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A note from the author

I’ve been so grateful for the response to Spell Sweeper. The
number-one question I’ve received since the book’s release has
been: “Will there be a sequel?”
My response is always the same: I pitched Spell Sweeper as
a stand-alone book. I wanted to capture a very specific interval in Cara’s life, while at the same time conveying that there
was a lot of “story” that takes place before and after that pivotal period. That’s not to say that I wouldn’t go back to write
those stories, but that wasn’t my original intention.
But here’s the good news: I have more Cara Moone to give
you right now. As with every book I write, there is always material that doesn’t make the final cut. Sometimes it’s because
I’ve reimagined the scene and completely rewritten it. In other cases, scenes get cut for pacing. Or, sometimes, I never intended to include certain scenes or side stories; I simply wrote
them as part of the world-building process.
So, while this book doesn’t represent a sequel to Spell
Sweeper, I hope you will see it as the next best thing. I’ve
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included some of the deleted “intervening scenes” (those sections in between regular chapters where Cara waxes on—in
only the way that Cara can—about the intricacies of her life
and world), some side stories (the wizard fairy tales that Cara
reads during the course of Spell Sweeper), and some other fun
material, including recipes and my own sketches of the cast.
If you have already read Spell Sweeper, then this will provide a bit of extra texture (for example, you’ll see how the
wizard fairy tales might have influenced Cara’s thoughts and
choices). If you are yet to read Spell Sweeper, then perhaps this
will give you a tantalizing glimpse. In either case, enjoy!

Lee Edward Födi
March 2022
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Tools of magic
(no brooms here, people!)

When Harlee Wu wants to perform magic, she simply lifts
those slender hands and her fingers begin to dance. But she’s
the exception. Most wizards, especially apprentices, need
something to amplify their innate magical abilities. Here are
some of the most common talismans . . .
Wands
These come in various shapes and sizes and can be made of
wood or sculpted with metal or glass. Some have leather handles and stones or glass beads embedded in them. I think
many wizards choose wands as talismans because of the tradition factor, but they do provide the specific advantage of
being able to point and gesture—in other words, focusing a
spell. (In case you didn’t know, wizards are theatrical).
Rings
Some represent the user’s discipline—for example, Riva Dragonsong could famously command dragons, and that’s why her
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gemstone has the appearance of a serpentine eye. The other
advantage of these talismans? They look super cool.
Pendants
Similar to rings, these can feature different gemstones or glass
beads.
Books
Some wizards, apparently, open the books to specific pages when they are casting certain spells—though, if you ask
me, this is kind of like an open-book test. In other words, it’s
CHEATING. The strongest book-talismans are one’s written
by the wizard’s own hand.
Coins
Some wizards mint their own. Otherwise, there are old wizard currencies that offer good candidates for talismans. But,
basically, any old quarter, shilling, or shekel will do—because
the important part is using the talisman and binding it to you.
Candle stubs
I’ve heard instances of these melting in a wizard’s hands when
she’s casting a spell.
Fangs or claws
Apparently, the ones from dragons are especially good.
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Skulls
Gruesome. I mean, who wants to carry a freaking skull around
in her pocket? But I hear that when it comes to skulls, many
wizards rely on the ones from birds or rodents. Still . . . gross.
Just gross.
Feathers
Far less disgusting than a fang, claw, or skull, but it’s best to
keep your opinions to yourself because wizards get all touchy
if people judge their talismans.
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Top ten familiars chosen by
Dragonsong students

There’s a regular menagerie at Dragonsong Academy because
as soon as you reach Grade 7, you’re matched with your own
familiar. (Unless you’re in the MOP program, of course, in
which case, you’re deprived of friendly animal companionship
to help you with the daily wizard grind. Okay, I have Zuki,
but he’s not my familiar and he’s not always friendly).
As far as I’ve observed, each familiar has its positives and
negatives. These are the one most commonly matched with
Dragonsong students . . .
Owls
Why buck tradition, right? As Yuna says, “Good enough for
Merlin in Sword in the Stone, good enough for me.” Literary
homages aside, owls have many practical benefits: Flying, delivering messages, and spying. The many different owl species
mean you can be matched with one that fits your particular
fashion sense and personality. (I’m not sure how a saw-whet
owl matches Yuna’s personality. Maybe because she’s so unas-
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suming? Except, of course, when she’s accusing me of stealing
supplies from her potion kit.)
Hares and rabbits
Speedy, keen hearing, and often small enough to fit inside
your robe.
Snakes
Excellent for sneaking into dark crevices and corners. Plus,
if you’re trying to cultivate your bad-girl vibe, then this is
the direction you want to go. So, basically, if my sister was
a wizard, she’d probably have an asp or a black mamba for a
familiar.
Ferrets
Also good for squeezing into tight spaces, but with the advantage of being cuter than your average snake.
Toads
Especially good in summer (they tend to keep the insects
down).
Bats
Honestly, same. Though, they are spookier than toads, so also
good if you want to suggest you dance with the undead and
take your coffee with zero sugars and six drops of blood.
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Mice and rats
These are low maintenance, plus easy to feed. Problem is, they
tend to get eaten by other familiars (I’m looking at you, Zuki).
Raccoons
They basically have hands, which means they are adept at all
kinds of human-like activities. But, for the same reason, good
luck keeping your dorm room clean.
Crows and ravens
They have many of the same advantages as owls, except they’re
not remotely as solemn.
Skunks
The training is obviously important. Ask Hanna Koval how it
turned out when she didn’t invest the proper time.
I should mention that schools located in different parts of
the world feature their own distinctive matches. For example,
neoguri in Korea, scorpions in Egypt, hedgehogs in Britain,
and mongooses in India.
Anything easily domesticated does not make good familiars. Don’t ask me why—something to do with a certain wildness quotient. So, dogs and cats (despite the claims of various
Halloween GIFs) are not popular choices.
Magical creatures don’t make great familiars, mostly be-
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cause they are super-intelligent, which means they have their
own free will and can talk—and talk back. Zuki is bound to
Master Quibble out of a deep sense of loyalty and it’s probably the same case with Headmistress Singh’s storm bird.
What would I choose for a familiar? Sadly, it’s irrelevant.
But I’d probably go for a baby squix.
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Sorry, bleach doesn’t cut it
when it comes to feral magic

