and each day the crop gatherers were busy with | adders, |ong
pol es and industrious energy as they picked and basketed the pluns, apples,
danmsons, pears and berries of many different varieties. The kitchens were
working at full capacity, cooking, preserving and storing the fruits. Gabriel
Quill's cellar was also a hive of activity; cordials, wnes, squashes and

Cct ober al e were being squeezed, brewed and fernented. The days of autum
continued fine and warm though darkness started to draw in earlier. Peace and
plenty had returned to the Abbey; every creature was happy.

VWl |, nearly every creature

The three little D bbuns, Bagg, Runn and Grubb, were totally dissatisfied with
their lot and feeling highly mutinous. Two, three, sometines even four
scrubbings a day were commonpl ace for them during harvesttime. They had been
caught in different color changes by Mother Mellus and the good Sisters who
cared for them purple from bl ackberries, crinson fromredcur-
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rants, yellow from greengages, green from gooseberries and generally filthy

fromclinmbing trees, falling into bushes, being covered in dust fromthe
cellars, or appearing coated in oven grime and ashes fromthe kitchen ovens.



Besi des being sent to bed early for cheeking some venerabl e Abbey dwell ers,
the three m screants were now being instructed in sewing by Brother Hubert, so
that they could repair their own ripped clothing. Hubert had al so hinted
darkly that they would soon be attendi ng gatehouse school and Abbey history

st udy.

This news was the final clincher, being met with awful scow s and rebellious
mutterings, and culmnating in the terrible trio swearing a deathly oath
underneath a dornitory bed, where they were hiding fromtheir |atest m sdeeds.
They were | eaving the Abbey the very next nmorning to seek their fortunes far
afield, or as Gubb succinctly put it, "Sunplace where gurt beasties doant
keep scrubben an' barthen us'ns!"

Dawn cane soft and misty with warm sunlight, turning the | owlying shrouds of
mst fromwhite to pale yellow The three Di bbuns |et thensel ves out by the
north wallgate and trundled up that path, rustling the carpet of brown |eaves
brought down by autumal night wi nds. Each of them had a kerchief bulging with
food swinging froma stick across his shoulder, and their nmood was deci dedly
carefree as they strode out with a will.

"Wait'11 ol' Ma Mell's finds us'ns are gone. | bet she shakes 'er head an'

says 'oh dearie me' a lot then, eh?"

"Heeheehee, she won't 'ave nobeast to chuck inna tub an' scrub no nore."

"Hurr, oi 'spect she'll scrub Gab'1l an' Froir an' the Habbit. Serve 'em
roi ght!"
"An' we'll be far, far 'way an' all mucky f'rever. Hahahaha!"

"An we won't go t' bed no nore an' learn hist'ry off Bruvver Hoobit."
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"Burr aye, an' woant they all be a-cryen fer us. Boohoohoo, 'ee'll say, whurr
be all they luwerly D bbuns a-gone?"

"Aaahhhh, will they? Never mind, we'll cone back when us'ns are big 'uns, eh?"
"Ch aye, an' we'll spank 'emall an baff'eman scoff every thin'!"

"Hurrhurr, that'll teach '"ema lessing!"

00

Late breakfast turned into early lunch as they sat at the side of the path,
telling each other what tyrants they would be when they returned to the Abbey
fully grown. Suddenly Runn squeaked with fright. The three Di bbuns sat
petrified at the sight of a giant arnored badger who had strolled up out of
the msts.

Wth a strange light in his dark eyes, he swung his nassive sword hi gh and
placed it into the carrier straps on his back. The badger knelt down, bringing
his wi de-striped head close to their terrifed faces. H's voice was grow ing,
deep, but gentle as he could nake it.

"Well well, what have we here, three marauders lying in wait for poor honest
travel ers?"

"U-u-us'ns be oanly Dibbuns, zurr."



"Di bbuns, eh? A likely story. You |ook nore |like bloodthirsty rogues to ne.
Al right then, supposing you are Di bbuns, where are you fron®"

Bagg found his tongue. "Please sir, Redwall Habbey, sir!"

