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      ONE

      
      Sophie peered round the stone pillar. She beckoned to the tall, curly-haired boy who was trying, not very successfully, to
         conceal himself behind the opposite pillar.
      

      
      ‘Come on, Callum!’ she hissed. She ducked out from her hiding place and ran on tiptoe down the corridor, dodging from sunlight
         to shadow as she passed the tall windows. Behind her, she heard a clatter and glanced round to see Callum’s arms fly out as
         he stumbled.
      

      
      He quickly recovered. ‘We haven’t all got your dainty feet,’ he said as he caught up with her.

      
      
      Sophie giggled. ‘Sorry! That tile’s been loose for ever, I thought you knew about it.’

      
      ‘Nope. Not all of us spend our free time memorising every single tile in the school.’ As they ran down the corridor side by
         side, he added, ‘You haven’t even told me what the welcome back prank is yet – it better be good after all this!’
      

      
      ‘Don’t worry,’ said Sophie with a grin. ‘It will be!’

      
      Footsteps echoed down the corridor, and Sophie skidded to a halt.

      
      ‘Uh-oh. Sounds like a teacher, hide!’

      
      ‘Where?’

      
      Sophie pushed him towards a display case containing the enormous silver Turlingham Academy Hockey Cup. They were barely behind
         it when the double doors at the end of the corridor burst open and a tall, thin woman with a sharp face came hurrying through.
         Sophie held her breath and exchanged a horrified glance with Callum. But the woman swished past without a glance, her smart
         shoes tapping out a no-nonsense beat. She pushed the next set of double doors and was on her way, leaving them swinging and
         squeaking behind her.
      

      
      Sophie reeled out from behind the case, clutching her heart in mock collapse. ‘It had to be Mrs Freeman! Can you imagine if she’d caught us?’ she wondered, making sure to keep
         her voice low.
      

      
      ‘Yeah, gruel and solitary confinement for the rest of the year.’ Callum grinned. ‘What’s she doing here anyway? I thought
         you said all the teachers were in a meeting?’
      

      
      ‘Who knows – maybe she forgot her broomstick.’

      
      They ran on, laughing quietly.

      
      ‘Here we are!’ Sophie came to a halt in front of a big oak door. A brass panel next to it read: TAMSIN MORROW, HEADMISTRESS.
      

      
      Callum tried the handle.

      
      ‘Locked.’ He sighed.

      
      ‘Not a problem.’ Sophie reached up towards the top ledge of the door frame and jumped. Her fingers knocked something small
         and metal and the key skidded off the top. Callum caught it and handed it to her.
      

      
      ‘Nice work,’ he said, nodding in appreciation.

      
      Sophie shrugged as she turned the key in the lock. ‘Mum’s accidentally locked herself out of her office so many times I suggested
         she should hide a spare key up here!’
      

      
      She opened the door and stepped inside.

      
      
      Behind her, Callum gasped sharply. ‘Um, hello, Mrs Freeman!’

      
      Sophie whirled round, her heart beating fast. She saw Callum grinning at her … and no one else.

      
      ‘That was not funny!’ she said, and whacked him lightly on the arm.
      

      
      ‘Should’ve seen your face!’

      
      Sophie shut the door and they leaned against it, holding their sides as they laughed. Portraits of previous headmistresses
         glared down from the walls. Callum’s laughter died away.
      

      
      ‘Wow, those aren’t the posters I’d want in my room,’ he said, grimacing as he gazed from one painting to the next. ‘They’re
         even scarier than the old headmasters in Dad’s office. Don’t they freak you out?’
      

      
      Sophie shrugged. ‘I grew up here, remember? They feel like relatives.’ She started opening the drawers of the filing cabinets.

      
      ‘Okaaaay. Remind me never to come to your family reunions.’ Callum shook his head as if to get rid of the image. ‘So, what
         are we looking for?’
      

      
      ‘Aha!’ Sophie found exactly what they’d come for and picked up the cream squares of thick paper. ‘Blank report cards.’