A spell sweeper’s utility belt includes an array of neutralizers, stain removers, and deodorizers—but they’re not the kind
you’re going to find in your kitchen pantry or laundry room
(unless you have a parent who’s secretly a spell sweeper).
Moone Brew (patent pending)
My personal mixture, combining qilin powder and caladrius
gland secretions. It kicks the snot out of toxic spell dust.
Stones from the River Quell
This is the equivalent of kitty litter, which Blisses use in a
regular chemical spill situation. Quell stones are good for
absorbing and mopping up various types of creature excretions—your basic snots, urines, feces, but also things like
dragon yolk or basilisk venom.
Ash from a phoenix’s nest
The best kind comes with bits of feather, flecks of gold, and
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other material. It’s a good abrasive and can really challenge
the peskiest of stains.
Pollen from hippogriff’s heart
In case you think this is ultra-gross, let me explain: A hippogriff’s heart is a type of flower, named for its shape and color.
The pollen it emits makes for another good abrasive. But do
NOT mix it with the above because . . . um, boom. Like many
of our plant-based cleaners, Dragonsong Academy grows hippogriff’s heart in its botanical garden (the students call it “The
Poison Patch” because there are some plants in there that are
so dangerous that they have their own individual cages).
Elf ’s breath cotton
Our spell sweeper scarves are woven from elf ’s breath because
it has excellent properties for filtering out toxins. In its pure
form, elf breath is a strong deodorizer, so if our scarves simply
won’t cut it, we can uncork a bottle of this stuff. (There are
certain . . . uh, liquids, that dragons leave behind that could
knock you out with one strong whiff.)
Qilin powder
This is ground up from the antlers that qilin shed annually
and is a powerful neutralizer that can send feral magic running for the hills (not that we want it running anywhere).
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Griffin tears
These are famous for their healing properties, but they can do
a number on feral magic as well, soaking up all the mischievous dust and converting into a manageable substance that
you can easily sweep up.
Caladrius gland secretions
The caladrius is a magical bird that can draw the illness right
out of a sick person (though the image of such an “operation”
conjures an image in my head that I’d rather not have, thank
you very much). The gland secretions are very potent, which
is why they’re so successful when it comes to dueling toxic
spell slime.
Arachnid eggs
I don’t know what these are supposed to do, but Master Quibble says that a spell sweeper should always have a vial at the
ready, which really makes Gusto queasy. Snakes really freak
him out, but spiders aren’t too far behind, especially after
what we saw happen in Cosimo Balthazar’s antique shop, The
Two-Eyed Cyclops.
Feathers of various magical creatures
Some people (annoying non-spell-sweeping wizards like
Georgia and Simone) think that feathers are for dusting, but
you can’t “dust” spell dust, especially the feral or toxic kind.
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We trim these feathers into bits and sprinkle them over certain messes. (In case it isn’t clear yet, you need to know when
to use specific solutions for specific spills.)
Sparks from a wizard’s fire
These stay alive within their bottle and can be activated with
a quick shake. They don’t clean up anything but, apparently, if we encounter a dangerous creature, these might cause a
distraction that buys us a few precious seconds before being
turned into spell sweeper mulch.
Wizard’s sponge
This is basically moss that has been harvested from Dragonsong’s garden. I’m not sure how it’s different from regular
moss, except that it does a really good job of soaking up and
neutralizing certain venoms, spits, and saliva.
Unicorn tears
You’re probably thinking of these as being in liquid form, but
unicorn tears are known for quickly solidifying into tiny crystals, usually silver and red, depending on whether they are tears
of joy or tears of sadness. They are particularly good for counteracting certain explosive materials, such as dragon snot.
Mage twigs
Yet another plant that is grown in Dragonsong’s botanical
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garden, these are like a wizard’s version of incense sticks. We
can light them to purify a place, but I find this is more to do
with providing comfort as opposed to an actual cleanse, and
I’m not so keen in sticking around a spill site any longer than
necessary.
Squix egg
Definitely NOT a part of the standard spell sweeper kit. So,
shh . . .
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The top Halloween costumes
chosen by wizard kids

Yes, most wizards relish the opportunity to dress as themselves
on Halloween. But at Dragonsong Academy, we’re confined
to our own island and always get to dress like wizards. I’ve
spent two Halloweens at Dragonsong, so I’ve had the chance
to see that wizard kids like to dress up the same as Bliss ones.
So, if you’re not going to dress as a wizard—basically,
yourself—then what do you wear for a costume? These are
the top choices for Dragonsong students . . .
Dragons or other enchanted creatures
Some kid always has an uncle who works on a dragon farm,
and ends up getting a full robe of actual dragon skin to wear.
Creepy.
Wizard hunter
If you ask me, this is extremely perverse.
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Wizard who has been murdered by a Bliss
Even more perverse. Typically, these costumes involve singed
robes and make-up to mimic seared and charred flesh.
Ghosts
Because some wizard kids are as uninspired in their costume
making as Bliss ones.
MOP
Yep. Some students think it’s hilarious to dress as the lowest
class in our world. I have no idea how this is acceptable or
permitted by Dragonsong’s administration.
Spells-gone-wrong
There is always some industrious student who goes as a
half-transfigured or partly-translocated body. Gruesome.
As for me? Last year, I went as feral spell dust, which I
thought was very creative and clever (it involved a lot of glitter). By the way, this was before I failed my standardized test
and was put into the MOP program. I guess you can say I
tempted fate with that costume.
Of course, this year, Halloween is already booked. But
next year? Maybe, I’ll go as toxic spell dust.
That is, if I’m still around to celebrate Halloween.
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What do you call a group
of wizards, anyway?