Rawnbl ade lifted themcarefully in his hefty battle-scarred paws. "Redwal |
Habbey—+ think | may know that place. You'd better come with me. 1'll soon
find out if you're telling me the truth."

00

The badger made his way through the hordes of Trag warriors eating breakf ast
at the side of the path. He halted by a wide flat wooden cart with a great
bell upon it. The three Di bbuns sat gazing at their reflections in the

burni shed netal surface of the bell as they perched
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upon Rawnbl ade's paws, their |egs swinging over the big blunt claws. Lord
Rawnbl ade | owered them toward Dandin and Durry, winking at the two friends as

he did.

"I"ve just captured these three searat Captains. They were waiting down the
way api ece, probably to anmbush us and steal our bell."

Dandin and Durry played along with the badger
"It's as well you did. They look like born killers to ne."
"Aye, these searats are all the sane, y' know "

Grubb tried reasoning with his captors. "Ch gurra-way, oi'ma noler an' they
be two hotterfol k. You'mbe Dan'in an' maister Quill, oi knows 'ee!"

Rawnbl ade burst out |aughing. "Hohoho! Well said! W'Ill take you back to
Redwal I with us."

Bagg held a paw to his snout, confidentially whispering to Rawnbl ade, "I

wouldn't if | was you. Ma Mell's will chuck you all inna tub an' scrub you
sunfink awful !"
00

The orchard workers had halted for a mdnorning break and jugs of cider and
slices of pluncake were passed around.

Mot her Mel | us searched around the berry bushes worriedly. "Anybeast here seen
t hree Di bbuns, Bagg, Runn and G ubb?"

Saxtus stood up helpfully. "Do you want me to go and | ook for thenf"
The badger plunped down wearily next to Simeon and accepted a beaker of new
cider. "lI'd be nost grateful if you did, Saxtus. |I've run ny aching old bones

ragged searching for those three rips.”

As the young nouse trotted off on a tour of the Abbey grounds Mellus refilled
Si meon' s beaker.

"What a fine young creature our Saxtus is. | renenber he wasn't any great



trouble as a Dibbun, always a
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fairly serious and obedient little thing. Not |like some | could nane."

The blind herbalist smled. "You re a proper old fraud, Mellus. You woul dn't
know what to do with yourself if all our D bbuns were quiet, serious and
obedient. It makes the seasons happier having a few little pickles around.”

Havi ng searched in the nost |ikely hiding places, Saxtus mounted the wall steps
and scoured the ranparts. Starting at the south wall, he worked his way al ong
to the east battlenments, covering every recess and niche, each nonent
expecting to cone upon the three little ones hiding in some favorite corner

He had hidden up here many a time with Dandin and Durry when they were small;
all the best secret hideouts were known to him

Saxtus could feel anxiety beginning to gnaw at him He had searched every
possi bl e place and still there was no sign of the mssing trio. He | eaned his
back agai nst the northwest walltop corner, |ooking down into the Abbey
grounds, nentally ticking off each place he had covered. The three little ones
were definitely m ssing, but there was no need to upset Mther Mellus yet—
they mght still be sonewhere in the vicinity. Saxtus turned to | ook up the
path. For a nmoment he could scarcely believe his eyes, he felt his whol e body
begin to shake and trenble with excitement. Paws twitching and teeth
chattering, he blinked and rubbed his eyes to reassure hinself he was not
witnessing a mrage. He was not! He stood for sone time, exerting all his

wi |l power to gain control of hinself.

00
Refreshnment tinme was over in the orchard. Picking up their baskets, the
harvesters were about to go back to work. Saxtus's voice rang out |evel and

loud fromthe ranparts

"Fat her Abbot, Mdther Mellus, bring everybody with you. Cone up here and | ook
at this!"

Mel lus and the Abbot, with Simeon between them rounded the corner of the
Abbey building, a crowmd of Redwallers follow ng them

"Saxtus. Hi, Saxtus, what is it?"
"Have you found the Di bbuns, Saxtus?"

The young mouse turned and call ed back to the swelling band of Redwallers,
"Come up here, this is very inmportant, |I think you should all see this!"

