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HE SELFISHLY REQUIRED THAT SHE BE AN INDIVIDUAL, AND HE
ADDRESSED HER BY HER NAME. HE JOKEL, HE REMEMBERED
STORIES, HE CRITICIZED OLP FRIENPS FOR ABANDONING HIM,
HE NOTICED THE DIFFERENCES IN HOW SHE MOVED FROM DAY
TO DAY, HOW SHE THOUGHT.

YowligE: f

THREE YEARS OF ABSOLUTE SILENCE, TWO YEARS OF
WHISPER, AND THEN, MOVED UP (AND OUTWARD) BY
THE DECISION OF THE SUPERIOR MAUNT, TWO YEARS
ON THE WARD FOR INCURABLES, THERE, FOR NINE
MONTHS SHE TENDED THE DYING, AND THOSE TOO
CLUMSY TO DIE.

THEN, A YEAR AGO, PALE INVALID TIBBETT WAS CARTED
TO THE HOME FOR THE INCURABLES. HE WASN'T TOO
FAR GONE TO RECOGNIZE HER.

UNDER THE SCRUTINY OF HIS TIREDP FRAME "
SHE WAS RE-CREATED, AGAINST HER WILL, &
AS AN INDIVIDUAL, OR NEARLY.
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BY THE LIGHT OF A SALLOWWOOD TORCH, THE CAMEL, IN GLITTERING CAPARISONS,
LURCHED AND LUMBERED ON A WORN TRACK. IT WAS LIKE GOING UP AND DOWN A
STAIRCASE AT THE SAME TIME.

ELPHIE SAT ABOVE THE

GRASS, A VANTAGE POINT
OVER THE GREAT FLICKERING
SURFACE. ALTHOUGH THE
OCEAN WAS ONLY AN IDEA
SPRUNG OUT OF MYTHOLOGY,
SHE COULD ALMOST SEE
WHERE IT CAME FROM—THERE
WERE SMALL GRASSHAWKS
LAUNCHING THEMSELVES LIKE
FISH LEAPING OUT OF THE
SPUME, NIPPING AT THE FIREFLIES,
POCKETING THEM, THEN FALLING
BACK IN A DRY SPLASH.

EVENTUALLY ELPHIE ARRIVED AT A PLANTATION OF TREES,
CAREFULLY TENDED IN THIS PEVASTATING OPENNESS.

IT WAS THE CIRCULAR PATTERN OF
THE SCROW ENCAMPMENT AGAIN.
ELPHIE PASSED INTO IT AS THROUGH
A MAZE, ALONG CURVING CORRIDORS
OF WHISPERING BRUSH, MOVING FROM
OUTER TO INNER CIRCLES LIT BY OIL
LAMPS HAMMERED TO CARVEN POSTS.
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OATSIE MANGLEHAND OUTLINED THE
PROPOSED ROUTE: SOUTH ALONG THE
EDGE OF KELLSWATER, WEST THROUGH
KUMBRICIA’S PASS, NORTHWEST THROUGH
THE THOUSAND YEAR GRASSLANDS,
STOPPING AT KIAMO KO, AND THEN
WINTERING A BIT FARTHER NORTHWEST,

THE VINKUS IS
UNCIVILIZED LAND AND
THERE ARE TRIBAL GROUPS TO
BE WARY OF: THE YUNAMATA,
THE SCROW, THE ARJIKI.
WE’LL NEED TO STICK
TOGETHER . . . AND TRUST
ONE ANOTHER.