There’s no single term for what you call a gathering of wizards; the collective noun depends on context.
A blink
Get it? Because wizards can appear or disappear in the blink
of an eye. It’s the most common way to refer to a group of
magic-makers.
A shackle
This is what you call a group of wizard constables. Like the
ones who show up to interrogate you after a Bliss with a
satchel full of occuli has just melted into a puddle of black
goo before your very eyes.
A wince
This applies to an unsavory collection of wizards like, for example, the ones who hang out in a dingy tavern. Sure, it’s not
a positive term, but you have to admit it has nice alliteration.
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A shrewd
A good way to describe a group of wizard officials—say, for
instance, a visiting delegation from the High Council. Makes
sense, I guess. Those wizards seem crafty.
A murmuration
If wizards went to war, you wouldn’t say “an army of wizards”
you would say “a murmuration of wizards” because that is
the correct term to describe them when they are spellcasting.
Yes, most experienced wizards just invoke spells silently inside their heads, but I guess a whole group of them chanting
out loud would make quite a murmuration.
A pandemonium
Admittedly, this isn’t a very positive term, and is used to describe a group of wizards in a panic. As someone who has to
clean up after wizards, I think it’s a great term.
A crew
Appropriate for spell sweepers. (If you can include us on this
list.)
A scourge
This is my own (recent) addition to the lexicon, to be used
when Harlee Wu is among the crowd.
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Don’t give me the wart!

What do teens and wizards have in common? They each have
their own vernacular. These are some common expressions
that I’ve learned since starting at Dragonsong Academy . . .
Dratch
Literally, this means dragon excrement. I like it because it
sounds like “drat,” but with a little extra sizzle. It’s a forbidden word in a lot of my classes (which only makes it all the
more tempting to use). I mean, why is it forbidden? Because
of what it means? Because of the way it sounds? (When you
think about it, the concept of curse words is kind of weird).
Spells
Yuna loves this one, probably because it’s so mild and inoffensive. The Bliss equivalent would be “Golly!”
For Merlin’s sake / Merlin Knows / By Merlin’s Beard
Merlin is basically akin to a patron saint in the western tradi-
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tion of wizardry, so I guess it makes sense that his name gets
used in so many phrases. I can’t tell you the number of times
one of my teachers has said to me, “Merlin knows, Cara, you
could do a much better job if you simply applied yourself.”
Give him the wart
I love this expression. It means to show someone your ugly
side, turning them off (and away).
To Morgana’s hearth
An old-fashioned saying that I’d like to resurrect because it
sounds cool. Morgana (and her various aliases) is an important player in the “legends” of Merlin, and let’s just say the
spells brewed over her hearth weren’t very positive. (Well, except in the sense that they had positively evil results.)
Put a toad in it
There’s an old wizard’s tale about brewing potions; if in doubt,
throw a toad in the pot, and you’re done (poor toad!). Over
time, this evolved into a phrase to tell someone to be quiet.
Frakkle it
Basically, this means “shove it.” The technical definition of
“frakkle” is “to poorly cast a spell.” For example, I regularly
frakkle the spell to open my locker.
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Stop stirring the cauldron
You can overwork a potion, so when someone tells you to
“stop stirring the cauldron,” they’re advising you to leave well
enough alone. Which I never do. Though, Merlin knows I
should.
The spell that cracked the cauldron
The Bliss equivalent of this is “the straw that broke the camel’s back.”
She doesn’t have a cauldron to stir
Okay, I’m realizing how many of our phrases have to do with
cauldrons (don’t get jealous, Merlin!). This phrase basically means, “What right do you have?” For example: “Gusto
doesn’t have a cauldron to stir when it comes to commenting
on someone’s dietary habits.”
Okay, Boomer
If you say this to someone, you’re basically accusing them of
being out of touch with modern magical practices. Boomers
are committed to hardcore, old-fashioned superstitions and
beliefs—in particular, they think we agonize too much about
keeping our existence a secret. How did they get this nickname? Well, Boomers are the sort of wizards who will spellcast with reckless abandon, letting the spell dust pile up in the
corners until things—well, you know. Go boom.
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Wizard Fairy Tales
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The Forging of
Eurybia’s Torch

Note from Cara:
These days, wizards like to keep a low profile. Can you blame
us? Our history with Blisses is messier than a vampire’s visit to the
dentist. Sometimes, we’re treated with dignity and admiration (I
see you, Merlin), but most times Blisses simply decide to motivate
their local wizard by lighting a fire under her (though making sure
she’s strapped to a stake first).
There are plenty of old tales about these sorts of incidents, and
they’re horrific. But, in this story, the flames fly in a different direction . . .

LONG AGO, BEFORE WIZARDS WERE WISER, there
lived a young and spirited conjurer known as Eurybia. She had
inauspicious beginnings, born to a humble Bliss family in a
small seaside town. At an early age, she demonstrated disturbing powers, speaking to eels in the tide pools or coaxing mermaids from the depths of the sea with her own alluring songs.

