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Chapter 7: Tibidox

  It seemed to Tanya that Pipa would never lie down this evening. She

walked into her room and pensively kicked her toys, from time to time

throwing dissatisfied looks at the loggia. On Pipa's head was a stupid

pink hat with polyethylene flowers on it, which she'd worn for a long

time, never taking it off. When Tanya finally had lost patience and

was considering whether to cast a sleep spell at Pipa or just

something heavy, she settled herself and soon turned toward the wall,

sniffling from both nostrils.

  Upon the city, little by little crawled the night. The windows went

out like candles fired on in a shooting gallery by a sure shot; the

lights disappeared in the doorways of late dog-lovers. And then, when

everything had already calmed and the city was under a black carpet of

darkness, Tanya heard from outside a sort of rustle. Throwing open the

window, she saw how on the lawn beneath the loggia there suddenly

burned two red coals, and then after a few seconds, six at once. Coals

blazed up, one after another. She heard faint mutterings, sniffling, a

wheeze. Something rustled; something barely discernable moved quickly

along the flowerbeds. When Tanya's eyes got used to the darkness, she

realized that below there crowded a multitude of beings, all different

sizes from each other. Some were quite tiny; others large, reaching

the size of dogs. Dark spots appeared from everywhere, climbing from

every crack, from every manhole. Malicious red coals burned in their

own unpredictable places. From their movement through this they were

chaotic, but with each moment became all the more intelligent. They

definitely were pulling themselves up toward the loggia. Soon the

whole lawn had already turned into a dark swarming carpet.

  To Tanya, it didn't happen by itself. She was almost certain that

the mysterious beings had showed up here with a totally definite aim

somehow connected with herself. And, by their appearance here, she

obviously expected nothing good to come from them.

  *If they begin to scramble up, I still have time to jump onto the

double bass,* she soothed herself.

  Suddenly the door creaked. Into the room came Aunt Ninel, tucking

the blanket in over Pipa. Looking at the loggia, she asked

suspiciously, "Who are you spying on?"

  Lost, Tanya muttered something. But apparently Aunt Ninel had

assigned the question with the desire to get an answer. She obviously

was not prepared to appear at the window. Instead of this, she

attentively pulled at the sweater which Tanya already had managed to

put on, ready for tonight's flight.

  "Cold for you, is it?" she asked as if decided on something. "All

right, get your blanket and march into the guest room!"

  To Tanya, it was exactly like the butt of a gun had struck the back

of her head. Aunt Ninel managed to show magnanimity just now, when she

almost had already flown off to Tibidox. Just one more night in the

loggia! But it was not for Aunt Ninel to change her mind -- she pushed

on like a bulldozer. Grabbing Tanya by the arm, Aunt Ninel carried her

into the guest room, where near an enormous television set taking up a

third of the wall stood a torn-up little divan, under which the

dachshund usually slept.

  "And don't get any ideas about going back to the loggia! Now you

will sleep here until the childre-...While we haven't decided what

more to do with Uncle German," corrected her aunt, probably

remembering about the children's home for children with violent

tendencies.

  Aunt Ninel went out. The lock clicked in the door to Pipa's room.

Apparently Pipa, hearing the bass voice of her Mamimple, had decided

to ensure that she now couldn't be reached. Tanya realized that she

was destined to spend the night in the guestroom. The flying double

bass and the book of spells remained in the loggia. Soon Bab-Yagun

would be flying in there, too. Tanya jumped up onto the divan to begin

working her way toward the window and attract his attention when he

appeared, but 1.5 Kilometers the dachshund softly snarled from under

the divan.

  "What are you doing in there? And, well, lay yourself down sharpish!

You'll find out that I won't sleep all night tonight! I'll be putting

compresses on Uncle German's forehead. His breakfast will be with a

reliable television interviewer, and it's necessary that he throw all

his ravings out of his head!" Aunt Ninel exclaimed severely through

the door. Her bedroom was just next door, and she could hear any

rustle.

  Tanya sat on the divan. Her heart broke. How could she manage to

stand up when under her divan was a sensitive dachshund, and on the

other side of the wall was a cross aunt? What could be worse than her

situation today, when freedom was next door, but unreachable?