      
      
      She handed a pile to Callum.

      
      ‘Now what?’

      
      Sophie grinned at his puzzled expression.

      
      ‘Now you use your imagination and your in-depth knowledge of your friends.’

      
      ‘Um, right.’ Callum looked dubious.

      
      ‘Thing about reports,’ said Sophie cheerfully, as she perched on her mother’s desk and started writing, ‘is they talk about
         all the wrong stuff. I mean, who cares that Erin Best is no good at History? In the really important subject of Gossip, however,
         she gets an A-plus.’
      

      
      ‘I get it.’ Callum smiled.

      
      ‘And for Daydreaming About Boys, she gets an A. All her practising is definitely paying off!’ Sophie filled in the report
         card as she spoke.
      

      
      ‘This is going to be fun,’ Callum said, grabbing a pen.

      
      ‘Told you!’ Sophie said.

      
      They both worked in silence for a few minutes. Sophie tried to fill one in for as many of her friends as possible but was
         interrupted when Callum handed her a card. Sophie saw her own name – and also a very familiar one: Jareth Quinn. His movie
         posters were the ones that covered the walls in her room.
      

      
      
      ‘Sophie Morrow – A for Celebrity Crushes,’ she read aloud. ‘An A? I’m not that into Jareth Quinn,’ she protested, going red.
      

      
      ‘Think yourself lucky, I was going to give you an A-plus with distinction for extra effort!’ Callum looked down at the desk.
         ‘Hey, have we run out of report cards already? I’ve still got a couple to go.’
      

      
      Sophie got up and peered back into the filing cabinet, but it was empty. ‘None left in here. I’ll check the desk drawers;
         you have a look in those piles of paper on the windowsill.’
      

      
      She opened the top drawer and quickly searched through, finding nothing but scrap paper, pens and paper clips. She glanced
         at her watch. It was nearly eleven.
      

      
      ‘Hurry, Callum, they’ll be out of their meeting any minute.’ She opened the next one down. It was full of rubber bands, staples
         and Post-it notes. She pushed it shut and opened the bottom drawer. Inside was a stack of yellowing papers. Sophie grinned:
         her mother clearly didn’t tidy her desk very often! She felt a twinge of guilt for going through her mother’s things, but
         then remembered – term couldn’t possibly begin without one of her legendary pranks! She pushed the papers aside. Right at the bottom of the drawer her hand closed on something firm and rectangular.
      

      
      It was a package, wrapped in brown paper and string. As she lifted it out, her gaze fell on the address label. Even though
         the blue ink had faded to grey, she could still make out the firm, spiky handwriting. It read:
      

      
      
         Miss Sophie Morrow

         Turlingham Academy

         Norfolk

      

      
      Sophie’s mouth fell open. The package was addressed to her. So what was it doing in her mum’s desk?

      
      ‘Callum,’ she said.

      
      Callum turned round.

      
      ‘Look at this.’ She held it up to him.

      
      Callum came over and took the box from her, turning it upside down and around. He frowned. ‘Check out the date,’ he said,
         pointing out the postmark as he handed it back.
      

      
      Sophie did some quick maths.

      
      ‘Posted five years ago.’ She shook it gently. Something rattled inside. ‘It’s still sealed. Do you think I should open it?’
      

      
      ‘Why not? It’s addressed to you.’

      
      Sophie hesitated, still unsure. Sneaking into her mum’s office for a practical joke was one thing; uncovering secrets was
         another. But the package had been meant for her.
      

      
      ‘Oh go on, open it,’ Callum said. ‘I’m curious now.’

      
      Sophie unpicked the Sellotape. It was so old that the tape had turned yellow and the glue had dried up. When she opened the
         wrapping a plain white card fell out on to the floor. Callum picked it up.
      

      
      ‘For Sophie on her thirteenth birthday,’ he read. ‘No name.’

      
      ‘How weird! My thirteenth birthday was months ago – why do you think Mum didn’t give it to me then?’

