
Together
“I wonder about you and me, sometimes,” said the Mage one day.

The Boffin considered. They’d been together so long that they might only speak a dozen or so 
words to each other in a day. They knew each other so well that they didn’t need any more than that 
to communicate their wants and needs and, more importantly, to express their affection and love for 
one another.

So the Mage was not talking about them as people, as husband and wife, but about their roles as 
“Mage” and “Boffin”. She was aware that she often did things which were, strictly speaking, not 
part of her role as the supposedly scientific “Boffin”. But the Mage himself wasn’t shy of using 
scientific and mathematical methods, especially statistics. He was very good at statistics.

“We’ve never been stuffy about our roles, have we?” she said.

“Mmmm. But you’re very protective of our kids. That’s an emotional trait.”

“You flattened the walls around that town when the King captured our daughter. You broke into the 
dungeons to get to our sons when they were imprisoned by that other King. You practically stormed 
the school when that girl was bullying our other daughter. You...”

“OK, OK. You’ve made your point.”

They were silent for a while.

“You are wondering if we will end up so similar that for all practical purposes, so far as our roles 
are concerned anyway, that there will be little point in saying that I’m the Boffin and you’re the 
Mage? Hmmm.”

She came and sat next to him on the sofa. He put his arm around her and she curled her feet up on 
the seat and leant against him.

“My analysis is that our empathy for the other point of view was one of the reasons that we were 
chosen, all that time ago. Possibly the main reason. Everything is interconnected, I say, and I know 
you agree. You might call it magic and I might call it science, but there’s really little difference. You
say magic is about feelings, but you are one of the most logical people I know. And science is about 
logic, but you know what happens when one of my experiments doesn’t produce the result I 
expect?”

“Yep, you sulk for a day or two.”

“I do not sulk! I merely spend a day or two reviewing the experiment and considering the possible 
reasons for its failure.”

“You sulk.”

“I wouldn’t call it sulking. I’m not happy though. Anyway, we look at things from different 
directions but come to much the same conclusions. We’ll never change our fundamental ways of 
looking at things. But we might borrow things from each other’s way of working. You did a nice 



analysis of the poison that the crazy man tried to use on the Prince, by the way. That’s an example 
of what I am talking about.”

“Thank you. Though it’s not nice to call the poor man ‘crazy’.”

She acknowledged his point.

“Yeah, you’re right, of course. At least now he’s got someone to look after him, and the charms and 
the medicine should help him out.”

She turned to him. “So what do you think, my dear? Are we turning into each other? A Boffin-Mage
or a Mage-Boffin? What do you feel?”

“I think that we should exclude the parental emotions from consideration. Everyone has those as 
you pointed out. See, I’m analysing things like a Boffin! Also things move from the realm of magic 
to the realm of science all the time, but the realm of magic doesn’t shrink. What is an atom but a 
little bundle of magic, after all? Most people don’t know or understand the science of it. Feelings 
and intuitions are still my way of looking at the world, but, even before we met, I would always 
double check with logic and reason. I think that everyone is part Mage and part Boffin, and we are 
no different. We’ll never have the same world view, and we’ll never merge our roles.”

He kissed her and she kissed him back. Somehow this was a confirmation and resolution of their 
discussion.

“So, why the question?” she asked.

“There’s something in the air that I can’t put my finger on.”

He emphasised this by creating a small circle of light in the air with his finger. The Boffin gestured 
at it and it floated over to her. She stretched it and positioned it over her head.

The Mage laughed. “A halo?”

He gestured and was sitting with his arm around a small devil, complete with horns and tail. The 
halo looked incongruous.

“Huh,” she said and became herself again. She waved the halo out of existence.

“Let me see,” she said pulling an instrument out of her pocket. She projected the readings on to the 
wall so that they both could have a look.

“Nothing is registering. Well, there’s low level disturbances, but that’s fairly normal. Quantum. Oh, 
and it’s going to rain tomorrow. Can you see anything?”

“I agree. Nothing. There’s a little bit of a control struggle, down on the right there, but that’s likely 
to be local politics, I think. Nothing serious.”