The locals were perplexed. They commented and complained, and Eurybia was remonstrated by her parents. But the
cycle continued until, at last, the child’s distraught parents sent
her from house and home to wander the wilderness with nothing more than a sack containing a lump of cheese, a candle, and
a tarnished spoon.
For many weeks, Eurybia managed to survive on her own
in the wilds, but magic is drawn to magic, so they say, and so it
happened that one chilly winter’s night the Wizard Astra heard
a knock on her tower door. She answered to find Eurybia shivering in the cold, and quickly ushered the child inside so that
she could warm herself by the fire. The old wizard knew something magical was brewing when Eurybia plunged her hands
into the bed of hot coals and her only gasp was one of relief.
The Wizard Astra’s tower was remote, standing deep in the
forest at the foot of the Carpathian Mountains. It was here that
the old wizard trained children with magical abilities, so it was
an easy decision to add Eurybia to her blink of pupils. However, Eurybia was not well liked by her peers. Perhaps it was her
eyes, which were the color of leaves still clinging to the branch
on the last day of autumn. Or maybe it was her laugh, which
was hollow and flat, the kind that could make you wonder if
the joke was on you. Or perhaps it was the way she held her
chin high, as if she was somehow superior in her talents.
“Why do we loiter in this desolate tower?” Eurybia complained one starry evening as they studied in their classroom,
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near the top of the tower. “We should be setting off for the
towns and cities, so that we might ply our magical arts for fame
and fortune.”
“Fame and fortune?” Old Astra scoffed. “A wizard doesn’t
yearn for such things.”
Eurybia simpered, then turned her autumn gaze out the
window of the lonely tower. That very night, she struck out
from Old Astra’s care and ventured into the world. She was
sixteen years old. Her lump of cheese had long been devoured,
her candle long burned to nub, but she still had her spoon. The
humble object had become her talisman.
It was only a few days later when Eurybia happened upon
the gruesome scene of a mountain dragon gorging on the contents of a farmer’s barn. She watched in sick fascination as the
beast gulped down sheep and lamb. Eventually, the dragon
noticed Eurybia and ushered a searing gust of breath in her
direction.
Eurybia did not flinch, so the dragon boomed, “What
do you want, insolent child? Are you not afraid of an ornery
mountain dragon?” The creature did not expect Eurybia to
understand his language, so he was surprised when she brandished her spoon and declared, “I’m the Wizard Eurybia. And
I have a proposition for you.”
The dragon narrowed his yellow eyes. He had met many
wizards in his time (though most meetings had been short,
ending with a satisfied belch). “Wizards carry wands and amu-
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lets. You, child, carry nothing more than a spoon. What could
you possibly propose to a magnificent creature such as me?”
He chuckled, then considered snapping Eurybia in two, just
for the humor of it. But, at that moment, he heard the piercing
call of his mate, so took to wing.
Eurybia heard that call too and locked the sound away in
her mind. Then she continued her travels and eventually arrived at a small rural town, not unlike the one where she had
been raised.
“I am the Wizard Eurybia,” she announced from the center
of the town square. “Grant me shelter, food, and coin, and I
will grant you service.”
The townspeople gathered, their expressions painted with
skepticism. “You are a wizard?” a finely dressed man asked (Eurybia suspected he was the mayor). “You carry nothing more
than a spoon!”
Much to Eurybia’s chagrin, the townspeople erupted with
laughter.
“Will you laugh once I beckon the mountain dragon?” she
asked, her autumn eyes flashing. Then she tilted her chin to the
sky and mimicked the dragon song she had heard.
Before long, the mighty beast she had met on the road descended from the sky and hovered over the square. His wingspan was so great that the town was cast in shadow. “What
deceit is this that I hear the call of my mate, only to find you?”
the dragon demanded.
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Eurybia responded in the creature’s own tongue: “It is no
deceit! I have summoned you so that you might roast these
insolent townsfolk, dine on their flesh, and crack open their
vaults of gold. We shall both make out fine.”
The dragon’s nostrils flared with anger. “The insolent one is
you, child. I am not bidden by wizard. And I ate but hours ago;
you saw me yourself. Now leave me be.”
Then the dragon returned to the sky, his silhouette soon
lost to the clouds.
Incensed, Eurybia turned back to the townspeople, only to
find them huddled in conference. She made to vacate the town,
when she suddenly found herself surrounded by men armed
with spears and axes.
“You are a poor wizard, with only a spoon,” the finely
dressed man said (he was indeed the mayor). “But you must be
forged from evil to be able to confer with that beast of hell. We
will burn you for your sins.”
Eurybia did not struggle as they cast her in heavy shackles
and led her to a dingy prison cell. The foolish townspeople did
not even confiscate her spoon.
“You will burn first thing in the morning,” the mayor told
her, his voice overflowing with self-satisfaction.
Eurybia shrugged. From a slit between the stones of her
cell, she watched the townspeople construct the pyre for her
doom. Then, in the deep of night, she used her magical arts
to break her shackles and escape her cell. She slipped into the

« 28 «

shadows and continued her quest to seek fame and fortune.
There came a time when she arrived at the city of Buda,
which, in those days, was an important center of wizardry. Eurybia knew the night of the Summer Solstice was when the
High Council of Wizardry met to discuss important affairs.
She crept into the citadel and made the climb up the tallest
tower to the rooftop balcony where the council was meeting
beneath a canopy of stars.
“I am Eurybia, Maiden of Dragons,” she announced,
wielding both her spoon and her attitude as she strutted before
the elders. “I demand that you allow me to join your council.”
The wizards said nothing, but Eurybia noticed their long
gray beards twist from the smiles beneath.
“You dare to give me the wart?” she posed.
The wizards seemed to contemplate her. At last, the leader
stood and ponderously inclined his chin toward her. “Where
did such a glorious title come from? Who is it that calls you
Maiden of Dragons?”
“I call myself thus,” Eurybia declared. “And I will call the
dragon, too.” Then she tilted her head and imitated the song of
the she-dragon.
The wizards turned their beards to the sky and were surprised when the shadow of a gargantuan beast darkened their
balcony. It was the mountain dragon, the same one Eurybia
had lured to the village.
“Why do you call me again, child?” the mountain dragon
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roared. “I would blast you now with all the fury in my heart if
not for the shrewd of wizards standing by, wand at the ready!”
Then he swooped to the safety of the clouds and left Eurybia lingering among the council. The wizards chortled at her
failure to control the beast and Eurybia was escorted from their
chambers and sent into the streets to nurse her shattered pride.
But Eurybia was not one to wallow in self-pity for long. With
the derisive laughter of the council still ringing in her ears, she
returned to the wilderness, raised her throat to the sky, and
called once more for dragon. This time, however, she emulated
the call of the male dragon, whom she had heard all too often.
A beautiful she-dragon descended from the skies, its scales
gleaming silver. She took one look at Eurybia, then snatched
the girl up in her claws and soared off to her nest, so that she
might feed her hatchlings a wizardly snack.
Eurybia did not resist, but merely watched with autumn
eyes as the world floated past beneath her. When the dragon
deposited her in the nest, deep within her mountain cavern,
Eurybia raised her spoon, called upon her magic, and slew the
mother dragon. The hatchlings she took as pets, and assumed
command of the cavern, turning it into her own lair.
From those days forward, Eurybia spiraled into madness.
She applied herself to the dark arts and made unholy union
with them. Perhaps it was living with mountain dragons that
nudged her over the precipice. Perhaps she had always stood
squarely in that dark space, and this was merely the final stir of