ELPHIE SHOWED NO SIGN OF LISTENING. SHE FIPPLED WITH A
PFENIX FEATHER AND DREW FPATTERNS IN THE SOIL BETWEEN HER
FEET, COILING SHAPES LIKE PRAGONS WRITHING OR SMOKE RISING.,

THE BOY SQUATTED EIGHT

OR TEN FEET AWAY, WARY AND
SHUTTERELD. HE SEEMED TO

BE HER PAGE, FOR HE MANAGED
HER BAGS AND ATTENPED HER
NEEDS, BUT THEY PID NOT LOOK

17 AT EACH OTHER, OR SPEAK.
= OATSIE FOUND IT STRANGE IN
Vi THE EXTREME, AND HOPED
g IT DIDN'T AUGUR ILL.
I ==

THE GRASSTRAIL TRAIN SET OFF AT SUNSET, AND MADE ONLY A FEW MILES BEFORE ITS FIRST CAMP
AT A STREAMBEL. THE PARTY—MOSTLY GILLIKINESE—CHATTERED IN NERVOUS AMAZEMENT AT THEIR
COURAGE, TO GO SO FAR AFIELD FROM THE SAFETY OF CENTRAL OZ!

Ut
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ONCE INSIDE THE FOREST, THE TRAVELERS COULD NOT SEE

THE HILLS. EVERYTHING SMELLED OF FERNS AND FIDDLEGREENS.,
AND ON THE SHORES OF A SMALL LAKE STOOD A PEAD TREE.
IT HARBORED A COMMUNITY OF BEES, AT THEIR WORK OF
CHAMBER MUSIC AND HONEY.

ELPHIE TOLD THE OTHER TRAVELERS SHE INTENDED TO TAKE
THEM ALONG. SHE TALKED WITH THE BEES AND THE BEES WERE
AGREEABLE.

N

THEY CAME ALONG IN THEY SENT OUT A REQUEST, USING DRUMS AND MIST, TO ATTRACT THE ATTENTION OF

A SWARM, BUT MOST A HIRED RAFIQIl, FOR CARAVANS WERE NOT ALLOWED TO MOVE THROUGH THE LANDS
TRAVELERS STAYED IN OF DIFFERENT VINKUS TRIBES WITHOUT A GUIDE TO NEGOTIATE PERMISSIONS AND FEES,
THE OTHER WAGONS,
SUPDENLY SCARED OF
EVERY FLECK OF pUsST
THAT FLITTED AGAINST
THE SKIN.

THERE MIGHT BE
TROUBLE FROM THE YUNAMATA
THIS YEAR. THE CARAVAN COMES
AFTER A SEASON OF WINKIE

ROUNDUPS BY CAVALRY FROM
THE EMERALD CITY.

IN THE MIPPLE OF THE NIGHT
THE COOK DISAPPEAREL. THERE
WAS CONSTERNATION AMONG
ALL EXCEPT ELPHIE, WHO PIDN'T

CARE. WAS IT A KIDNAPPING, OR TOWARD THE EVENING THE PINES AT LAST BEGAN TO THIN,

A SLEEPWALKING EPISODE, OR s g

oo LN e o AND THE FOREST TO SHIFT TO STAG-HEAD OAK, WHICH

OPINIONS, AND THE BREAKFAST

EGGS WERE RUNNY AND INEDIBLE. | |48 — — .
NO ONE WAS SORRY FOR THE LIGHT AND ROOM THAT THE SKY

KILLYJIOY DID NOT NOTICE THE APFORDED, EVEN ELPHIE FELT HER HEART LIFT, UNEXPECTEDLY.

COOK’S DISAPPEARANCE. HE
SNUGGLED, GRINNING IN HIS
SLEEFR, CLOSER TO LIR.

T g5
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OATSIE MANGLEHAND WAS WAITING IN THE AMBULATORY WITH THE OLD SUPERIOR MAUNT.
THE CONVENT WAS PAYING A DECENT PENNY FOR THIS SERVICE, AND OATSIE NEEDED THE FEES.
BUT SHE PIDN'T LIKE THE LOOK OF THE SULLEN MAUNT THAT SISTER BURSAR USHERED OUT.

THIS IS YOUR PASSENGER.
HER NAME IS SISTER SAINT
AELPHABA. SHE’S SPENT MANY
YEARS IN SOLITARY
LIFE AND IN NURSING.

THE HABIT OF GOSSIP
IS LOST. BUT IT'S TIME
FOR HER TO MOVE ON,
AND MOVE ON SHE WILL.
YOU'LL FIND HER
NO TROUBLE.