She could tell he was frustrated by his feeling that something was not right. “You know I trust your 
feelings, dear. Let’s just keep an eye on things for a while. It might be something just below the 
level of the physical, and it might disperse in a day or two, or it might become clearer.”

He knew she was trying to ease his frustration, so he kissed her. “Yes, let’s do that.”



She was projecting the readings onto the wall of her laboratory a couple of days later when the 
Mage came in. She noticed him coming and held out her hand to him, and he took it.

“You were right, my love. I still don’t see anything specific, but something is definitely going on. 
Those low level disturbances are increasing. The whole display is varying from green to yellow. If I 
focus on a small area I don’t get any detail. Do you get anything with your charms and spells?”

“No, but it’s across spaces, I think. What do your instruments say about that?”

She frowned and tapped some commands into her computer. The screen cleared and was replaced 
by single wave which slowly waxed and waned.

“That’s odd. It is across spaces but I can’t tell the direction. I thought I’d fixed that problem.”

“I think the effect is increasing, whatever it is,” said the Mage.

“Is there anything we can do?” asked the Boffin.

“Polish up our spells and charms? Dust off our equations?”

He put his arm around her. “We don’t know what direction the threat, if it is a threat, is coming 
from. We don’t know what the threat even is, if it is a threat. We have our amulets, powered by your
science and protected by my magic. There’s something about this that is disturbing you, isn’t 
there?”

“It’s the fact that we can’t get a hold on whatever it is. It’s all so vague.

Just then there was a tentative knock on the door, and the Boffin’s screen went red.

The Mage smiled and said “Showtime! It looks like we are about to find out.”

He kissed his wife to reassure her and they went to open the door. Outside were a young boy and 
girl in their early teens. They were shabbily dressed in clothes that were meant for people much 
bigger than they were, and they looked thin and hungry. They also looked terrified.

“May we please sleep in your barn?” the boy asked tentatively. “We’re very tired. We won’t cause 
any trouble.”

The Mage’s instincts kicked in. “Come on in,” he said. “I think that we can do better than a barn.”

The two young people edged into the house.

“Sit down at the table, you two. I expect you’d like a bite to eat,” said the Boffin. 

She got out a loaf of bread and cut a couple of slices from it. The girl stared at it and couldn’t help 
licking her lips. The Boffin got out some butter and ham and made a couple of sandwiches, which 
were demolished in next to no time, so she made some more.

“What are your names, and where are you from, my dears?” asked the Boffin.

The Mage made some cocoa and gave two steaming cups to the two young people.

“My name is Carl and her name is Lynn. We won’t cause any trouble. We’ll leave in the morning.”

“Where are you from?” the Boffin asked again.



Carl looked at Lynn. 

“Well, sort of over there,” he said, gesturing.

The Boffin looked at the Mage, puzzled?

“How did you get here?”

“We sort of, erm, stepped.”

“You’re from a different space? Where, exactly?”

The boy gestured again. This time the Boffin caught the direction he meant. It was different to the 
directions that the Mage and the Boffin usually stepped.

“Hm, we’ve never stepped in that direction. I didn’t even know it existed,” said the Boffin. She 
made a quick note to herself on her computer. “That’s probably why we couldn’t figure out where 
the disturbance was coming from.”

“You know about stepping? Disturbance? Are you a witch? Are you a spy for the High Witch?” 
asked the girl.

The two young people looked like they might make a run for it. 

“No, no, we don’t even know this ‘High Witch’,” said the Mage. “Are you running away from her 
or something? You are safe with us. I am an expert in magic and my wife is a scientist of some 
repute.”

“A scientist?” The boy and girl looked at the Boffin in amazement and fear. “You’re not going to 
experiment on us are you?”

“Good heavens, no. Is that what you think scientists do? Experiment on people?” asked the Boffin.

“Yes, cut them up. Force poisons down their throats. And laugh while they do it,” said Lynn.

The Boffin was shocked and speechless.

“Who told you that scientists do that?” asked the Mage. “I promise you that my wife will do none of
those things!”

He was almost laughing, but the young people seemed serious.

“Why, everyone knows that,” said Carl. He hesitated. “Is it not true? There are no scientists any 
more where we come from.”

“No, it’s not true. Scientists are simply seekers after truth. Much like magicians. They just use a 
different approach. They certainly wouldn’t experiment on people like you describe!”