« 30 «

the cauldron, so to speak. Within the hollow stomach of that
mountain, Eurybia constructed a dark forge and, with the fire
and blood of dragon, she melted her spoon and conjured a new
talisman: a single silver coin.
At last, she had her fortune.
Eurybia mounted the largest of the dragon hatchlings and
commanded it to carry her to the village where she had first
met humiliation. When she arrived, she could see the pyre still
standing in the middle of the square, waiting for her. She dismounted the hatchling and shouted for the townspeople.
They arrived with their spears and axes. She could see it in
their eyes; this time they would not delay. They would burn
her now.
“I see you have come with dragon,” the mayor said. “I’m
afraid it will not help you.”
“You are mistaken,” Eurybia retorted. “I do not come with
dragon. I am the dragon.”
Then she clenched her coin, lifted her fist, and unleashed
her fury upon the square, incinerating that place with all the
breath of hell. When Eurybia lowered her hand, the village had
been razed, and nothing remained but ash, rubble, and blackened bones. Only one member of the town survived, a boy not
much younger than Eurybia herself. She left him to scamper
along the road to the next village, so that he might spread word
of her power.
At last, she had her fame.
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Surveying the scene with a glint of satisfaction in her autumn eyes, the young wizard climbed aboard her dragon and
set across the realm, obliterating town and city alike, leaving
destruction and spell dust swirling in her wake. Wielding her
Wizard’s Torch, Eurybia the Eradicator subjugated the lands
for many days and nights.
The High Council of Wizardry officially deemed her an
outlaw and sent bounty hunters to defeat her. But none could
best the eradicator, and so she continued to ply her dark magic
across the lands.
This was the way the wind blew until one fateful morning.
Eurybia was luxuriating upon the craggy edge of her mountain lair, surveying her empire and absentmindedly stroking
the scales of one of her pets. Suddenly, she found herself cast in
shadow. She peered upward to see her old adversary, the mountain dragon, looming over her.
His tongue flickered out with menace and his eyes glinted
with hatred. “A dragon does not know the lair of his mate,” he
said. “But now I have discovered it—and here you are, having
slain the she-dragon and stolen my progeny, idling here as if
you are the queen of serpents. But your rule will soon come to
an end. What are your final words, insolent child?”
Eurybia stood tall, tilted her chin toward the beast, and
held out her hand, the Wizard’s Torch shining in her palm. “I
offer you coin.”
Then she unleashed her fire at the dragon. He opened his
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great maw and ushered his own flame in response; the two funnels of fire met in the sky and repelled one another. Eurybia
narrowed her cold gaze, and emitted fire once more. The dragon, undaunted, met her every attack. Eurybia would have been
wise to flee then, take refuge in the caverns of her lair, or in
the company of her own kind. But a wizard’s stubbornness is
often her undoing, and Eurybia kept attacking, draining her
magic until there was nothing left to offer, nothing left to give.
The fire turned from her coin and sought fuel in Eurybia’s own
flesh. She did not even have strength to scream as the inferno
consumed her.
The dragon gazed in satisfaction at the smoldering heap of
ash and spell dust that had once been Eurybia the Eradicator.
A single silver coin rested there, amid the curls of smoke and
dust, but the dragon did not claim the treasure. He left it there
and, for all any conjurer knows, it sits there yet, brooding on
the cliff of the dark wizard’s lair in a cloud of feral magic.
So this tale ends. It seemed to happen in the blink of an
eye—then again, most things with wizards do.
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The Tragedy of
Theradune the Betrayer

Note from Cara:
I’ve met a few wizards who harbor superstitions about even
numbers, though this mostly seems to be a “Boomer” thing. (Yes,
“Boomer” is a term that Blisses use, but it has a very different—
and, uh, more literal—meaning among wizards). Apparently, the
superstition about odd numbers used to be so intense that Low
Councils would demand that a school or a family change the number of their members by making alternate living arrangements—
and if that meant giving one of those people a bed six feet below
ground with a tombstone for a pillow, then so be it. Yikes.
LONG AGO, BEFORE WIZARDS WERE WISER, there
lived a mentor of magic who lived in a tower that leaned leftward, perched on an island of rock, where the mighty River
Quell split in two before spilling over the Cliffs of Eesa.
The wizard’s name was Samara, and over the years many
students came to study magic in her secluded tower. The last
blink of students to ever train with her numbered eight in total.