      
      ‘Maybe she forgot, it was sent years ago.’ Callum craned his neck for another look at the box. ‘Do you recognise the handwriting?’

      
      ‘Not at all. It might say who it’s from inside.’ She slowly lifted the lid of the box, her heartbeat quickening. Presents
         were exciting at the best of times, but a present from an anonymous sender … She knew she’d better open it quickly, or they’d risk getting caught.
      

      
      Inside was a silver ring, with a stone shaped like a crescent moon. The stone was a milky white colour and it seemed to glow
         with a delicate, strange light – almost as if there was moonshine trapped inside. Her face broke into a smile. ‘Oh, wow –
         it’s beautiful!’
      

      
      ‘Jewellery,’ said Callum, sounding disappointed. He turned away. ‘I’ll look for more report cards.’

      
      ‘It’s totally gorgeous!’ Sophie stared at the ring, then lifted it out of the box and slowly slipped it on to her index finger.
         It fitted. Perfectly. So perfectly that it gave her goosebumps. She shivered. It was more than goose-bumps. It was like electric tingles running all over her skin.
      

      
      ‘Whoever got me this is really, really good at choosing presents,’ she said. ‘Callum – who do you think it could be? Who could
         have sent it to me?’
      

      
      Callum hesitated as he bent over the pile of papers. ‘Well, there is one obvious possibility,’ he said, not looking up.

      
      For a moment Sophie couldn’t think what he meant.

      
      ‘Oh,’ she said. ‘My dad?’

      
      ‘Well – yeah.’

      
      
      Sophie hesitated. She didn’t like to think about her dad. He’d been gone since she was three – just walked out without a word
         of explanation. Do I want it to be from him? she wondered. Or not?

      
      ‘I doubt it,’ she said, trying to keep her tone light. ‘Why would he send a present after all this time? And why for my thirteenth
         birthday?’
      

      
      ‘Well, who else could it be?’

      
      Sophie bit her lip. In the silence she heard footsteps heading towards them, down the corridor, stopping outside the door.
         Sophie and Callum stared at each other.
      

      
      ‘Quick,’ gasped Callum. ‘Hide the evidence!’

      
      He threw the report cards into Sophie’s bag. She shoved the empty box back into the drawer, pulling bits of Sellotape off
         her fingers, and, after two tries, managed to shut the drawer. The door handle was turning. She glanced around the room. There
         was nowhere to hide! They hadn’t planned this properly at all. As the door opened, Sophie pushed her hands into her pockets
         to conceal the ring. A shadow loomed. Sophie just had time to hope it wasn’t her mum, and really hope it wasn’t Mrs Freeman.
      

      
      As the figure stepped into the light she could see it was neither of them. It was worse. Sophie couldn’t help a groan escaping.
      

      
      ‘You two are in so much trouble,’ came a sneering voice.
      

      
      It was Maggie Millar – the Head Prefect.

   




      
      
      TWO

      
      Maggie blocked the doorway, a triumphant smirk on her face. Sophie briefly considered the possibility of dodging round her
         and escaping, but another look at the Head Prefect’s face convinced her not to try it. Maggie was the captain of the hockey
         team and a lot stronger than she looked.
      

      
      ‘Maggie, it’s so nice to see you back so … early,’ Sophie said with a smile pasted on her face.

      
      Maggie looked at her with disgust. ‘I knew you’d be playing one of your pranks. This time I thought I’d catch you red-handed.’

      
      ‘It’s just a bit of fun, Maggie!’ Callum said.

      
      
      Sophie tried to make a ‘Shhh!’ face at him. Explaining never worked with Maggie Millar.

      
      ‘Breaking into the headmistress’s office? Is that just a bit of fun?’

      
      ‘But—’

      
      ‘No excuses. You’re both coming with me!’

      
      Sophie and Callum exchanged despairing glances as Maggie marched them down the corridor. There would be no getting out of
         this one.
      

