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But there 13 no
road through the woods.

Rudyard Kipling




o iy L
.._u._.._ L ]

i e L poiors
iy e e T —— k! .r.“..m_ e
i (R O T :m#:.__..q_a oF




One

The two girls trudged along Horse Hollow
Foad in thelr Halloween costumes, the caold
from Long Island Scund at their backs.

Meg scufted the dying, drying leaves along the way, flick-
ing them to her left across her sister's path, waiting . . .

Under the vellow streetlizht, their breath made little
round clouds, teasing clouds that danced ahead of them,
then dissalved like will-o'-the-wisps. Meg cpened her mouth
and blew ocut hard, watching the little puft of vapor curl
away. Yes, she thought, like will-o'-the-wisps—or speech bal-
loons in a comic strip. A comic strip called Red Ridinmg



Hood Bugs the Baby Witch, All she needed were words for
Sue's balloons—words that should be coming any minute
now ...

She flicked the leaves again and, at last, her trick paid off.

*Megl Cut it cutl” Helding cnte her witch's hat, Sue
pushed past Meg and crossed the road, *Just because you
don't want to go to the party, there's no need to take it out
on mel”

Meg laughed in triumph. She saw her sister's words, pep-
pered with asterisk: and exclamaticon peints, dancing in
front of Sue's baby face. How easy it was to get Sue's goatl

Still, Meg was glad of an excuse to cross the road for
there was something about that part of Horse Hollow that
gave her the creeps.

She locoked back ocver her shoulder and shivered, az
though cold fingers had touched the nape of her neck. She
always shivered when she saw that broken-down fence and
the ruined cottage behind it. She could not say why but
they filled her with a strong sense of foreboding, A cold
came from that place, even in warm sunlight—and it had
been really warm when they had come to Locust Valley
early in September, a month or so before.

Of course, she had not wanted to leave England.

*You'll like it in the States, you'll see,” Father had tcld her.

*But school's only just started/”

*Believe 1t or not, they have schools over there too,”
Father had replied. "And since when did you like the one
you're at nowr Come on, Meg, face it. Wherever you've
gone, you've been unhappy and fighting inside a week!”

“That's not truel I've just started Latin classes with Mrs.
Drew, and she says I'm off to a good start”

Father had laughed then, the laugh that said that Meg
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would not get her way this time.

"I won't go, I won't!l® she had told herself over and over
every night in bed. She had even tried to make a pact with
Sue to run away, but baby Sue had refused. *Ch, well. 1
shall just go off to Wales by myself until they've all gone,
and then Gran and Grandad Jenkins will have to take care
of me”

But she hadn't gone off, and here she was, in gloricus
Locust Valley, on Long Island, U.5. A She thought about the
kids she'd left behind in England. Even the cnes she'd real-
ly disliked were better than the ones here. She hated the
way they stared at her, and the way they laughed at how
she spoke. The only thing worse was the way the grown-ups
gushed.

"What a cute accent,” they sald, every time she ocpened
her mouth., Oh, she could spiff

She kicked savagely at a fallen branch and ran up behind
HSue.

How Sue waddles when she is mad, Meg thought. Like
Donald Duckl And how crazy her hair locks, flying cut like
that arcund the rim of her pointy hat. It flared to bright
vellow under the streetlizht. Like a halo—or an under-
cocked doughnut! Meg laughed aloud.

Sue had Father's silky blonde hair, of course, not the
wiry black thatch she'd gotten from Mother, Like brambles,
it was, especially under the brush,

Sue had Father's round pink English face too while she
herself had a dark thin Welsh face—a Celtic face, so WMother
said.

*Remember you're a Celt, and a Jenkins, like me. And
that iz why you are called Myfanwy, after Gran Jenkins, and
Gwyneth, for Great-Aunt Jones”Myfamwy meant “my fine
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one”, as Mother told her again and again.

But even in kindergarten, her name had brought her
nothing but troukle. *They won't say it right,” she told her
mother, *They call me 'Miffie' and laugh when 1 get mad.’”
Day after day she rame home crying, until Mother went
into school to tell the teacher to call her by a new name:
Meg, taking the M from Myfanwy and the & from
Gwyneth, Even then it was a long time before the children
changed from "Miffie” to "Meg.”

*Never mind,” Mother had conscled her. *One day you
worl't be in school any longer, and then you'll be proud of
vour names.” And Mother would tell Meg wonderful stories
about old Wales to cheer her up, especially about Morgan
le Fay, King Arthur's witch sister.

"Do you think her blood 13 in us, Mother?” Meg would
ask.

*Perhaps,” Mother always sald, "Perhaps.”

Mot that anybody in Locust Valley could care about Meg's
Celtic blood, or Morgan le Fay. At least the kids back in
England had asked her to tell them stories sometimes, in
the lunch line or ocut on the playground, and for a while
she would feel all warm, and part of things. But these kids
thought her strange to be talking about such matters—espe-
cially that big bully Kenny Stover.

