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PRAISE FOR ROOT KARBUNKULUS
 

 

“Five Stars!”

Teens Read Too

 

“It was fantastic! I’ve been reading Root Karbunkulus
sooooooo much it seems like I read it every day!”

Fenya, age 11

 

"I rarely find a book that I enjoy that has enough
fantasy in it but yours does!"

Hayley P, age 14

 

“Your book is so addictive! I’ve read it three times
now!”

Samantha, age 12

 

“Beguiling and clever!”

Families.com

 

“Strikingly beautiful!”

Kathleen’s Book Reviews

 

“A gorgeous and magical world! I look forward to
recommending it to my students!”

The Reading Zone

 

“Had me on the edge of my seat the whole time!”

Teen Summer Reading Club

 

“A great book! It was awesome! You are so
creative!”

Brooke P, age 11

 

“I read A LOT of books and often get bored but I
could hardly put yours down!”

Asia, age 12

 

 

 

To Lori and Nina
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1
TINTS
 

 

Krism wiped the blood from his nose. It was
spilling into his mouth and the taste was making him feel sick. He
looked around for a familiar face among the fifty or so kids that
had gathered to watch the fight. How’d they get here so fast? Had
they known he was going to be ambushed by these boys?

Certainly Krism had been used to this sort of
thing. Growing up in service to the Murk Lord was not without its
fair share of beatings. But wasn’t that supposed to be all behind
him now? Apparently not. He swerved around to face his attackers.
Though there were four of them and they had caught him by surprise,
he was still standing. His time at Hotel Gub had served him well.
His strength was coming back. His skin was thicker.

Peripherally, he could see a shuffling
exchange of money through the crowd. Bets were being placed, odds
obviously against him. And now that cute blond girl in pink had
arrived and pushed her way to the front. Krism smiled. She was as
golden as the sun he’d longed for his whole life. Even more so.

“What’s so funny, Tint?” One of the boys
pushed him.

Krism swung his fist. And missed. The crowd
laughed and jeered. Some hissed. Some even spit. What was it about
this that hurt so much? How could this be worse than his suffering
under the Murklord?

“Filthy Tint!” called someone from the sides.
Krism turned his head and - Bam! - a fist had caught his ear and
clanged its hatred down the canal. Cheers sprang from the crowd.
But what these kids didn’t know was that a volcano of rage had been
gurgling and spitting and holding back long, long before. Krism
could feel its acid inside his stomach.

An inky, bloody eruption set his eyes
red.

He lunged.

 

Krism was grabbed by his shoulders and pulled
away. His knuckles were raw. He had been pounding a boy with his
fists over and over without even knowing it.

“Enough!” The words brought Krism swimming
back and looking into the dark, hot eyes of a boy. A boy with a
crude scar on his forehead.

The mark of the Murk Lord.

The boy helped Krism to his feet where the
growling horde of spectators was being held back by a band of
rivals. Tints. At least twenty of them, armed and lethal. They
stood between Krism and the crowd. He could see, in this silent
hold the invisible lines of hate.

One of the fighting boys scrambled up with a
bloodied nose and was caught by his friends. “Pigs!” he spat at the
new arrivals.

Krism could feel the tautness of the air. In
front of him, his brothers and sisters, leftovers of the Murk Lord
stood against the mob, poised to fight. For him.

The dark-eyed boy let go of Krism’s
shoulders. He turned to him again. He was tall and angry. He and
all his gang wore strips of grey, like limp, leather shadows. And
on all of their foreheads the crude remnants of a broken circle
scarred them inside and out.

“You shouldn’t be there, in that castle. You
should be with your kind,” the boy said to Krism.

“Yeah, y’ugly, black Tint!” a girl on the
other side of the invisible line spewed. A grey leather elbow
checked her.

Krism wiped the back of his hand over the
warm blood on his lip. His tongue could taste its iron. His eyes
wandered back to the scene and scanned for answers. Maybe this boy
was right, this brother. Maybe Krism shouldn’t be here where he
clearly didn’t belong. Where he was despised.

In the sea of faces, he spied the blond girl.
Her eyes were wide and dark, locked on him again. She was flanked
by two sneering friends but nothing came from her. Root had warned
him about her. She’d told him to stay away, that this girl was
trouble, that she hated Tints. But her eyes…they were so
beautiful.

Krism pulled away from the gang leader. He
walked slowly and purposefully until he stood right in front of
Hilly. Hilly straightened and he could see her try to catch her
breath. His own breath was fast and hard. He said nothing.