The Boffin recovered herself. “So, you appear to be fugitives. Are you running from the High 
Witch? If so, why does she want you?”

“We don’t know. Some of the High Witch’s soldiers came to Lynn’s house. Her grandfather, the one
who taught us to step, told us to go, to step away. He said that he’d hold them off. I think he’s 
dead.”

Carl broke off to comfort Lynn.



“Poor kids,” said the Mage. “You’re not brother and sister then? What about your parents?”

“No, we aren’t brother and sister. I don’t remember my parents. Lynn’s parents disappeared years 
ago. I was assigned to Lynn’s house by the High Witch’s men when I was small, almost a baby. We 
grew up together. I don’t remember anywhere else.”

The Boffin looked at the Mage and tilted her head towards the pair. He nodded and said to the pair 
“Please give me your hands a moment.”

The two extended their hands and the Mage took them, only to jerk like he was stung.

“Ow! You have powerful protection. Is that your own? Let’s try again.”

He extended his hands to the two young people again. This time he held their hands for a minute or 
two before letting go.

“Thank you for letting me in. You are two powerful people. My guess is that the High Witch has 
somehow discovered that you might be a threat to her. Is that what happened?”

“We’re powerful?” Carl looked at Lynn again. “Are we? No one ever told us that. It can’t be true.”

The Mage tossed a ball of fire at Lynn, who swatted it away with a gesture. It bounced off a wall 
and fell behind the sofa and the Mage hurriedly put it out. 

“Do you know how did you did that, Lynn?” asked the Boffin, laughing.

“I don’t know. I don’t know how I did it. I just did it. Did I do something wrong?”

She was almost in tears.

“No, dear,” said the Boffin. “My darling husband was just proving to you that you do have powers, 
and singed the carpet in the process. Can I hold your hands?”

The Boffin felt a strong protection force as she joined hands with the two. No wonder the Mage had
jumped. She pushed past the protection which let her through and felt the two strong young minds 
behind it. She looked at the protection and decided that the two young people were the source. She 
looked at their minds and saw that they had a very strong bond. The power that they had was 
shared, and came from both sides, magical and scientific.

“Wow. Complex and strange. Thank you for letting us in. I don’t think that either of us could have 
got in if you hadn’t let us.”

“Look,” said Lynn.

She was holding a ball of fire much like the one that the Mage had tossed at her. She tossed it at 
Carl who caught it and looked at it. Then he tossed it back and created one of his own. Then they 
tossed the two balls of fire backwards and forwards between them, laughing. Then Carl squeezed 
the two balls out of existence.

“Wow,” said Lynn. “What else can we do?”

The two young people were no longer scared and looked much more confident.

“Hmm, just a minute,” said the Boffin.



She left the room and returned with one of her devices from her laboratory.

“This is broken,” she said. “I know what needs to be done to it to fix it. How about you two take a 
look at it?”

The two young people looked at it.

“I’ll have to open it,” said Carl.

The Boffin indicated that they should go ahead. Carl twisted the case and it fell apart into two 
pieces.

Lynn and Carl studied it. Lynn looked up.

“Do you have any...”

The Boffin slid some wire and some tools across to them. Carl ignored the tools and cut some wire 
with little bursts of fire and fixed it in place inside the device.

Lynn twisted the device back together and pressed the button on it. The dial lit up but nothing else 
happened. She twisted the device apart again, and the two of them peered at it again.

“That one?” she asked Carl, pointing at a component.

“That’s my guess. Do you have...”

The Boffin slid a component across the table. Lynn unfixed a component with one of the Boffin’s 
tools and fitted the new component in its place. She closed the case and this time the dial lit up and 
showed some numbers and directions.

“How did we do that?” asked Carl. “I’ve never seen one of those before? What is it?”

“It’s just a power meter. You used intuition, which is a skill on the magical side of the scale to fix an
instrument which belongs to the physics side of the scale. That’s quite unusual, though not 
unknown. You two have both magical and scientific talents in equal measure. Oh, by the way, we 
prefer to use the tools. To use magic for simple physical repairs, like you fixed the wiring, Carl, is 
showing off a bit. Though to be fair, I’ve done it myself when I can’t find the tool.”