Now every creature in the Abbey was striding across the lawms, fromthe
orchards, kitchens, Geat Hall, Cavern Hole, dormtories and gatehouse,
overcome with curiosity.

"I hope it ain't nore searats, marm"

"In the name of all fur, what is it?"

"Hoi, Saxtus, what's all this about?"

But Saxtus had turned his back on them and was staring out at the path from
the north, ignoring their shouts.



Mel l us qui ckend her pace. "Ooh, he was al ways very aggravating as a D bbun was
that one!"

00

Every creature in the Abbey was now ranged al ong the wall staring dunbfounded
at the sight before them It was Gabriel Quill who broke the silence.
Scranbling up onto a battlenment, he waved his paws wildly as he shouted,
"They' ve come back! Ch, Durry me heart, it's nme, yer ol' nuncle Gabriell™

The hedgehog's call seenmed to trigger everything. A mghty roaring cheer rose
fromthe wal ltops; caps and aprons were flung in the air as the Redwal l ers
danced up and down, waving and cheering at the top of their |ungs, stanping
their paws and howling pure joy to the skies.

"They' re back! OCh | ook, they're back! Hooraaaaaay!!!"

On the path the horde of Trag warriors with the great
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bell in their mdst ground to a halt at Rawnbl ade's signal

Mariel stood atop the bell. She | oosed her CGullwhacker and began sw nging it
in circles above her head.

Tarquin wi nked at her. "Go on, old gel, let 'emknow you jolly well did it!"
The mousenmai d swung the heavily knotted rope down with both paws.
Boooooommt nnm

The deep nel odi ous sound echoed out across the brown and russet woodl ands in
the fine autum norn.

"Eul al i aaaaa! Trag! Trag! Trag! Redwaaaaal |I!"

The answer to Red wall's cheers rent the air as the warriors roared out their
battle cry. Sitting on top of Lord Rawnbl ade's war hel net, G ubb joined paws
wi th Bagg and Runn, who were perched on the badger's shoul ders. Between them
they yelled as loudly as any battl e-hardened sol di er.

Abbot Bernard stood in front of the open gateway, paws tucked into wi de habit
sl eeves. Hi s voice quivered noticeably as he addressed the four travel ers who
stood with Lord Rawnbl ade at the head of the arny.

"You have cone a very long way to be at Redwall Abbey. . . . \Welcone hone!"
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Extract fromthe witings of Abbot Saxtus:

The seasons turn slowy with the earth, Redwall stones grow aged and nel | ow,
and | thank fortune that we live peacefully within our Abbey. The old ones are
still with us, I am happy to say: Joseph, Sineon, Hubert and ol d Abbot

Bernard. | sat with themthis afternoon, on the rickety remains of the wooden
bellcart in the orchard. W tal ked of bygone times as we | ounged about in the
warnth of this long summer. Bagg, Runn and G ubb brought us dandelion and
burdock cordial to drink. You would not believe what big, well-mannered otters



the twins are, and G ubb, always ready with a joke and a smile, he never
changes, | know because he put otter hotroot in my beaker. Bernard and his
friends were recalling the Feast of the Bell Raising. What a day! Mariel's
father was so proud wrhen we named the bell after him the ]Joseph Bell, though
he woul d not sit at the head of the table—o, Joseph insisted on sitting with
Tarquin and his wife, Rosie. Ah, that was a feast nmy stomach still renenbers.
Cellarmaster Durry Quill and his assistant A d Gabriel produced the finest
October ale | ever drank, Friar Cockleburr
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made a bell -shaped fruitcake as big as the Joseph Bell itself, Friar Al der and
his Trag trainees did us proud too—there were nore trifles, tarts, puddings,
sal ads, cheeses and breads than you could shake a twig at. OCak Tom and his

wi fe, Treerose, say that the feast m ght have | asted a whol e season had it not
been for Flagg the otter, Rosie and Tarquin and Mellus and Rawnbl ade. My word,
you shoul d have seen those creatures eat, you would have thought they were
facing a seven-season fani ne!