  Still, Tanya tried twice to sneak toward the window, but each time

the dachshund began to growl nastily and Aunt Ninel sharply called out

to her from behind the wall. Similarly, Aunt Ninel on her own part

didn't sleep; from time to time was heard the sound of wringing out

two gauze compresses. The rustling became all the more discernible.

Now the source of the sounds was not just from the window, but from

everywhere. Something scraped behind the walls, scratched on the

closet. Even the tubes in the bathroom hummed a bit oddly, as if

something was creeping down through them. It affected Tanya strangely

that thousands of barely-heard voices in different keys repeated one

thing, and that was the phrases: "Grotter's daughter! Grotter's

daughter! Kill her!"

  Strange that Aunt Ninel with her sharp ears didn't hear a thing.

  "What are you playing with? And, well, lie down quietly! Uncle

German can't fall asleep!" she roared through the wall. In her voice

was a definite malicious pleasure. Was it possible she knew? But no,

she couldn't know. Tanya found herself in a trap. Everyone had taken

up arms against her.

  Unexpectedly, from a window somewhere in the direction of the

loggia, a familiar cough was heard. Tanya started. Someone not loudly,

but audibly, was knocking on the window frame. Was it really Bab-

Yagun? And what if, not finding her on the loggia, he decided that

Tanya had changed her mind, or on the other hand, had already taken

off? The little girl wanted to throw herself toward the window, but

suddenly remembered that before, the dachshund had betrayed that she'd

jumped up, and Aunt Ninel had immediately appeared from the

neighboring room.

  The tubes hummed and suddenly stopped. Almost at once the door into

the hallway from the direction of the bathroom shook lightly, as if

someone pushed and scrabbled down it. The dachshund growled. She heard

it, too. So it wasn't just her, and this was all real.

  "You moving again? That's really so? Ungrateful trash...What, you

want to bed down in the stairwell?" Aunt Ninel said from the bedroom.

  Tanya felt -- another second, and she'd stop up her ears with her

hands and cry out, "Aaaah!" Her nerves were already at their limits.

Suddenly down her fingers slid something cool. The jeweled ring! All

this time she'd still worn the magic ring! Tanya began hurriedly to

pluck at the folds of the blanket, looking for it. The door shook a

little; someone behind it wheezed. The dachshund bubbled maliciously

from under the divan. But now her fingers groped at something...the

ring.... Tanya hastily put it on and started to recall the lulling

spell which Bab-Yagun had used. And why hadn't she gone over it?

'Hrapus'? 'Sopelus'? 'Trundus hrapelus'? 'Podushkis drikhus'? Not

that! Not that, either!

  "Shame! I have literally turned red! Never before have I been held

by such a one unbeaten!" said the ring loudly. "Is it really so

difficult to remember two simple words? Pundus hrapundus!"

  "Hey! I am coming out! Do you hear? Who let you turn on the

television set!" cried Aunt Ninel from the bedroom. Her stone heels

furiously slammed against the rug, heading for the door.

  Without any planning, Tanya hurriedly waved her hand, and aiming the

ring finger in the direction where the steps were approaching,

whispered, "Pundus hrapundus!" A green spark slipped through the

keyhole. Beyond the door was heard the sound of a falling body.

  At the same time the rustling in the hallway seemed to subside. She

heard the tread of a multitude of fleeing little feet. *It seems they

fear magic. They realized that I had a ring,* thought Tanya.

  Daring to throw open the door into the bedroom, she saw that Aunt

Ninel, smacking her lips like a child searching for a pacifier, was

snoring deafeningly right on the floor. On the bed with compresses on

his forehead built into high roulades was Uncle German. The loudly

barking dachshund still could not waken them. Picking up the

dachshund, Tanya decisively stuck the completely off-her-head dog into

Aunt Ninel's closet, and grabbing pomade from the toilette table, with

large chunks she wrote on the mirror:

--------------------------------------------------------------------

Good luck staying here! You can give my old tights and jeans to

whomever you like! Say hi to the rabbit Lispy!

  P.S. Dachshund in closet.

--------------------------------------------------------------------

  Dropping the pomade, Tanya came running up to the window and threw

open the frame. Exactly, someone waited for her in the air near the

loggia, but was it Bab-Yagun there? Casts vanished, bandages vanished,

clumsy bed vanished. On a merrily sucking orange vacuum cleaner,

holding in his hand a sparkling tube with a wide brush usually used

for cleaning carpets, sat a thin little twelve-year-old boy dressed in

leather overalls. His short fair hair stuck out disobediently from its

crewcut, his cheeks glowed ruddily, and his potato-shaped nose was so

short it looked like it'd been punched out the same way as his eyes.