Carl nodded.

The Boffin said “Tell us some more about the High Witch. Does she often send her men out to bring
people in? I guess that if she just asked, people would make themselves scarce.”

Carl thought a bit. “She sends out her men to arrest people, and they are never seen again. That’s 
what happened to Lynn’s parents. Gramps said that they didn’t take us because we were so small. 
Some people say that she drinks blood, but I think that’s just a story. Anyway, everyone obeys her. 
They’re scared of her.”

“But you got away.”

“Yes, Gramps suddenly got up and told us to hold hands. Then he said ‘Step out of here, my loves. 
Remember me and remember your Mum and Dad. Now, step!’. So we did, and we were in this 
space. We wandered around for a few days and ended up on your doorstep. Lynn said ‘This place 
feels good. Let’s knock on the door.’. So we did.”



“You think it was the High Witch’s men? What happened to your Gramps?”

Carl reflected. “Yes, I heard the Witch’s men outside the door. As we were stepping Gramps 
collapsed, though I didn’t see why.”

“How would you like to stay with us for a couple of days? It should be safe enough.”

Carl looked at Lynn. “But we seem to bring trouble down on everyone we meet.”

Lynn looked into the far distance. “Yes, we should be safe here for a day or two. Are you sure?”

“Of course, dear. Now, how would you like a bath?” asked the Boffin.

She took them off one by one and showed them the bathroom. They weren’t too happy about being 
separated, but loved the Boffin’s state of the art bathroom. The Boffin laid them out clothes which 
her own kids had used, and they returned looking much less like a pair of waifs and strays. Lynn’s 
hair had a coppery sheen while Carl’s hair was very fair, almost white.

The four of them passed the evening playing board games and generally chatting about the 
differences between the kids’ space and their own space. Carl and Lynn were amazed to learn that 
the ruler was a normal person, with no special powers.

“How does he make people do what he wants, if he has no powers?” asked Carl.

“Why, he asks them nicely,” said the Boffin, “and because he is King, they usually do it.”

“But what if they don’t want to do it?”

“Well, there’s usually a reason. So they tell the King the reason, and then they negotiate a 
compromise. A good King only asks people to do things that they won’t mind doing, though 
sometimes the King has to convince them.”

She thought a bit. “It’s like your Gramps telling you to go to bed. He has no special powers, but you
do it anyway. Or you discuss with him why you should be allowed to stay up longer.”

When the young people were in bed, the Boffin threw up her readings onto the wall of the room. 
The Mage came and circled her waist with his arms from behind. 

“Is this the latest readings?” he asked. “It looks pretty much OK. All green. But you aren’t happy.”

“Yes, it’s all green at the moment. I’ve wrapped that camouflage charm of yours around the house, 
just to be safe, though. It’ll look like we are the only ones here.”

“That’ll not fool anyone with real powers though.”

She nodded. “Yes, and look what happens if I project it a week out.”

She gestured and the numbers changed and then suddenly the colours changed to red.

“Hmm, not nice,” said the Mage.

She turned in his arms and hugged him.

“I’m not going to back away from a fight,” she said. “I’ll not abandon those kids to whatever fate 
awaits them. I just can’t.”



“Neither can I. You know I won’t. We’ve got a few days and they are quick learners. The trouble is, 
we don’t know what the threat actually is. We know it’s almost certainly caused by the High 
Witch.”

She kissed him. “It’s funny isn’t it. The more we study, the more we know. But we didn’t even 
suspect that we could step in that direction. We’ve got things working pretty well in our own human
space here. But now we seem to be attracting couples like Carl and Lynn. Remember Kitty and 
Terry and how we helped them? Maybe our roles have changed slightly, and our job now is to help 
these young couples, the powerful people from distant spaces, find their feet?”

“Maybe. I wouldn’t mind that too much. I’m never bored, but it would be interesting. Anyway, let’s 
go to bed.”

In the morning the Boffin explained what they were going to do. “We are going to teach you as 
much as we can in the next week or so, but it’s going to be hard. There’s a crisis coming in about a 
week’s time, and we’ll do our best to help you get through it.”