Vell, the bell was finally raised, though a ot nore things happened during
the three days of that feast, | can tell you. Lord Rawnbl ade expl ai ned the
badger synbols around the top of the bell to us all. Wuld you believe it,
they told of the coming of the bell to Redwall, even predicting its nane,
Joseph. The badger rulers of Sal anandastron are truly nysterious beasts.
Soneday | may take a trip there to study the mountain and its caves. Rawnbl ade
gave perm ssion for Rosie and Tarquin to range the lands freely, and they have
formed an organi zation called the Fur and Foot Fighting Patrol. Last | heard
they had twelve nmenbers, all their own young ones. Rufe Brush did a strange
thing on the third norning of the feast, he took the sword of Martin the
Warrior, strapped it to his back and clinbed to the roof of the Abbey. Yes,
right up to the very top of Redwal |l -what a clinb! Rufe placed the sword on the
arm of the weathervane and tied it there; what a curious thing to do. Brother
Sinmeon told ne that Rufe had been spending a ot of time staring at our grand
tapestry of Martin, so it occurs to ne that our warrior may have visited Rufe

in his dreams. Rufe Brush is now our bellringer, still as strong and silent as
ever. | amvery close to Rufe. He is a true friend to nme, always ready to step
in and settle disputes, though they are few and far between at Redwal | .

think Bagg will beconme the new Forenole. The old fell ow spends his days drink-
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ing, eating and playing with the D bbuns; he is a great favorite anong the
little ones. | miss Dandin and Mariel very nuch, and sonetines | dream of

them They went off, you know The peaceful Abbey life was not for them they
said. One norning we awke to find they had gone south in search of

adventures. Joseph nerely snmiled and said that they would return someday, but
Mot her Mel | us noped about for half a season; she loved that pair very nuch.
Sonetimes | wish that | had not been born with a sense of duty and my serious
nature. | would have liked to travel with them but it was not to be. \Wen
Bernard stepped down, everybeast imediately called for me to take on the robe
of Father Abbot. What could | do? Werever ny friends Mariel and Dandin are,
nmy heart is with them My the way be fair before them and good fortune attend
t hem bot h.

| amsitting on the bell tower steps as | wite. It is cool and shady in here,
qui et too. The roof and all of the woodwork, stairs and doors and beans are
made fromthe tinbers of four ships that were dismantled by the side of the
ford which crosses the path to the north. Sone of the wood was used to build a
bridge over the ford, to protect travelers fromthe pike that swmin the
waters there. | have only to look up and | can see the great Joseph Bel



overhead. It is truly the pride of our Abbey, a thing of great beauty. Ah
wel I, Rawnbl ade rul es Sal amandas-tron and | nust rule here. | love ny Redwall
Abbey, it is a place of peace and plenty. Soon ny friend Rufe will cone to
ring the bell for suppertine. There will be lots of good things to eat and
drink in Cavern Hole, and | will sit in my great chair, surrounded by all of
nmy dear conpani ons, Di bbuns pl aying beneath the table, Mellus, Sage and
Serena, old as they are, still shooing the little ones to bath and bed, and
me, discussing with the ancient Sineon what | can sense
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about the earth, the seasons and the feelings of other creatures. He says | am
becom ng quite good at it. AOd Abbot Bernard will just chuckle into his

el derberry wine and recall that Sineon used to say that about him So | hope
you will forgive me, ny friends. | nust go now and attend to ny duties as

Fat her Abbot .

There, 1've done it again! Bunped my head on that great knotty thing hangi ng
at the end of the bellrope. I'malways doing that, | nust |learn to duck ny
head. Though | think |I do it purposely, because that piece of rope rem nds ne
of alittle nousemaid named Storm who turned up at our Abbey one sumer. Have
you guessed what the rope is? Then you nust have been taking | essons from
Sinmeon. It is the weapon called @ullwhacker. Before Mariel and Dandin went,
they tied it to the end of the bellrope as a reninder to other creatures for
all the seasons to conme that this was how t hey brought the great Joseph Bel
horme to Redwal | .
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