THE GRASSTRAIL TRAIN
DOESN’T PROMISE THE SURVIVAL SWEET CHILD OF THE
OF ITS PARTY, MOTHER. I'VE LED MANY UNNAMED GOD, YOU GO FROM

US TO CONDUCT AN EXERCISE IN
TRIPSC&Z?J;EEERE ?GXEI ?ES;‘EMORE EXPIATION. YOU FEEL THERE

DMIT. = IS A PENALTY TO PAY
BEFORE YOU MAY FIND
PEACE.

SHE LEAVES OF
HER OWN FREE WILL.
SHOULD SHE WISH
TO RETURN AT ANY
POINT, WE WOULD ¢

TAKE HER IN. Y EXPECTATIONS OF YOUR
SHE IS ONE SUCCESS. GODSPEED,
OF Us. 4 MY GOOPD SISTER.
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IN THE MIPPLE OF THE NIGHT THE YUNAMATA ARRIVED. THE YUNAMATA LEFT IN THE MORNING, COMPLAINING
THEY BROUGHT GIFTS OF DRIED FRUIT AND SANG TRIBAL RUPELY ABOUT THE RUNNINESS OF THE BREAKFAST
SONGS, AND MADE THOSE WHO WOULPD PANCE GET UP EGGS. THERE WAS NO WORD ABOUT THE COOK.

AND DANCE.

AS ELPHIE THOUGHT ABOUT IT, THE YUNAMATA, WHO
CAVORTED AND GLADLY SHARED THEIR OPINIONS,
REMINDED HER OF THE QUADLINGS WITH WHOM SHE
HAD GROWN UR. EVEN WITH THEIR FOREIGN TONGUE

THEY MADE HER FEEL AT HOME.

AS THE CARAVAN CONTINUED, THE
SKY OPENEP UP AGAIN, BRISK

AND AUTUMNAL, WIDE AS REMORSE.
THEN A YUNAMATA MESSENGER
CAUGHT UP WITH THEM, TO SHARE
THE NEWS THAT A BODY HAD BEEN
FOUND AT THE BASE OF A CLIFF.

PERHAPS IT WAS THE COOK; IT WAS
THOUGHT TO BE A MAN, BUT THE
SURFACE OF THE CORPSE WAS SO
SWOLLEN WITH LESIONS THAT THE
PARTICULARS WERE LOST,

THE YUNAMATA DIDN'T SEEM TO KNOW ANYTHING
ABOUT HIM.

OH, WAS IT?
WOULDN'T THERE HAVE
BEEN SCREAMS IF THEY'D
ATTACKED A MAN IN THE
MIDDLE OF THE NIGHT?

DID THE BEES
STING HIS THROAT
FIRST, TO SWELL HIS
VOCAL CORDS SHUT?
VERY TALENTED
BEES, THOSE.

THE RAFIQI POINTEDP OUT ON THE HORIZON SEVERAL MOUNPING
COILS OF SMOKE. AT FIRST THE TRAVELERS GUESSED THEY WERE
WINDSTORMS, BUT OATSIE SOOTHED THEM AND ALARMED THEM:
IT WAS EVENING FIRES FOR A LARGE ENCAMPMENT. SCROW.
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AT LAST HE DIED, AND THE SUPERIOR MAUNT HAD SAID
THAT IT WAS TIME FOR HER TO GO AND ATONE FOR
HER MISTAKES, THOUGH NOT EVEN THE SUPERIOR
MAUNT KNEW WHAT THEY WERE.

WHEN THAT WAS DONE? WELL, SHE WAS STILL A
YOUNG WOMAN, SHE COULD RAISE A FAMILY. TAKE
HER BROOM AND REMEMBER: OBEDIENCE AND MYSTERY.

BEFORE LONG THEY CAME TO THE EDGE OF
KELLSWATER, A MURDEROUS SLICE OF WATER
LYING AS IF CLEFT FROM THE SIDE OF A
THUNDERCLOUPD, IT WAS ALL GREY, NO
LIGHTS ON IT.