“Maybe we should just go,” said Lynn. “We don’t want to drag you into it.”

The Mage shook his head. “It’s coming anyway, whether you go or stay. I checked my oracle. We 
just have to get through it, and the best way is to make you two as strong as possible. Do you 
understand how important and powerful you are?”

“Us? No, we’re not grown ups. We’re not important. We’re not powerful.”

“Stop that!” snapped the Boffin. “You need to believe in yourselves. It’s critical.”

She grabbed the two of them in a containment field and made them immobile. Carl went red in the 
face with effort and his hand crept slowly towards Lynn’s, as hers did towards his. When they 
touched, the field collapsed. Carl and Lynn both gasped for air.

“We did it!” she said. “

“Pretty good, but you need to be better.”

This time the Boffin separated them before she sent up the containment field. Lynn and Carl 
struggled hard but couldn’t break the field.

“We can’t do it! Oh no,” wailed Lynn.

“Yes, we can,” said Carl. “We just need to work together. We don’t actually need to touch!”

“Oh, of course,” said Lynn, and the field collapsed.

The Boffin considered. “That wasn’t bad. Pretty good, actually,” she said. “Now the Mage and I can
work separately, but it seems that you two have to work together. You’re different in that respect. 
Let’s take a break now.”

They worked with the kids, sometimes alone and sometimes together. Lynn and Carl were learning 
really fast and sometimes the Boffin and the Mage had to extend themselves a little, which they 
considered to be a positive. But the Boffin knew that they were nowhere near as strong as the High 
Witch was going to be.



On the fifth day, the Mage declared a holiday, so they stepped to the dragon space. Immediately the 
Boffin knew that something was wrong. Something was bobbing in the waves and she ran down to 
see what it was. It was the corpse of a dragon. She spun around. The little shack was in ruins. Their 
belongings were scattered around the beach and the vines that draped the shack were dead and 
faded.

“Ahhhhhhhhhh!” she screamed and lightning flashed from her raised arms into the sky. Then she 
cried.

“Logic, dear, logic,” said the Mage, who was grey and shaking. “Emotion is not going to serve us 
well, here. Logic.”

“Oh, my dear, you must feel it worse than me. I’m so sorry. I must concentrate!”

But she fired off another bolt into the heavens first. Just to stop her hands shaking.

The Mage stepped forward and a ball of lightning hit the dragon’s corpse and it disappeared. He 
turned and gestured and the shack became whole. Their possessions lifted from the ground and 
disappeared into the shack. Another gesture and the dead vines disappeared. It was a grandiose use 
of magic, but he didn’t care. 

“We’ll let the vines grow back naturally,” he said. “I’ve put a protection spell around it, which we 
should have done before. Well, now we know that the High Witch is actively looking for you two. 
She must have detected our connection with you and searched for us as she couldn’t see you. How 
petty she was, to destroy our lovely shack!”

“We’re so sorry,” said Lynn. “We had no idea that she would be able to trace us. We’re sorry she 
destroyed your shack.”

“Don’t worry, dear. That can be fixed, but I feel angry about the poor dragon. I’m sure that we 
would have met up with the High Witch, sooner or later.”

“I agree,” said the Boffin. “Right, logic. We should take the fight to her before she does any more 
damage. Oh, our cottage! Let’s get back, quick.”

They stepped back worriedly, but everything was fine. The Boffin threw her latest readings on the 
wall.

“Well, there’s you two, Lynn and Carl.” She pointed to a blue patch with numbers which rapidly 
fluctuated. “The program doesn’t know quite what to make of you. I can fix that later. Then there’s 
this blue patch which seems to be getting closer. It’s not the Witch, it’s not bright enough. I think 
that we are about to get a knock on the door. Stay here, you two.”

She went to it and opened it. Two large men stood there, one with his fist raised to knock on the 
door.

“Hullo ma’am, I’m Smith and this is Jones. We are looking for two fugitives and we believe that 
they are here.”

“Was it you two who killed the dragon and wrecked our shack?” asked the Boffin with a tinge of 
steel in her voice.



“No, ma’am. That was a bad business. Some youngsters given weapons that they shouldn’t have 
been trusted with. We would not do that. We are professionals.”