      
      Maggie pushed open the double doors to the hall and nodded Sophie and Callum forward. Sophie walked into the middle of the
         large space. Rows of plastic chairs had been laid out and every member of staff was there. Mr Pearce and Sophie’s mum were
         up on the stage, leading the meeting. Mr Pearce saw them first and nudged Sophie’s mum. Mrs Morrow broke off mid-sentence
         as she met Sophie’s eyes.
      

      
      ‘Sophie!’ she exclaimed. ‘What on earth—?’

      
      Sophie could feel herself going bright red with embarrassment as chairs scraped and the other teachers turned round. A hundred
         pairs of eyes stared at them.
      

      
      ‘Mrs Morrow, Mr Pearce, I’m so sorry to disturb you,’ Maggie interrupted, batting her eyelids. ‘I know you have such a lot to prepare for the new school term but I thought
         you should know … ’ She paused, waiting for the attention of the whole faculty. ‘I caught these two burgling Mrs Morrow’s
         office. They’d let themselves in.’ Maggie hid a smile as a chorus of gasps greeted her announcement.
      

      
      Mrs Freeman sat up straight as a stick, her lips pursed and frowning deeply.

      
      ‘We weren’t burgling!’ Callum insisted.

      
      ‘Callum Pearce, silence!’ Mrs Freeman snapped. ‘Maggie, thank you. You are impressively vigilant – and it isn’t even term
         time yet.’
      

      
      ‘A true Head Prefect is never off duty,’ said Maggie, dipping her head in fake modesty.

      
      Mrs Freeman turned to Mr Pearce and Mrs Morrow. ‘As joint heads of this school, I’m sure you will be keen to punish these
         pupils severely, even though they are your children.’
      

      
      ‘Of course,’ said Sophie’s mum, frowning at what Mrs Freeman was implying. ‘Sophie has never had any special treatment, and
         I’m sure that Callum hasn’t, either.’ She turned to Sophie. ‘Sophie, what on earth were you thinking? Term hasn’t even started
         yet, and you’re already breaking the rules. Can’t you see how badly this reflects on you?’
      

      
      Sophie could see, and she felt awful for showing her mum up in front of her staff. She hung her head. ‘I’m really sorry, Mum – I mean,
         Mrs Morrow.’
      

      
      ‘And Callum, I’m very disappointed in you,’ Mr Pearce added. ‘As the headmaster’s son, you should be setting a good example.’

      
      Callum mumbled an apology.

      
      ‘What were you doing in there?’ Sophie’s mother asked. ‘You had absolutely no right to go into my office.’

      
      ‘We were getting report cards. We were—’

      
      ‘Forging reports!’ said Mrs Freeman. ‘Maggie, make a note of this.’

      
      Maggie whisked a little red notebook and a pen from her pocket and began writing.

      
      ‘It was just a joke.’ Sophie pulled a handful of the cards from her bag, walked up to the stage and offered them to her mother.

      
      Mrs Morrow took the cards and turned them over in her hand.

      
      She read them to herself, then read aloud. ‘Pupil: Erin Best. Subject: Gossip. Grade: A-plus.’ Sophie cringed, they sounded
         a bit stupid read out in front of the teachers. Her mum read on. ‘Subject: Daydreaming About Boys. Grade: A.’
      

      
      There was some sniggering from the teachers at the back. Mrs Freeman whipped round, looking annoyed. ‘This is no laughing
         matter!’ she said.
      

      
      Her mum read the next card. ‘Pupil: Kaz Fahmy. Subject: Fancying Callum Pearce. Grade: A-plus, top of the class!’ Mrs Morrow
         raised her eyebrows at Callum. ‘Callum, is this true?’
      

      
      ‘No, totally not,’ he muttered, going bright red and shuffling his feet.

      
      ‘Oh, but it is,’ contributed Mr Powell, the Geography teacher. ‘If the notes she and Joanna Grey pass to each other in my
         class are anything to go by.’
      

      
      The teachers all laughed, and even Sophie’s mum smiled.

      
      ‘Pupil: Mark Little. Subject: Hair Gel Gymnastics. Grade: B-plus.’