In the next instant he was kissing her and
nothing else existed.

 

Hyvis Punyun had seen the crowd from a
distance and never being one to miss a beat of gossip she
approached with her authority clearly in tact.

She would never in her life forget what she
saw.

She screamed. A pitch fully loaded with rage,
hatred and fear.

Krism turned. The woman was already almost
upon him. Her eyes shone of venom. “You monster. You will step away
from her or so help me…”

Krism stepped back.

“Hilly, baby doll. Are you okay?” Hyvis
wrapped herself around her daughter. As Hilly buried her face into
her mother’s folds Hyvis’ eyes landed on Krism and narrowed
viciously. “You will pay for this…back away…now…all of you!” She
threw all her weight upon the crowd. As she maneuvered her daughter
away she paused at the leader of the dark gang. “I swear…this is
not over.”

 

2
BULK POO
 

 

There is nothing…no thing…in the entire
universe worse than the smell of a wet Hovermutt freshly rolled in
Bulk poo.

“Hold still, Stogie!” Root yanked her shaggy
companion closer to the spouting mouth of warm water. But Stogie
was much, much bigger than her and according to Stogie there was
nothing worse than a bath.

“Aw, c’mon, Stogie! You stink! You are not
going on the Quest tomorrow smelling like this!”

Even as she said it, Root could hardly
believe it. Finally, after twelve long weeks resting and
recuperating at Hotel Gub she and her teammates would be seeking
DréAmm’s next mysterious artifact. And tonight at the Gala she
would finally get to find out what that mysterious artifact
was.

“Why happy days to you, Miss Root
Karbunkulus!” Elgart appeared from around a corner.

Root smiled. Elgart was always covered in
chalky dust, which made sense because he was always fixing up the
House of Gub. Root wondered how it was that he remained cheerful
when, despite his best efforts, it seemed the castle was getting
worse.

As owner of the castle, Master Hillywur Gub
had promised to renovate it to the height of its glory days but
with every triumph there were twenty setbacks. Sinks sunk.
Furniture got webbed into walls. Ceilings fell in. Floors bubbled
up. Nothing of his and Elgart’s attempts seemed to last long at
all. It didn’t help that good employees were of extremely short
supply, especially ones that could tolerate the Krux. It seemed its
dark history surrounding the murder of King Validyn would cast its
cold shadow forever.

On the cheery side of this, at least for
Root, she had become quite adept at escaping the Krux’s cold spots.
In fact, most of the Quest kids had managed to avoid them pretty
well now. All but Milden Ibbbs who had been seen stuck in walls,
with an eye peering from his belly button, puking up toe jam, hair
coming out of his mouth and wearing his feet backwards. All the
unpleasant results of walking into a Krux cold spot.

After Milden’s last Krux encounter, when he
was found hanging upside down from the drapes, his father Milwart
Ibbbs took him to the Medician. This is when tongues wagged and the
news ripped through the castle like wind. Poor Milden Ibbbs was, of
all things, allergic to magic. That was why he couldn’t notice the
cold spots. It was a tragedy Root was sure she’d’ve not recovered
from and yet somehow Milden still managed to stay jovial. He was
still determined to stay in the race and not a day would go by
without an inspirational smile and an ‘Aren’t we so lucky!” from
Milden Ibbbs.

There was only one person as happy as Milden.
Root had been waiting to see him all morning and now jumped at her
chance.

“Any news, Elgart?”

“Nothin’ yet, sweetlet.”

Root tried to keep the corners of her mouth
up.

“I’m sorry, little Root. I know it’s been a
long time.”

Well, duh! Only her whole life, she wanted to
yell. Not at Elgart. At DréAmm council. Stupid, dumb DréAmm
council. Seriously, how hard was it to find out who her parents
were? Apparently, very hard. At least according to the Guardian
Studaben Picklepug who had a really irritating habit of patting
Root on the head while explaining the stacks of paper work to be
done and the requests that had to be filed first, not to mention
the identity charts to be filled out. “Soon, soon…” he’d say with
annoying smoothness.

Root hadn’t really liked Studaben Picklepug
from the get go. He seemed to have so many secrets, so many
carnival tricks behind the two-ring circus of his eyes and the way
he staged himself, so slick and glossy, it made her skin crawl. He
was hiding something. Root didn’t know what exactly, but something
didn’t feel right.
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