“Suppose that I told you that the ‘fugitives’ were not here?”

“Sorry, ma’am, I would not be able to believe you. Our information is correct, I believe.”

“Suppose the two ‘fugitives’ were here and we refused to give them up. What would you do?”

“Well, ma’am, we would have to report back, and no doubt further action would be taken. Not by 
us, I might add.”

He managed to give her the impression that the whole thing was distasteful to him.

“You’d better come in. Please note that we have defences in place.”

“Thank you, ma’am,” said Jones. “We understand. We don’t intend to cause any trouble, I assure 
you.”

The Boffin led the way to their kitchen where the others were waiting.

“This is Smith and that is Jones, everyone. They are looking for two fugitives, they say. Dear, can 
you make them a cup of tea. Please sit down, gentlemen. Biscuit?”

“Thank you, ma’am and sir. That’s very kind of you.”

“So, what exactly is your mission, gentlemen?”

“We are to locate and return two fugitives who have escaped from our ruler, the High Witch. We 
have been given this location as the place where we can find the fugitives, and this device to get us 
here and back.”

He showed the Boffin the device. Neither he nor Jones acknowledged the presence the two young 
people. They were without doubt professionals.

“So the Witch had nothing to do with the dragon and our shack?” asked the Mage.

“No sir, not directly. It was just some idiot kids she’d sent to look for the fugitives. Just so you 
know, sir, the dragons appeared over the city and smashed a few things, blasted a few holes in 
roadways and bridges and disappeared. No casualties, except someone who fell into a hole. The 
High Witch couldn’t touch them, though she put on quite a firework display.”

He nodded his approval of the dragons’ actions.

“You don’t seem to like her much, gents.”

“She’s our employer, sir. We can’t have an opinion about her.”

The Boffin and the Mage glanced at each other. They liked Smith and Jones.

“Well, Smith and Jones, suppose we were to agree to you taking the two fugitives back, but only if 
you took us, too, would you have any objection to that?”

“You don’t have to do that!” said Carl.



“We do,” said the Boffin. “It still annoys me that she sent the people who killed the dragon and 
wrecked our shack!”

Smith looked at Jones. “That’s OK by us, sir. We have no orders to the contrary.”

“We are all agreed, then?” The Boffin looked around at the Mage and the two young people.

“Then let’s do it.”

Smith and Jones stood up. “Please hold hands,” said Jones. His partner took out his device and 
Jones held his wrist. They all joined hands in a circle and Smith pressed a button on the device and 
suddenly they were standing in the courtyard of a castle.

The Mage looked around and sniffed. “Too ornamental. A castle should be functional.”

“This way, please,” said Smith, and the two big men directed them into the castle.

As they walked through the corridors to meet the High Witch the Boffin looked around.

“I see what you mean, dear. I mean to say! Suits of armour every five metres. Crossed swords and 
shields on every wall between them. Huge tapestries. Arched doorways, leaded windows. It’s a bit 
much,” she said.

The throne room was an immense room with a vaulted ceiling, with leaded glass windows high on 
the walls and behind the throne. As they walked towards the throne, the backlighting meant that 
they couldn’t see who was on the  throne.

Torches on the wall suddenly burst into flame, and curtains covered the windows behind the throne, 
and the High Witch was revealed. She appeared to be a young woman in her low thirties and she 
was wearing a low cut green dress which clung tightly to her body. The Boffin immediately hated 
her even more than she had before.

“Hi, Your Witchiness. I understand that you are looking for our friends here,” the Boffin said, 
deliberately trying to be offensive.

She gestured at Lynn and Carl.

“Thank you for returning them,” said the High Witch, visibly controlling herself. “They were about 
to cause me a great deal of trouble.”

“They were? Why is that? By the way, I said nothing about returning Lynn and Carl. They are under
our protection.”

“Yes, they were about to serve as a focus for forces opposed to me. My mirror warned me. I don’t 
allow opposition.”

She smiled. “So they are under your protection are they? Whose protection are you under?”

The High Witch gestured and the Boffin could not move. The Witch laughed and the two young 
people marched like robots to stand beside her. The Boffin desperately struggled to free herself 
from the spell or field that was holding her immobile. She could imagine that the Mage was 
struggling similarly. Nothing seemed to work.