Floating from behind the neighboring roof, the moon shone through his

protruding ears, like ruby panes of stained glass.

  Where'd the little boy come from and why'd he show up instead of

Bab-Yagun? Or...or was this him? Tanya suddenly reflected that since

his face had been hidden under bandages, she hadn't the least idea of

Bab-Yagun's actual age. But then why had Sardanapal sent a little boy

almost her own age?

  Noticing Tanya, the little boy adroitly transferred the tube from

one hand to the other and pointed it down. At the same moment the

vacuum dived from its place so fast that she could barely keep an eye

on it. An instant -- and here he already hung in the air opposite the

window. In another second, over the windowsill with a piercing chirp

flew something small and spiteful. A leather wing flashed. Something

hinted to Tanya that this was not a bat. Bab-Yagun threw lightning

from his ring after it, but the creature dodged adroitly and answered

by spitting a short stream of lilac liquid. A few drops of it dropped

on the windowsill. It smoked.

  "Och, my grandma's dear mama! I thought they'd already eaten you!"

exclaimed Bab-Yagun with relief, nodding at the lawn which still

flocked with dark shadows and silhouettes everywhere. Now there were

so many of them that it seemed as if beneath the loggia towered an

enormous anthill. Figures crept across, wheezed, shoved, stepped on

each other's heads. Red coals of pupils blazed.

  "What are they?" asked Tanya with horror.

  "Yeah, undead," Bab-Yagun threw out casually. "On the manholes here

in the neighborhood, somebody laid a summoning spell. I realized this

right away, when I saw how many were swarming here. And now the undead

have come here from all over the city!  Now they simply crowd

together, but when the crowd gets bigger, one might expect what

they'll want...I already called Slander Slanderich with his boys. Soon

they'll clear away all this here."

  "Clear out how?"

  "Very simply indeed. They'll take off the spells, yeah, and scare

them with their own Gobbler or Blue Uncle. For support. The undead

hardly see them -- run away at once. Incidentally, with us, it's also

better that you take off. Not sure that you can take it, if a Gobbler

or Blue Uncle catches your eye. I myself took three months to get used

to them. Yeah, but at times when I meet them somewhere, especially at

night...Brr!"

  "And what, they're that...?" Tanya was beginning.

  "Exactly. They are _that_. Yeah, only my grandma says that on their

own business the Gobbler and Blue Uncle are just nothing, and it's

with the Eyeless Horror you really better not get involved. Yeah, only

the Horror, he's on the Dark Mages' side, so that we usually don't see

him," interrupted Bab-Yagun decisively, and grabbing Tanya, carried

her over to the loggia.

  "Well, how are you doing? Learned the spells?" he asked

condescendingly, watching as Tanya took the double bass and piled the

case on top of it. "And you fly on that? Still with Pilotus

kamikadzis, naturally? Well, that's fine, too. Girls rarely dare use

anything faster, especially beginners. A woman in the air is like a

cow in a boat. Fly on my tail, and -- the main thing -- don't look

down. If it gets really terrible, I can take you in tow. Oho-ho! Mine

can vacuum more than that! It's a beast!"

  Bab-Yagun lovingly slapped his palm on the tube. It seemed he was

crazy about his new flying mechanism.

  Tanya slightly narrowed her eyes. So, fly on his tail, and still by

Pilotus kamikadzis? She's some cow in a boat? Not answering, the

little girl checked whether the case, in which she had just laid _The

White Mage's Reference Book_, was tied on well enough.

  "And don't forget to get insured...." preached Bab-Yagun, puffed up

with responsibility.

  "Hurriupigus crazilus," whispered Tanya, grabbing her bow and with a

light movement spinning it between her fingers.

  The jeweled ring shot green sparks. The double bass, just like a

swift comet, tore itself from its place. The wind howled, whistled in

her ears. In the instant of the blinking of an eye, the instrument had

gained altitude. The contours of the apartment house were blurred;

only the lights of the highway wove below like a golden snake.