The youngest was Theradune, Samara’s own son. He possessed
only a glint of magic in his blood, and train and study as he
might, he could not perform the spells with the same skill as
the other young wizards in the tower.
Perhaps it was due to his dearth of talent, or perhaps it was
because he was the youngest in the tower, but the mundane
duty of sweeping up spell dust fell to him. During this labor,
Theradune often found himself pining for magical abilities.
Though his skill was lacking, his desire was strong, so when his
chores were complete, he would slip off to his mother’s library
and glean what knowledge he could from her vast collection of
tomes, grimoires, and ancient scrolls.
Now, the local Low Council was not pleased when they
learned that the number of students within Samara’s care was
eight, for, as every wizard knows, even numbers are unholy. And
so it came to pass one late autumn day that the Low Council
sent a white raven to the tower, summoning the Wizard Samara
to come before them and explain her actions. She departed that
very night, leaving the tower in charge of Carrick, her eldest
pupil.
Carrick proved to be a poor caretaker. In the week of Samara’s absence, the students behaved recklessly, casting spells
with abandon. Theradune had to work tirelessly to sweep up
the dust produced by their magic.
“Brothers, if you continue in this way, creatures such as
the bandernock, the squix, and the wraynu will come,” Thera-
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dune warned. “I cannot keep up with your spell casting, so take
heed.”
But Carrick and the other wizards only scoffed at his worries. And so Theradune swept, day after day until he grew weary
of his brothers and the task they forced upon him. One afternoon, he slipped away, across the bridge that connected the
tower to the bank of the River Quell, venturing upstream until
he found a solemn place where he could dip his feet in the
swirling eddies and feel the sun on his face. While he was languishing there, he heard a piercing shriek emanating from the
left-leaning tower. His feet still wet with the lick of the river,
Theradune quickly jumped into his boots and sprinted home
to find his brothers under attack from a bandernock; just as
Theradune had dreaded, the beast has been enticed by spell
dust.
It so happened that Samara had arrived home at that
same moment, and a great battle ensued. Sparks of magic flew
against the tentacles and teeth of the beast. The confrontation
should have gone well for the wizards, for they outnumbered
the bandernock. But the pupils were weakened from their magical play and Samara from her journey. Samara fell to the bite
of the bandernock and her students quickly took to hiding in
the nooks and cranny of the left-leaning tower, though one or
two were soon wailing and thrashing in the grip of the beast’s
many tentacles.
In desperation, Theradune snatched up the only weapon
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within reach, the very broom that he used for his daily sweeping. Now, spell-sweeping brooms are magic, this much is true,
but Theradune’s possessed an extra charm, for it so happened
that its handle had been fashioned from the horn of a unicorn.
Broom in hand, Theradune charged at the bandernock, ducking beneath its lashing limbs and driving the weapon into its
nest of eyes. Roaring in fury, the creature dropped its captives
and fled into the wilds, ribbons of black blood unspooling behind it.
Theradune rushed to his mother’s side, only to see that the
poison from the bandernock’s bite was taking quick effect. Cradling her within his arms, he carried her to her bedchamber
and clutched her hand in his own.
“This is your fault,” Carrick accused Theradune, storming
into the chamber behind him. “You have brought bad fortune
upon the tower. And now your mother will succumb to the
poison of the bandernock.”
Theradune did not respond. Instead, he made all haste to
his mother’s library and began to consult the ancient manuscripts. Through this research, he discovered a cure to the bandernock’s poison, the nectar of the sarkany plant, found only
in the hollows of the Wailing Wood. He announced his plan
to seek the plant.
“You are a fool,” Carrick declared. “The shriek of the trees
in the Wailing Wood is the doom of any wizard. Also, the
deadly yskreena prowls there; one glance at it will turn a wiz-
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ard’s heart to stone.”
“Then it is a good thing that I am poor wizard,” Theradune
retorted, undaunted. “I will best the yskreena and bring back
the cure. Keep my mother alive until I return.”
Carrick and the other students argued no further. They did
not think Theradune would survive such a quest and were happy to see him go because they would be down to seven students
in the tower. They favored the odds.
That next morning, Theradune crossed the tower bridge
and set off into the world. A ghost of frost covered the ground
and the chill gnawed through his robes to nibble at his skin.
He traveled lightly, with only a few supplies, including a bottle
to contain the nectar of the sarkany and the broom with the
unicorn horn for a handle. For many new moons he journeyed
and by the time he arrived at the Wailing Woods, whiskers had
begun to grow upon his chin. He was a boy no longer.
Standing at the perimeter of the forest, Theradune could
hear the callous call of the trees. That wail was meant to repel any wizard and even though scant magic coursed through
Theradune’s veins, he still twitched in agony as he entertained
that dark song. But he could smell the sweet nectar of the sarkany and knew that his prize was close at hand. He stoppered
his ears with bits of wool, then used a strip of cloth to blindfold
his eyes so that he would not look upon the yskreena. Gripping
his broom, he crept through the Wailing Wood, beckoned by
the fragrance of the sarkany.
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The trees screeched at him as he navigated past their twisted
trunks. He could still detect the sound through his stoppers,
but he fought through the pain and at last arrived in a hollow
where the sarkany flower grew. Grasping blindly at the air, his
hand fell upon the sarkany’s stem and he squeezed until a bit of
nectar dribbled from its bloom. Theradune collected the precious liquid within his bottle and was about to leave when he
heard a chilling growl from behind him.
It was the yskreena. Theradune quickly slipped the bottle of
antidote into the pocket of his robe. Then, holding his broom
by its head, he whirled and thrust out the handle made of the
unicorn horn. The yskreena had not been expecting such an
attack and the weapon plunged deep into its belly. Hearing
the creature groan, Theradune twisted the horn and pushed
forward, further impaling the surprised creature. At last, Theradune heard the yskreena slump to the ground.
Theradune should have left that place then, but his curiosity got the better of him, and he lifted up his blindfold to
glimpse the corpse of the beast. But he did so too soon, for the
yskreena was still exhaling its last gasp and, with this dying act,
caught Theradune’s gaze in its own.