Suddenly she heard the Mage’s voice in her head. “Don’t struggle, my dear. Use your logic to find a
solution, and I will try to use my gifts to find one too.”

The High Witch looked at the Mage. “Hmm, you’re cute. Come and join me.”

The Mage’s voice in her head said “Concentrate, my dear! Concentrate!”

To her horror the Boffin saw the Mage out of the corner of her eye move towards the High Witch. 
He was taking reluctant step after reluctant step towards her. His brow was sweating with the effort 
of resisting, but he was being forced to approach the High Witch.

She tried to shout to Lynn and Carl. She tried to form the word “together”. The next thing she knew 
was the ground coming up to hit her in the face and the roar of the word being repeated at her.

“TOGETHER!!”

The Mage came to, lying on the floor just below the steps to the throne.

“What happened?” he asked. “Ouch, my head.”

“The High Witch lost the fight. I’m not sure how, but the power came through me and Carl,” said 
Lynn. Little sparks were still crackling from her fingers. There were singe marks at various places 
on the floor and the throne had lost an ornament from the top of the back.

The Mage gingerly climbed to his feet and ran over to where the Boffin was lying on the ground 
supported by Carl. She was bleeding heavily from her nose.

“I don’t lige dis,” she said thickly. “I dink my dose is brokerd.”

The Mage ran his finger down her nose and the bleeding stopped. Her nose straightened but forever 
afterwards had a slight bend in it.

“Thanks, dear. What happened?” said the Boffin.

“Pain relief?”

“Just a little, please.”

The Boffin looked around. Not much had changed apart from the marks of the battle, but the Witch 
was cowering on her throne. Her facade of youth had evaporated, and she looked closer to sixty or 
seventy.

“So much for using my powers of logic to figure out a solution. All I could think of was to stop her 
taking the Mage away from me. Then I was trying to tell Lynn and Carl to work together, and the 
floor hit me in the face,” she said.

“We got your message,” said Carl. “We were trying to work together but it wasn’t making any 
difference. Then we sort of extended our reach and suddenly the power was flowing in and we 
easily overcame the Witch. I don’t understand it. You two fell over and knocked yourselves out 
when she let go of you.”

“I think I know what happened,” said the Boffin, tapping her pocket device. “Magic and Science 
work differently here from our home space. The power is spread over everyone. Back home, certain
people, like us, can concentrate the power and channel it, and most people have little or none. Here, 



the power is not concentrated but certain people can channel it. You have to call on it, which you 
accidentally did. If we’d known, we could have trained you differently.”

“How did the Witch get her powers then?” wondered Carl.

“The same way as you did. She drew on the power which is spread through everyone. The power of
Magic and Physics is not good or evil. It’s how you use it. Boy, was she strong! But enough people 
must have had enough of her, so the Physics and the Magic flowed to you and not her. We should 
never have faced her directly.”

“I think that you are right. That’s what happened, though we didn’t know it at the time,” said Carl. 
“We’ve still got some of the power that we called on.”

“But what about the Witch? What do we do with her?” asked the Mage.

“The Witch can do nothing.,” said Lynn. “She has no power now, and is unlikely to be able to 
gather any again. The mood of our space is against her.”

The Boffin drew on the power of the space to check, and saw that it was as Lynn said. Working this 
way was strange, but in a nice way, and when she considered the space itself the word “friendly” 
came to mind. She doubted that it would have seemed like that ten minutes before.

Lynn walked over to the throne and the former High Witch flinched away.

“She doesn’t even remember what happened. She’s just scared. She doesn’t remember being the 
High Witch. We’ll find her a home somewhere where she can be looked after properly. The poor 
thing’s mind is partly destroyed.”

Lynn calmed the former Witch with her mind then she and Carl sent her off with Smith and Jones, 
with orders to find her a home. Smith and Jones could be trusted to do the right thing.

“What will you do now, you two?”

“Well first we’ll bring back all the people that the Witch made disappear,” said Carl. “The power of 
Magic and Science in this space didn’t give her enough power to destroy them, it seems, so they are
in a sort of limbo. Then we will have to start to work out how this space should be governed. We’ll 
probably hold some elections eventually. Let the people of the space decide.”