  When Tanya finally took a look, Uncle German and Aunt Ninel's

apartment house was already barely visible. From those dots in her

field of vision, it looked something like a low nightstand pressed

into the earth. So she forever remembered it.

  On a furiously roaring vacuum the redfaced Bab-Yagun caught up to

Tanya. "You...what were you thinking? he yelled, watching how Tanya'd

gone in a sharp turn into a circle. "You...you've either gone crazy,

or...you said this spell? I said it to you in Russian: follow my tail.

Or did you tear off your ears?"

  "Me? Follow you? Catch me first!" offered Tanya.

  Bab-Yagun aimed at her the look of a boxer asked, "Uncle, do you

want it in the nose?" by an approaching three-year-old girl. "You

don't know who you're with," arrogantly muttered he. "You really think

I'm on that old bed? When you're on that swelled-up late-blooming

fiddle?"

  "Seems to me it's way better to have a late-blooming fiddle than a

flying twig-broom," countered Tanya.

  Reddened from the insult to his vacuum, Bab-Yagun hissed, "Flying

twig-broom? Like this here?" and firmly squeezing the hose with his

feet, released a green spark from his ring. A blizzard tore from the

tube and threw the double bass, together with Tanya, far to the side.

Bab-Yagun himself almost at once became a tiny, almost

indistinguishable spot.

  "Well, let's go! Prove you're not a late-blooming fiddle!" Tanya

told the double bass, and aiming her bow behind Bab-Yagun, rushed to

catch up. The headwind tried to throw her from the instrument. The

strings droned low, but she, bending toward the double bass,

stubbornly sped right along behind. It seemed to her that for some

time she endured Bab-Yagun's lead, but then the distance gradually

began to shorten. Five minutes hadn't passed in that crazy race, and

she already was drawing even with him.

  He turned his head, and from amazement at seeing Tanya alongside was

caught by a lateral gust of wind. The double bass, to which it also

came, skidded and was whirled in its place two times, but Tanya

managed to hold on with the help of her bow. But Bab-Yagun, who wasn't

ready for this, had the closest section to the brush thrown from the

tube, where apparently the magic was basically concentrated.  With the

roar of a crippled bomber, the out of control vacuum swooped down.

  Bab-Yagun, tumbling, fell together with them, trying in midair to

mutter the insurance spell which he was too lazy or simply didn't

think necessary to pronounce before. Yes, only in the fall his ring

didn't do as it had to, and from the ring instead of green sparks

there showered red ones. Spells were distorted by these red sparks of

black magic, and it led to unpredictable results. The lightbulbs on

the vacuum were blown up, and instead in the darkness Bab-Yagun's ears

began to glimmer. From somewhere poured frog flippers, thick and fast,

and held in them were cigars and false teeth.

  Tanya, dashing toward Bab-Yagun, wanted him to grab onto her double

bass, but the thin little boy, kicking, yelled something.

  "My 700 vacuum! ... Three years' savings! Catch the tube!" Tanya

made out, and pointing the bow downward, chased after the falling

section of tube. The wind was in her face; she was blinded; her eyes

watered; the darkness hindered her from properly judging the distance

to the ground, but the double bass raced so that it might already have

left a mountain.

  Overtaking the section, on the second try Tanya grabbed it -- more

precisely, the section turned, first smacking her on the forehead, and

then jumped of itself into her hand -- and then with work leveling out

the instrument, sent it up. Grabbing Bab-Yagun by the scruff of his

neck, Tanya slowed his fall, since by some dozen meters from the

ground he hadn't managed to fix the tube. Humming, the vacuum soared

into the sky.

  For a long time, they both couldn't catch their breaths.  Finally

Bab-Yagun looked at her, already without high disdain, and shouted

fascinatedly, "I was sure not one little girl at the school could do

such a thing! Hey, confess -- really, you knew how to do this before?"

  Tanya shyly shrugged her shoulders. She plainly didn't know about

this herself. Though she had ridden the double bass for the first time

five days before, at times it seemed to her that she long ago -- very

long ago -- had flown. Somewhere she still knew what needed to be

done.