Theradune was not a true wizard, yet he felt his heart tighten, like a rock contracting in the grip of winter. Theradune
shook away the sensation. He had no time to delay, for his
dying mother was waiting for the cure. He made all haste to
the left-leaning tower and by the time he arrived at its doorstep,
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he wore a long and scraggly beard. His cheeks had hollowed,
his eyes glinted pale blue and cold, and his hair hung in grimy
strands.
“Who are you?” Carrick and the other wizard students
asked, not recognizing him.
“I am Theradune the Brave, who crossed the lands to the
south, entered the Wailing Wood, and met the mighty yskreena,” he replied, striding into the tower. “I have brought back
the cure that I promised for my mother.”
Carrick’s eyes narrowed. “Your mother died the day after
you left.”
Theradune cast his gaze about the tower chamber. He could
see how the wince of wizards had been living. While he had
been on his quest, they had been cavorting and making merry
in the house. Empty tankards of wine littered the floor, and the
table was strewn with half-eaten carcasses of boar. Piles of feral
spell dust danced in the corners.
“Why did you not send for me with the news of my mother’s death?” Theradune demanded. “Was she not a mother to
you also? Are you not like my own brothers?”
“You are not our family,” Carrick spat. Then, gesturing to
the other wizards in the room, he continued, “We are brothers, for magic courses through our veins like the mighty River
Quell. But you are but a drop of rain in our current, Theradune
the Feeble.”
Theradune pulsed with anger. The brothers could see the
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rage in his eyes, but they said, “What will you do? You might
as well be a Bliss! How will you stand against a murmuration
of wizards?”
With their magic, they snatched up Theradune, carried him
to the top of the tower, and pitched him from the ramparts.
Hurling his broom after him, Carrick called out in a cruel joke,
“Perhaps you can fly on your beloved sweep!”
Theradune crashed into the frigid current of the River
Quell and was soon swept over the Cliffs of Eesa.
But he did not die.
Washed out to sea, Theradune clutched his broom and
managed to stay afloat until the tide spat him upon the rocky
coastline many leagues away. Crawling upon the jagged rocks
of that foreign shore, the wizard turned onto his back and
glowered at the night sky. His mother had always admired the
magic of the moon, but now, as Theradune glared upon that
crescent light, it seemed to be a wicked smile, taunting him for
his foolishness.
Theradune pulled himself to his feet, his mind swirling
with darkness. What caused the final crack in his cauldron, so
to speak? Was it the magical glance of the yskreena, succeeding
to squeeze the last goodness from his heart? Was it learning
that his mother had died? Was it being cast from his home by a
wince of wizards he had once considered his brothers?
Perhaps it was all of these things but, whatever the case,
Theradune’s path now clearly lay before him. He tore the
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broom head from the unicorn handle and fashioned a hilt in its
place, turning the horn into a sinister weapon. Brandishing his
sword, he set off through the world and vowed revenge upon all
those who knew magic. If he encountered an enchanted beast,
he slew it with his blade, or captured it and experimented upon
it with dark implements to extract its essence. Scalpel, forceps,
and syringes became essential tools in his dark enterprise.
Theradune’s beard grew longer, scragglier, and one day he
came upon a familiar sound. His travels had brought him once
again to the Wailing Wood. This time, Theradune did not stopper his ears. He did not blindfold his eyes. Brazenly, he marched
into the wood and used his sword to sever a branch from one of
the shrieking trees. After leaving that place, he made shelter in a
nearby cave and there he fashioned the wood into an enchanted
pipe that played only one song, a tune to maim any who had
magic blood coursing through their veins.
“It is time to meet my brothers,” Theradune declared as the
sky beyond the cave worried with thunder.
He traveled north, along the River Quell and eventually
arrived at the Cliffs of Eesa where the tower leaned even further
leftward, as if recoiling at Theradune’s approach.
He had not yet reached the end of the tower bridge when
his brothers stepped outside, brandishing their talismans like
wizards to war. “We have foreseen your dark purpose in the
stars, Lost One. But you should know you are no match for us.”
Theradune did not respond with words. He raised the Wiz-
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ard’s Whistle to his lips and with one gust of breath stupefied
his brothers in their tracks. And while they were so benumbed,
he slit their throats with his unicorn sword, spilling their blood
into the River Quell. Then he cast their corpses into the current
and watched them tumble lifelessly over the Cliffs of Eesa.
Theradune’s hunger for revenge was not satiated.
He continued to cross the realms, murdering magic with
magic, and the lands spread with tales of the hunter of wizards
and killer of enchanted beasts. For many years did Theradune
ply his dark arts, until he was confronted by Ellsana the Elusive
at the foot of Mount Rune. There, the hero of that wizardly
age did call upon the mountain to grumble and groan, until a
mighty avalanche roared down its banks and devoured Theradune the Betrayer, sweeping him away, along with his dark
tools of magic, so that they were lost forever more.
And so this tale ends. It seemed to happen in a blink of an
eye—then again, most things with wizards do.
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Cara Moone’s
Wizardly Recipes
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Wizard Slushy
(us magic-makers have
a sweet tooth, too, you know)
After a hard day of spell sweeping, nothing can cool you off
like a wizard slushy. Of course, if you’ve ever trekked through
a wizard quarter, then you will probably have visited the magical version of 7-Eleven, called Moon to Morn, where you can
discover . . . well, let’s just say all kinds of distinctive Slurpee
flavors.
The directions are provided in typical wizard units of measurement. Use the guide below to convert to Bliss units.
Conversion Chart
1 giant’s glug = 1 cup
1 fist = 1 cup
1 wink = 1 dash
This particular recipe is for infernopede flavor, but hey, any
good potion-brewing wizard knows how to get creative and
swap out certain ingredients for others.
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Ingredients:
• 2 fists of cubed ice
• 1 giant’s glug of carbonated water
• 1 glug of strawberry juice
• 1.5 fists of frozen strawberry chunks
• 4 winks of witch’s vanilla(1)
• 6 Infernopedes(2)
• 1 ogre eyeball(3)
• Additional infernopedes for garnish
Notes:
1. Regular vanilla can be substituted.
2. Gummy worms can be substituted.
3. The hunting of ogres was outlawed by the Wizard High
Council in 1648, and only the most traditional of wizards
will try to procure them on the dark market. Suggested
replacement? A generous scoop of vanilla ice cream with
a chocolate-chip pupil.