      
      ‘I object!’ called Mr McGowan, the History teacher. ‘The boy deserves an A-minus at least!’

      
      Other teachers laughed and Sophie stifled a giggle.

      
      Her mum read out the last card. ‘Pupil: Sophie Morrow. Subject: Celebrity Crushes. Grade: A.’ She looked at Sophie and couldn’t
         stop herself from smiling, but she wagged her finger. ‘And an F for Rule Keeping. It’s a harmless joke, so I’ll let it go this time,’ she said, handing
         the cards back. ‘But if you ever want to take something from my office again, you must ask, OK?’
      

      
      Sophie nodded in relief. She thought of the ring, still on her finger, and felt a pang of guilt. But now hardly seemed like
         the best time to discuss it.
      

      
      ‘Thanks, Mu—Mrs Morrow.’ She looked around at the teachers. ‘And we’re really sorry for causing trouble – we didn’t mean to.’

      
      Callum echoed her. ‘Yeah, we’re really sorry.’

      
      As they walked out of the hall, Callum whispered to her, ‘Did you see the look on Maggie Millar’s face when we were let off
         the hook? She was fuming. You’d better steer clear of her this term, Soph!’
      

      
      She intended to do just that.

      
      Sophie smiled to herself as she placed the last report card on Lauren’s bed. She glanced out of the window, enjoying the fresh
         sea smell and the sound of the waves beating against the nearby cliffs. Down in the car park, a coach had arrived. Some of
         her Year 9 friends were already getting off it.
      

      
      ‘Brilliant!’ Sophie ran out of the dorm, down the big stone staircase to the entrance hall, and out into the courtyard. Girls in Turlingham’s red and grey uniform were unloading
         their suitcases, laughing and talking and greeting their friends.
      

      
      ‘Erin, Lauren!’ Sophie dashed through the crowd and flung her arms around her best friends. Erin’s green eyes glittered with
         pleasure as she hugged her back, and little Lauren O’Connor joined in the hug.
      

      
      ‘It’s so good to see you again!’ Sophie exclaimed. ‘It’s been …’

      
      ‘Only two weeks.’ Lauren laughed. ‘You were over at mine in August!’

      
      ‘Yeah, but way longer for me!’ Erin protested. ‘Texting every morning just isn’t the same.’

      
      ‘How was your flight, Erin?’ Sophie asked.

      
      ‘Boring! It’s, like, eleven hours from LAX and there were no cute boys on the plane.’ They linked arms and walked towards
         the main school building together. ‘But oh, girls, wait till you see the new photos of Bugsy.’ Erin flipped open her phone
         and Sophie and Lauren craned over, cooing at the pictures of the black Labrador puppy. ‘He’s sooo adorable – the best thirteenth
         birthday present ever!’
      

      
      Suddenly Sophie was grabbed from behind by four arms. She beamed as she heard a familiar loud laugh, echoed by a timid giggle. ‘Hey, Kaz, Joanna!’ She turned round and hugged
         them.
      

      
      ‘Hey, girls, good to be back!’ Kaz said. Sophie opened her mouth to reply, but Kaz hadn’t finished. ‘Listen, I’ve such a cool
         idea for tonight.’ She pulled Joanna and Lauren towards her, and beckoned the others in as she whispered, ‘A midnight feast!’
      

      
      ‘Ooh!’ Joanna gasped. ‘I’ve brought a bag of my mum’s cookies.’

      
      ‘The famous double chocolate chip ones?’ Kaz said in delight. ‘Jo, you’re a star!’

      
      ‘Awesome idea!’ agreed Erin. ‘Where can we have it? The big linen cupboard on the Year 7 floor?’

      
      Sophie dropped behind as the others chattered happily. The feast sounded amazing, but at midnight she’d be away from all the
         action – at home in bed. As the head teacher’s daughter, she shared her mum’s private quarters rather than sleeping in the
         dorms with everyone else. She tried to look forward to hearing all about the midnight feast the next day, but it wasn’t easy.
         I wish I could be with my friends all the time. It was hard not to feel left out.
      