THAT'S WHY THE
HORSES DON'T DRINK "€
FROM IT, NOR TRAVELERS;
THAT'S WHY IT WAS NEVER
TAPPED IN AQUEDUCTS AND
RUN TO THE EMERALD CITY.
IT'S DEAD WATER.

THE COOK HAD A DOG HE MISTREATED NAMED
KILLYJOY WHO SEEMED TO ELPHIE A MAKEJOY
INSTEAL, A PANTING, SNIFFY THING.

WE USUALLY DO
WELL, WE JUST NEED
TO BE PREPARED. THEY CAN
BE FRIENDS. IF WE
ARE FRIENDS.

OATSIE HEARD THE BOY TELL THE DOG HIS NAME.
SHE HAD TO SMILE. THE FAT CHILD WAS NOT GOOD
AT MAKING FRIENDS, AND A LONELY CHILD SHOULD
HAVE A DOG.

I'M LIIR.
YOU CAN BE
MY DOG,
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THEY LEFT THE RICH EDGE OF GILLIKIN BEHIND. THE VINKUS BEGAN WITH

A MESH OF PEBBLES SPREAD ON BROWN WET SOIL. AT NIGHT THE LIZARD
STAR POINTED THE PIRECTION: SOUTH, SOUTH ALONG THE EDGE OF THE
GREAT KELLS, TO THE PANGEROUS GAP OF KUMBRICIA'S FASS.

LIFE OUTSIDE THE CLOISTER SEEMED TO CLOUPD UP WITH SUCH
PARTICULARITY—THE SHAPE OF HER SEVEN YEARS PAST WAS
ALREADY BEING CROWPDEPD OUT.

ELPHIE WAS OFTEN AWAKE AT NIGHT, STILL, MEMORY WAS ALL THAT UNDIFFERENTIATED TIME, WASHING TERRA-COTTA
RETURNING TO HER, PERHAPS EXPANDING UNPER THE FLOORS WITHOUT PIPPING HER HANDS IN THE BUCKET—IT
FIERCE OPENNESS, WHERE THE BIRDS CRIED IN FALLING TOOK HOURS TO DO A SINGLE ROOM, BUT NO FLOOR WAS
VOICES, AND THE METEORS STITCHEDP OMENS INTO THE SKY. EVER CLEANER.
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IT WAS NOON THE NEXT DAY WHEN THE
CARAVAN PULLED UP TO THE EDGE OF

THE SCROW CAMF. THE RAFIQI INTRODUCED
THEM TO THE PRINCESS NASTOYA. SHE
WAS THE FILTHIEST, LEAST-EDUCATED
PRINCESS ANYONE HAD EVER SEEN, YET
SHE HAD SOME DIGNITY; EVEN THE MOST
ARDENT DEMOCRAT AMONG THE TRAVELERS
GENUFLECTED.

SHE LAUGHED RAUCOUSLY.

THEN SHE BADE HER BEARERS
LUG HER AWAY TO SOMEPLACE
LESS TEDIOUS.

MOST OF THE CARAVAN TRAVELERS STAYED GLUED TO THE DOORS
OF THEIR WAGONS, IMAGINING CRIME JUST BEYOND THE NEAREST
TENT. BUT ELPHIE FOUND IT IMPOSSIBLE TO KEEP STILL, WITH ALL
THIS NEWNESS BECKONING.

THE RAFIQI ADVISED CAUTION, ADVISED RETURN TO THE CAMP;
BUT CHILPHOOD IN THE QUADLING BADLANDS HAD MADE ELPHABA
NOT ONLY BOLL, BUT CURIOUS.

AFTER THE EVENING MEAL,

A DELEGATION OF ERECT

OLD SCROW DIGNITARIES
APPROACHED THE GRASSTRAIL
TRAIN AND ENTERED INTO

A LENGTHY PALAVER WITH

THE RAFIQI. IN THE END, HE
TRANSLATED THE MESSAGE.

YOU ARE
INVITED TO THE
SCROW SHRINE.

THEY'VE

READIED A
CAMEL. A
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