Required supplies:
1 wizard’s cauldron (obviously, Blisses don’t have cauldrons,
so go ahead and use your standard household blender).
Instructions:
• Make sure your blender is clean of any previous contam-
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inants, which may seem obvious, but no one ever accused a
wizard of strong sanitation skills. They have to be continually
reminded to scrub out the old cauldron, in case their last recipe involved certain incendiary ingredients (dragon snot, anyone?), and so it’s recommended that you clean, too—unless
you want your kitchen to have a certain . . . flare. You know,
the kind where the local authorities get called to hose down
your house.
•

Place all ingredients in the cauldron and utter the appropriate spell. (If using blender . . . uh, just slam your fist
against any combination of buttons).

•

Pour into nearest goblet, garnish with infernopedes and
ogre eyeball.

•

Enjoy. (Most wizards prefer to slurp a slushy at moon-up,
but they’re just as good on a hot summer’s afternoon.)
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Witch’s delight
(Gusto’s favorite)

One handy snack that can keep a spell sweeper going is a
package of witch’s delight. You can find these in your local
wizard quarter, but since these are mostly hidden from Blisses, your best option is to make your own . . .
Ingredients:
• “Ribbed” red licorice sticks
• Witch’s sugar*
*Cinnamon can be substituted
Instructions:
• Liberally sprinkle cinnamon on a plate.
• Gently press licorice sticks into the cinnamon, adding as
much coating as desired.
• Enjoy responsibly (which is not a word typically found in
a wizard’s vocabulary, but you are probably not capable of
dropping five pounds with the simple swish of a wand).
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Lee Edward Födi’s
world-building sketches
and designs
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Cara Moone
Goggles
Hair is dark, with a “tinge”
of “weird ginger-red”

Dark eyes, with glint of
mischief
Pronounced freckles

Cardigan is “mop-water”
gray, signifying spell
sweeper designation

Scarf for filtering out toxins and
protecting against spell dust

Utility belt containing
vials of neutralizers and
other cleaning powders
and solutions

Shoulder strap for carrying broom
across back

Deep pocket (for hiding
things such as squix eggs!)
Broom head varies in length, and
can be colored red, blue, or purple
depending on magic it has absorbed

Broom has twisted
handle with two
distinct prongs

Plaid-skirt, gray colors

Long socks and steel-toed
boots
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Zuki

Three long tails
Large ears

Vivid purple eyes

Sharp snout with
slight smirk

Moon-white fur that seems
to glow in darkness

Posture is in many ways feline
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Gusto Diaz

Black hair normally neat, but
messy after a sweep

Goggles
Knows how “to wear a smudge”
Brown eyes
Crooked smile

Broom carried on
shoulder strap

Scarf

Utility belt well organized;
one compartment reserved for
witch’s delight (wizard candy)

Cardigan is
“mop-water gray”

Dark trousers
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Harlee Wu

Short hair with long locks; black hair
with a splash of red dye
Cheeks glow hot when she
performs magic

Piercing brown eyes
Serious expression

Tall in stature; she often
has to look down at her
fellow students

Cara refers to her as having
a “flawless golden-brown
complexion”

Harlee has no tools,
accessories, or familiar—
she relies solely on her own,
innate magic; however,
she does have a sketchbook
that she uses to draw in.

Cardigan is vibrant
crimson red
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Yuna Bang

Hair is dyed silver, giving her a
more wizened look

Familiar is a saw-whet
owl named “Agi”

Honey-brown eyes
Cheeks glow
when she
performs magic

Cardigan is emerald green, designating
her as a seventh-grade student

Talisman is a medallion set
with a gemstone swirling with
purple and gold colors
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Su Moone
Black hair, often styled with Goth fashion

Fancy hairpin

Dark eyes, same color as
Cara’s, but wears thick
eyeliner
Bags beneath the eyes
Nose ring

Ear has multiple piercings

Black lipstick

Choker

Dark blouse
(always wears
black)

Hairpin

“Vape pen”
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Brad

Brown hair

Eyebrow piercing
Bags beneath eyes

Multiple piercings
Hollow cheeks

Gaunt, with skin so pale that
it looks like it could pick a
fight with chalk over copyright
infringement

Black, tattered T-shirt
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Trick Quibble
Bald head, possibly from cataclysmic fight with Cipher Mourn

Hand-shaped scar on right
side of face and forehead,
turns bright red during times
of inflamed emotion

Blue eyes
Beleaguered expression
Cheeks glow when he performs magic
One long chin hair that he
worries at when he’s thinking

Scarf of a spell sweeper

Trick carries no talismans;
he can cast magic without
the aid of one

Quibble uses a double-headed broom
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Headwizard Singh
Hair is stark white

Warm brown face with
very few wrinkles,
belying her age

Calm expression

Elaborate robes with
diaphanous layers of
black and purple

Long braid

Singh employs no talismans;
she can cast magic without one
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Nova

Small in size; can fit in Cara’s palm.
Translucent bristles shimmer with color
Soft purple flesh

Large eyes

Long tongue for
slurping up spell dust.

Stubby tail

Twelve feelers
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Dragonsong Academy
School Crest
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For more information about
Lee Edward Födi,
his books, his school visits, and
writing workshops, please visit:
www.leefodi.com