From the first, he had mocked her accent loudly in front
of the others. And when he had overheard her trying to tell
about how Morgan le Fay had given King Arthur his sword,
Excalibur, Kenny really had shown his dislike, "Hey, come
off it, you guys,” he'd said. "Quit listening to that stuff
That Wilson kid's too weird!”

Wilsornd Meg sighed. Well, at least he'd never heard of
any
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Miffie! She had watched him swagger off down the hall,
longing to pay him back. But she hadn't—yet. 1f she ever
heard him coming down the corridor, she would deodge
around the corner and not come ocut until he had gone.

MNow to make things worse, he'd found cut about her
violin,

It was all Mother's fault.

In spite of Meg's protests, Mother had stormed the prin-
cipal's office on the first day and got her extra time off
from schocl to practice. As a consequence she had had to
play for the whole schocl in assembly last week, Since thern,
there had been no helding Kenny Stover.

Mow whenever he saw her, he would swing an imaginary
fiddle up onto his shoulder and make the strangest whin-
ing noises somewhere up his nose. Of course, everybody
laughed and avoided her now as if she had the plague. Oh,
bother Kenny Stover and her violin.

*But 1t's not Kenny really,” Sue told her. "And it's not
the violin, either. It's you. You act so stuck up. Sallie Car-
penter leaves to practice ice-skating four days a week, and
no one minds her.”

Meg sighed again. Even her own sister turned against
her when the chips were down., More than ever she want-
ed to run away somehow, back to Gran and Grandad
Jenkins.

*Hey—Suel Mother told us to stick together!® Shifting
her Red Riding Hood basket onto one arm, Meg snatched
at Sue's black witch's shawl—Mother's favorite evening
shawl, actually.

But Sue shook her off in a rare fit of independence. "She
also sald a lot of other things—not that they'll make much
difference to you”
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*Oh, just listen to her: differrrrence, differrrrrence’”
Meg rolled the r's to the point of absurdity. "You should
just hear yourself.” She drew alongside Sue. "You don't
sound American at all. And you don't sound English any-
meore, either. You don't sound like anything”

*1 do so,” Sue cried, forced at last to slow her pace. Too
many crisps and toffees, Father said. Pofzio chips and
czrdy they called them here. Meg made a face. Would she
ever get it straightr Sue had already. She always managed
to land on her little pink feet. Why, she had even wormed
her way into the fifth grade instead of the fourth where she
belonged. It Sue could have gotten into Meg's sixth grade
class, she would have, Meg was sure. And friends| Sue had
so many friends alreadyl

But she doesn't have everything, Meg comforted herself.
She doesn't have my long skinny legs, and she can't even
sgueeze into my jeans. And she can't run for miles and
miles without getting out of breath as I can.

The girls went on in silence. The malicious amusement
taded slowly from Meg's face, leaving her features pinched
and sullen under the bright red hood,

They reached the T-junction with Bayville REoad.

Meg had not wanted to go to this stupld party thing, but
Mother, doing a real Mother this time, had literally pushed
her through the front door.

*Go on out,” she'd said. *Mix, make friends. And don't
come home until at least halt past eight!”

*Let #er gol” Meg had yelled back. "She's the one that's
so popular| She's the one with all the friends!” But Mother
had already closed the front door in her face.

*Mix, my eve,” Meg grumbled to herself, *It's all right for
her, staying at home all the time, writing, with editors’
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deadlines as an excuse. How many friends has sie mader
She should try practicing what she preaches, for a change.
How would she like having to sit on her own in the school
yard, or having to run the risk of meeting Kenny Stover at
any minuter”

A brisk wind along Bayville Road caught the rim of Sue's
hat. It was 3o cold, But it was only ordinary cold, not like
the cold by the ruined cottage fence. Just the thought of it
made Meg shudder.

Strung across the Bayville Road by the schocl gate, a sag-
ging kanner dripped mist beads down onto the street. Meg
could not read the letters clearly in the darkness, but she
knew what they said:

Hallovween Party

Miystery Barrel. Bobbhex for Ap=psies.
Bazaar. Costwme Tarabe.
[ 7

Hayrfoes
Jetober 31, from 7o 12 P AL

As Meg and Sue drew closer, they could see the arc lights
tlooding the playing field and clusters of silhouetted figures
hurrying towards it.

Faint canned music throbbed on the air.

Catching the excitermnent in spite of herself, Meg quick-
ened her pace. Maybe cut of the regular schocol routine,
things would be better. Maybe in all the fun, scmeone
would talk to her, And maybe, maybe Kenny Stover might
not be there—or if he were, he might not make her lock
foolish in front of everyone.

Yes, it might be all right, she told herself. It might not
be so bad after all. . ..
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