  "If Solovey doesn't get you onto the team, then he really has gone

with the Dark, as some people accuse him. You simply were made for

dragonball... If, naturally, a close look at a dragon doesn't make

your knee tendons shake. With some such a thing happens, especially

when swallowed in their breath once," reasoned Bab-Yagun. Then again

he cocked an eye thoughtfully at Tanya, and accompanied by wind,

cried, "And here it's still that...From now on, I am your friend

forever -- if you want, naturally. If somebody there in Tibidox dares

to call your bass a late-blooming fiddle or in general offends you, I

will force him to refuel with garbage from his vacuum!"

  And Bab-Yagun extended his hand to her.

  *No, this is not Genka Bulonov! And not Pipa's secret GP!* thought

Tanya and extended hers to him, using the hand which held onto the

fingerboard. The gusting wind by this barely didn't knock her off her

double bass, but Tanya didn't let this divide her attention. True

friendship, like true love, requires sacrifice.

  Soon the double bass and the jet-propelled vacuum picked up altitude

in the sky, and taking a fast dense air current, dashed off to the

southwest. Here it still was no good for conversation -- the incessant

rhythmic drone thickly plugged up their ears. She had to fly almost on

her stomach, hugging the double bass in her arms, because the wind

seemed strong enough that if she carelessly raised her head, she'd be

torn off by the wind, carried away while sadly slapping her ears.

  Tanya didn't realize that in this moment the ocean came into view.

Its leaden surface flashing, torn up, between blue-grayish violet

stormclouds, she took a walk on scissors-cut fragments of geography

maps. And they both flew and flew, and it seemed this would not end.

It had already dawned when Bab-Yagun suddenly shot a green spark from

his ring and pointed his vacuum downward, leaving the air current.

  "Tibidox is down there, but you can't get to it without a spell of

crossing. You haven't forgotten it?" cried Bab-Yagun, when they'd come

down far enough that one might easily distinguish individual waves

boiling up on the restless body of the ocean.

  Tanya remembered the lines in the Reference Book.

  "The spell of crossing in all its simplicity appears as a spell of

High Magic. When pronouncing the spell it is necessary to be

absolutely sure that crossing is completely controlled. Otherwise, the

mind and body might be divided; the body will be moved while the mind

stays behind in the previous world. In the lopear tongues this state

is called death."

  "Well, it's already the end for me!* thought Tanya. Her skin was

covered with goosepimples from fear. If she also continued to descend,

that was only because not for honeycake did she want to go back to

Uncle Geramn.

  "Ready? Time!" suddenly shouted Bab-Yagun, and not letting himself

be frightened more strongly, Tanya quickly raised her ring hand and

exclaimed, "Graal gardarika!"

  It shook, whirled, pricked her with a million little sparks. It

splintered and put back together.again. To Tanya it seemed for an

instant that she raced through the narrow endless middle of an

hourglass.

  And then down in the rays of the rising sun, from the pink painted

arrows of ocean foam, appeared a large island. A quarter of the island

was occupied by swamp, a third by woods. Along a narrow sandspit

towered a cracked cliff, on which was similarly broken not a thousand

stormy waves.

  *I must still be alive! Naturally, this is by mistake. But Uncle

German wasn't here; this could only be....*  decided Tanya.

  In the middle of the island was an extraordinarily squat and flat

building like something on an overturned sulfur-yellow bowl. Pasted to

it in unexpected places were towers, galleries, passages, all

surrounded by bubbling lava. It was larger than all those fortresses

Tanya had seen in the movies. The Moscow Kremlin was obviously

smaller. Here before them stretched a whole city under one roof.

  Along the walls, with a dismal look strolled a three-meter-tall

cyclops on whose chest and even back was undergrowth made of red fur.

In the middle of the cyclops' forehead a huge golden eye moved from

side to side in its socket, and his nose was decorated with a wart the

size of a soup plate. He yawned gloomily, and now and then, so as not

to fall asleep, knocked on the ground with the handle of a jagged

poleax.

  Over the fortress' main gate clearly burned a fiery inscription.

  TIBIDOX -- SCHOOL OF MAGIC FOR DIFFICULT YOUNG WIZARDS. 

  WHITE AND BLACK SECTIONS.

  Tanya had to reread the inscription three times before its meaning

reached her. Well, and what to do?

  "Oh, Pipa would be pleased! I just now got what she too wanted for

me. With only a small difference," she said to herself. But all the

same, the way back already didn't exist, and she decided not to jump

to conclusions.

