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This Badge’s name was Fwank. And if his brows had 
been completely shaved off, he’d have still looked 

angry.
“I didn’t do anything!” Root cried, as was her habit.

“Uh huh.” With rapid ease Fwank had the red jewel in 
his hand. “The Siren. Nice. Reported stolen six months 

ago.”
“It wasn’t me. I just--”

But Fwank was not listening. Fwank was clamping a 
pair of heavy Dominion shackles around Root’s wrists.
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Read the following passages from Miist, then draw a line to their 
corresponding conflict type.
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Root looked down. Rats. Many, many rats. Big, 
hackled, swarming, fang-bearing rats. Root bolted. She 

ran, a blitz of arms and feet, dust in her wake, corn 
whipping her face, and even that was too slow. 

Every way she turned there was a vicious set of rodent 
jaws. In front of her, behind her. They didn’t even 
spare the scarecrow she’d thrown in their path. 
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He laid the contract in front of her. She stared at the 
line where she was supposed to sign, right below his 

signature…
Studaben Rolf Picklepug 

Root’s breath halted. 
Rolf.

She saw her finger tracing down Fledger’s dictionary, 
along the words that started with ‘R’. It stopped and 

brought one of them into stark relief.

Rolf: from rodulf, meaning…wolf.
Root looked at the Guardian. Instinct surged and 

cycloned through her, loosing a shock of 
understanding in her chest.

He was the Wolf! 



It was only a matter of seconds before the boat was 
tossed over like a paltry toy. True to their properties, 
the Bloworms kept the Bond afloat and the Mesh Vine 
kept them attached. But this was meagre consolation 
for the fact that they could only last so long in these 

conditions. 
Another wave swallowed them and held them in 

drowning panic.
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corresponding conflict type.
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Upon the  hour e leven if you Shifted your last Shift
And found this golden box to be  your Birthday Ender Gift
Then know that luck has played its part and you have  been 

commissioned
To attend the  Loyal Order of the  Clade  of Acquisitions
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Fwank waved away her excuse. “Tell that to the good 
folks in Death Flat. I’m sure they’ll be happy to hear it.”

Root’s very heart fell out of her. “D-death Flat?”
“Yup. You’re movin’ up in the world. See,we got more 
important things to do than chase troublemakers like 

you around all the time. So, it’s time you got some real 
discipline. What’s the matter? You don’t like an endless 
wall of bones rising up around a lake of fog and fire? 

No? Well, how about a sky with no sun?”



There had not been even the slightest expectation of 
attack, so when it happened and Root's body crashed 
into the wall, she stooped in a daze of confusion. Her 

eyes refocused and saw Kor in venomous visage.
“That’s mine, krip.”
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corresponding conflict type.
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Root and Lian froze as every single headstone 
retreated back into lifelessness, leaving them alone to 
face the imminent danger. They stood back to back, 

scanning the forest, panic mounting.
A blur of motion to the left! They spun around. 

There it was in a slant of diminishing light. A vile black 
demon, frothing at the mouth. 
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On the other side of the bars Root was met with silent, 
gaping stares.

“What did you say?” the tall one snarled.
“I…I said I am not an ‘it’. My name is Root 

Karbunkulus. I was kidnapped and--.”
The rest of her words were lost amidst a rush of ugly 

laughter. 
“Carbunkle! Ha!” the tall one guffawed. “I got one a 

them on my butt! Big, fat blistery one!” 
Root clenched her fists and turned to stomp away, but 
she’d miscalculated the weight and size of her leg, not 

to mention its blight. She yelped as pain shot up in 
protest.

The two men laughed even harder. 
“I want this one!” the tall man roared at last. “I’d like to 

teach it a thing or two ‘bout respect!”



Root ran. 
It was a difficult flight, made so by the pressing dark 
and a resulting stubbed toe. She cursed and looked 

behind her. Whoever it was, was gaining on her. She 
arrived at the light, finding it to be the kitchen, and 

raced inside. 
It was still somewhat busy with late night 

preparations. A worker walked by with a trolley. Root 
ducked alongside it then dove behind a shelf of giant 

bowls. Here she was able to peek out and see her 
chasers.

She blinked in disbelief. It was the Finks!  
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Read the following passages from Miist, then draw a line to their 
corresponding conflict type.
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Root froze. The room was completely empty. No bed 
in sight.

Correction: Her room was completely empty save for 
the creepy looking plant in the corner that saw her and 
straightened, displaying a row of deadly thorns and an 

expression that said die!
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Know-It-All-Girl cleared her throat. “When the king 
died, the queen was stricken with such despair that a 
Krux was issued forth, a cold invisible curse intent on 
decaying the citadel and driving away anyone who 

dared to enter.”

*****

Something grabbed Root's  attention and promptly 
brought her back to reality. A dark, menacing shadow 
was crawling across a wall of the Shack. She could see 
brick crumbling away as it slid into a high window. 

She blinked and it was gone.



“Lian!” Root yelled. “Run!”
Lian’s face was pale and wet. He tried to move, felt 
everything in him wanting it, but his legs would not 
take him. And his blinking eyes could not turn away. 

The black demon drew up over him and plunged. 
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She had her fingers around the handle and was just 
about to pull when something snagged the leg of her 

pants. She looked down to see Kluk, the bad-tempered 
house rooster. His crooked beak was clamped on her 

hem. 
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So when at last Root came across the fog’s 
impenetrable wall with its definite ‘do not enter’ feel 

and the eerie sounds and creatures that slithered 
through its haze, it mattered not. She was prepared.

She broke off a long tree branch and braced herself as 
she dipped it into the fog. Immediately a dark decay 

spread along the branch, splintering its way up to her 
hand. She let go. The rest of the branch was ravished 

under a spate of sharp, raspy groans. 



The battle that ensued was something of a fracas, indeed. 
There was the mud, of course. Add to that a garbling, 

flapping rooster and a great barrage of  backhands, choke 
holds and curse words. 

Eventually Root’s wits returned, and with them, a furious 
revolt. She used everything available: teeth, nails, fists, 

feet, head. The Aunts tightened their stranglehold as Root 
jimmied a leg free and jabbed her heel into Kluk’s ribs. 
The startled rooster actually crowed and blindly bit one 
or both of the Aunts. There was a muddy blur of flailing 

limbs through which Root savagely twisted and squirmed 
and finally got to her feet. 
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Root bolted for the door but it slammed in her face. 
She turned back and started in horror. The monster 
was before her, a grotesque, deformed version of 

Popky, double her size, panting and leering in victory.. 
Popky’s normally tidy dress was a rag, her voice a 

scraping, ugly croak. 
“I don’t recall taking visitors.” It drew in closer, a 

terror about to pounce..
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“It’s not funny, Dwyn,” Lian snapped. “When’re you 
gonna take this seriously?”

Dwyn blinked with indignation. “Uh, y’might wanna ask 
yourself that, mister-standing-there-peeing-your-pants -

while-I-tried-to-save-our-butts.”
It was a direct hit. Lian’s eyes watered. With an injured 

look, empty of words he left the table. Anger erupted in 
Root. She turned to Dwyn with fire in her eyes. 

“Might I remind you that had it not been for Lian’s coral 
light none of us would be here? And might I also add 

that any butt-saving was shared by me!”
Hilly smirked. “Well, dissention in the ranks can’t be very 

productive,” she purred. “C’mon, girls, before the 
negativity rubs off.” 