The Mage said “You are both still very young. I suggest that you get Smith and Jones to help you 
out at first.”

Carl nodded, then thought a bit. “Oh, it seems that Gramps had a heart attack and the Witch’s men 
took him to hospital. We’ll go over and see him later. Not all the Witch’s men were infected by her 
spite, it seems.”

“There’s one thing that I must do before we go,” said the Mage.

He gestured, but nothing happened.

“Gather the power first, dear,” said the Boffin.

“Oh, yeah, of course,” he said, and gestured again.

Four youths in military uniforms appeared. They reacted in shock and surprise.



“You four killed a dragon and wrecked our shack. What do you have to say for yourselves?” asked 
the Mage.

“We thought that the dragon was attacking us, sir!” said one of them. “We used our weapons in our 
own defence, we thought. We only realised afterwards that it was just interested in us.”

“Hmm,” said the Mage.

He could see that they were telling the truth. A swooping dragon could look as if it was attacking, 
and that is what he saw in their minds. “But what about our shack? Why did you wreck that?”

“We’re sorry, sir. The High Witch sent us to find the two fugitives, and we conducted a thorough 
search. But then things got out of hand and we ended up wrecking it, sorry sir. It was stupid of us, 
sir.”

Again the spokesman was telling the truth. The Mage thought that maybe some of the spite of the 
High Witch had spilled over into the boys. They didn’t seem to be bad boys, and were definitely 
regretful.

“You’re very lucky, lads. My wife was very angry when she saw the dragon and even angrier when 
she saw our shack.”

The troopers looked at the Boffin and changed into wobbling jellies, figuratively speaking.

“We’re truly sorry, sir. What is our sentence?”

“Sentence?” The Mage had not thought that he was judging them, but they obviously did.

“Well, I sentence you to four weeks community work. Make repairs on the roofs of a few poorer 
people. Dig some old folks’ gardens for them. That sort of thing. You never know, you might get a 
taste for it.”

“Thank you, sir. And ma’am. Thank you.”

The Mage sent them back.

“Now, we will have to leave you, you two. Come and see us some time. We’d love to hear how you 
are getting on. Goodbye for now.”

“Thank you for everything. I think things are going to change for the better,” said Carl. “I feel it 
somehow.”

The Mage shook their hands and the Boffin hugged them, then they stepped, waving goodbye, back 
to their own space.

“Well, that was interesting,” said the Mage.

“Especially when she tried to draw you towards her. We really underestimated that space. Or rather, 
we overestimated our powers in a foreign space.”

The Mage waved his hands and the Boffin looked exactly like the Witch had earlier.

“Stop it!” said the Boffin. She was not pleased. “Green doesn’t suit me!”



The Mage realised his mistake and let her revert. He didn’t often make serious mistakes in their 
relationship, but this time he knew that he had. “Sorry, it was meant as a joke. I can see now that it 
wasn’t funny. Not funny at all.”

The Boffin let him hold her. She wondered how long she could pretend to be still annoyed with him.
She decided not to tease him as he looked so worried. She kissed him.

“It was horrible to be powerless,” she said. “We waltzed in there full of confidence, and then we 
could do nothing. We were over confident. Let’s learn from that.”

“You’re right. We were overconfident. But we did have a little power. I sorted your nose out. I 
resisted the Witch’s pull to some extent.”

“That’s true. I managed to communicate with the kids, too. I’ll have to figure out a way to store the 
power, in case we find ourselves in a place where we can’t connect to the local source. A sort of 
battery, I guess. I think we are going to find ourselves in similar situations in the future.”

“I think so too, my dear. It seems that our roles have changed to helping youngsters like Carl and 
Lynn through difficult situations. I feel, however, that while we may be less powerful in other 
spaces, the people that we will be helping will not be restricted in the same way, since they will be 
natives of the other spaces.”

She leaned into him and he enfolded her in his arms. “I trust your feelings, dear, and I agree with 
your reasons. But my blood ran cold when the Witch was drawing you towards her.”

“Don’t worry, my dear. You know that I will never leave you. While my body might have come to 
stand beside her, my heart would still have been with you. You know that.”

And she did.
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