      
      ‘That sounds like so much fun,’ Sophie said, not meaning to speak aloud.

      
      
      Erin turned round. ‘Soph! I forgot …’

      
      ‘There must be some way you can come along,’ said Lauren, scrunching up her face.

      
      ‘Have you ever asked your mum if she’d let you stay in the dorms?’ asked Kaz. ‘Just for a night?’

      
      ‘It’s worth a try,’ Sophie agreed.

      
      She raced over to her mother, who was walking across the courtyard towards her office.

      
      ‘Muuuuum,’ Sophie said, with a cheesy grin on her face.

      
      ‘Uh-oh, I don’t like the sound of this,’ said her mum, eyebrows raised.

      
      ‘Please can I stay in the dorms tonight? I want to be with my friends.’

      
      ‘Oh, I see, so you can get a really good night’s sleep and be rested in the morning for the first day of term,’ her mother
         teased. ‘Not so you can catch up on the gossip – of course not!’
      

      
      ‘But I haven’t seen them for ages,’ Sophie said. ‘If I get all my catching up done tonight, I’ll be able to pay much more
         attention in lessons tomorrow, won’t I?’
      

      
      Her mother laughed. ‘I don’t know, Sophie. You’ve not exactly got off to a good start, have you?’

      
      ‘I’ll be good for the rest of the year, I promise.’

      
      
      ‘Hmm, a likely story.’ She glanced at her phone as it vibrated with a text. ‘Well, it’s true I’m rushed off my feet at the
         moment. There are two new pupils arriving tomorrow – a brother and sister – and the gym equipment I ordered still hasn’t arrived, if you can believe it.’ She put her head on one side and looked at Sophie with a smile. ‘On second thoughts,
         it might be nice to have you out of my hair for one evening.’
      

      
      Sophie jumped up and down. ‘Yes!’

      
      ‘I’ll have to check with Mrs Freeman about putting a mattress down, as head matron it’s her decision really.’

      
      ‘Oh, Mum, you might just as well say no,’ Sophie groaned. ‘Mrs Freeman hates me.’

      
      ‘Don’t be silly, of course she doesn’t! I’ll make a good case for you, anyway.’ Her mum gave her a wink.

      
      ‘Thanks, Mum.’ Sophie gave her a grateful hug. ‘You’re the best!’

      
      Sophie dashed back to her friends, smiling wickedly. ‘I know an even better place than the linen cupboard – how about we have
         our feast in the old lighthouse? Callum and I finally worked out how to get into it over the summer.’ She pointed up on the
         cliffs at the tall, red and white building that reared above the school. ‘We can get in and go right to the top, and … um … do whatever you do at a midnight feast.’
      

      
      ‘Eat chocolate and talk about boys. Duh,’ Erin chipped in, and everyone burst out laughing.
      

      
      The dorm was absolutely silent, but Sophie knew that everyone else was just as awake as she was. She glanced at her alarm
         clock’s glowing face: almost feast time! Mrs Freeman had turned out the lights ages ago, and she must have returned to her
         own room by now.
      

      
      Sophie realised something was shining dimly in the dark room. The crescent moon ring. It was still on her finger.

      
      I ought to take it back, she thought. Even though it had been meant for her, taking it felt like stealing. Deep inside, she knew that Callum was
         right – it was probably from her dad. She guessed that was why her mum had kept it from her.
      

      
      Her memories of her dad were as patchy as a faded old photo … but they were good memories. For a moment, she allowed herself
         to remember the nice things: her father’s warm brown eyes, the sound of his laughter. But before she could get too soppy,
         she reminded herself that he’d just walked out on them: abandoned her and left her mum to cope alone.
      

      
      Who needs a present from a dad like that? she thought. But perhaps he regretted leaving … perhaps that was why he had sent it? It was so puzzling that she sighed aloud.
      

      
      ‘Sophie, that had better not be a yawn I just heard!’ whispered Kaz, sitting up in bed. ‘It’s time to go!’
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