  Bab-Yagun touched her hand and with a gesture indicated that she

should follow him and fly around in Tibidox in the other direction,

not under the eyes (more exactly, the _eye_) of the cyclops. They

noiselessly slipped through the air along a blind spot and dived past

a corner of the walls.

  "Oof, we raced through!" exhaled Bab-Yagun. "We call him Dumpling.

Good thing he didn't see us.... He's the same one who was blinded in

_The Odyssey_."

  "But he can see!"

  "Uh-huh. Sardanapal gave him an eye from one witch who had so many

of them she didn't know what to do, and put him there to guard. Only

that eye turned out to be evil. If he even blinks, it changes color,

yes, together they wrap around themselves, that's all. The damage is

done, yes, so that you immediately put on white slippers. Even my

grandma, she can't take it off. Another Coffin Cover for Dumpling is

like a tissue, though for us it's a whole straight bedsheet.... But

since he sneaks away, it allows us to fly around the fortress. Also

there's a nasty thing you run into around him. It jumps on your head

and chokes you."

  "And how do we get inside, if not through the gate? Could we go

through the opening in the tower?"

  "On the opening they put double the black magic spells. They work

better than the white. Slander Slanderich himself put them on. On the

attics, too. So to plunge in is useless -- even a fly, she couldn't

slip through. It might, of course, be done through the gate; but

they've warned Dumpling for sure, yes, and what's worse, I don't love

him. And he can't put up with me after one event -- he still yells and

curses at me," said Bab-Yagun with caution.

  "So what do we do?" asked Tanya, wondering what was behind the

  'event'.

  Bab-Yagun sniffed with a secretive look of his own. His protruding

ears began to glow triumphantly. "Yeah, so...there is one opening. My

grandma showed it to me in secret, when Dumpling ranted and raved at

me. Only we agreed at once -- not a word to Slander! Or Sardanapal, or

anybody in general, or they'll close it up. You swear?"

  "I swear," said Tanya.

  "Well, look...you are sworn, and with magic, oaths don't joke

around! And then, ohoho, what could happen!" uttered Bab-Yagun

mysteriously.

  The huge wall along which they flew was built from crumbling

boulders of colossal size. Just to look at them was frightening. On

Tanya, this all produced an oppressive impression. Bab-Yagun flew up

toward that place in the wall where it connected up with a massive

black tower, and finding a tiny, little-noticeable fissure, whispered

into it, "Pryopenus!"

  The immense boulder was enveloped in a light haze. It began to turn

blue, then cinnamon-brown, and finally a pale yellow. And at this

moment, Bab-Yagun with decision flew on his vacuum straight through

the stone, finding himself elsewhere. Tanya plunged right behind, but

the boulder had already darkened again, and she only knocked her

forehead against it painfully.  After waiting a little while and

making sure that the stone was not getting ready to let her pass, she

remembered about the magic word and whispered, "Pryopenus!"  The stone

once again turned blue, and then it was pale yellow again. Hurrying

before it faded, Tanya closed her eyes and once again pointed the

double bass at it. She waited for impact, but as also during the

crossing, it only stung her with a whirlwind of tiny sparks -- and now

she already stood in a dark passage next to Bab-Yagun.

  "What took you so long?" inquired Bab-Yagun, taking the double bass

from her. "In Tibidox you can't fly anymore. Here they block all the 

flight spells, yes, and some others, too. While I hide this trick, you

go up and find Sardanapal's office. He expects you. I would start up

with you, but anyone who sees our instruments with us would think about

how we got in here. Now I must quickly get them out of sight."

  "And I'll find the office?" asked Tanya, becoming flustered.

  "You'll find it...and here's another thing -- don't be afraid of

ghosts. Really, you're in their tower," said Bab-Yagun mysteriously,

and he scurried down the stairs, bent under the weight of the vacuum

and the case with the double bass.

---------------------------------------------------------------------

NOTES:

Gobbler and Blue Uncle: I still haven't found out about Blue Uncles,

and Gobblers are entirely new to me. I'll update you as I find out

more.

Slander Slanderich: A literal translation of "Poklep Poklep'ich".

Graal gardarika: I just transliterated this spell. I think the

meaning's pretty obvious....

Pryopenus: "Bzlomus". The stem is the same as in "to break or force

open" and "burglar". Breaking and entering is the sense.
