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         Far, far away utterly hidden amongst a multitude of stars is a tiny little planet called Moontide. You will not have heard of it as it is entirely magical and completely secret. It’s where the first sparks of magic were ignited by the dragons who protected its skies. It’s where the ancient spirits came together to protect the delicate balance of magic which spread to your planet long ago with the discovery of the Moonstones. The destiny of humans was thus protected, and over time the spirits became dream-weavers, sea nymphs and navigators in an effort to guide both worlds in unity. Moontide is now in grave danger and I have to believe that humans can help us. An ancient prophecy speaks about the children of Earth coming to our rescue, it has been written on the silvery magic of moonbeams for centuries. Perhaps it’s even one of you reading this now?

         It all started with Moonstones you see; the magic, the adventure… and inevitably, the trouble!

         Moonstones are still revered to some extent on your planet as beautiful and colourful stones that a few of you still believe hold a powerful connection to the moon itself. Humans have held them as objects of beauty, symbols of love, protection and travel. And you on Earth are halfway there and halfway not at all, many of you might have one, but it’s probably at the bottom of a jewellery box, or at the bottom of a drawer. So much of it has been forgotten because, you see, the power of the Moonstones is so much more than you can ever begin to imagine. They can reveal the parts of your soul that have long been lost and they bring out the magic. Moonstones can lift the veil between our two worlds, connect the elements of fire, water, earth, air and space and perhaps most importantly of all, they can use the light of the moon to create and restore magic.

         And here on the watery world of Moontide we don’t just have one moon, we have two. Our world is quite different to yours, but it exists in unison with yours too, it’s parallel. We exist because you do, and you exist because we do. Everything we do has been to help Earth and to grow and protect magic. Light and magic are as interwoven in our world as love is between a parent and child. It’s deep, it’s instinctive, it’s honest, heartfelt and brave.

         I am a dream-weaver, I have lived in-between the realms for thousands of years, drifting on moonbeams, flying with dragons and riding the giant alogos on the crests of our waves. I travelled to Earth and back through the places across our sea filled world where the magical waters meet, Moonstones were always in my crown, on my necklace and on my rings. They have always been a part of everything I am, and they are why I have been able to heal, to teach and to protect.

         But a great war has begun and rages on. Dark clouds have surrounded our city, there is no way out, there is no access to the moons or the Moonstones and my magic is no longer a part of me. Before the terrible attack I had sent for the dragons to protect the Moonstones along the beach. I reached out to all of magic-kind asking them to hide; I called to the lost navigators for help; I sent word for Yura, the sea nymph on Earth to protect where the waters-meet but I heard nothing in return. Nothing for what has probably been many years on Earth.

         It is cold here in the Cloudlands without magic, the snow billows furiously and the wind howls around us as loudly as the hungry mountain wolves who howl below. The giant white wolves circle the jagged rocks beneath our plateau, they are biding their time. We are hungry, we are cold, there is nothing but black around us, but we have been around too long to be fooled into the lands below, we know what darkness awaits us there. Instead, we have been using this time to build a way up to the sky. We erected great towers of scaffolding and ladders taken from all of the useless temples and empty buildings in our once gleaming city. We have built up to the edges of the darkness, trying to reach past the fan of evil hiding the moonlight from our skies, the wolves would dare not follow us here. My eyes have grown accustomed to the dense dark now but the endless nights have taken their toll, I feel tired and weak. My fellow sorcerers have all tried to reach the top of the tower, but they are old and just as frail as me without their magic. We are all lost.

         Today it was my turn to try and reach the top. The ascent has taken me hours, maybe more. I am halfway up the tower, my bones ache and my fingers are clumsy in the growing cold. I can’t feel them and in truth I can’t feel anything at all but I dare not fall. As I climb I can see glimpses of moonlight and I realise there is hope, it spurs me on. We were right to build. Maybe, just maybe, we can see what is happening on Moontide. If I can catch a moonbeam, I will be able to see across the worlds, get my message to you, maybe even help with what is to come. Could the children we have all read about save us and bring back the magics of old? Perhaps I can just reach out and touch a glimmer of light? I will look for Moontide Beach, where magic was born, where we all began, if only I can get to the moon’s beam and its magic. I’m wearing the last remaining rainbow Moonstone, it’s made up of a thousand colours which spread out like a galaxy and its magic is itching to be free and shoot out like the stars, I can feel it tingling against my skin. Can I touch the moonlight? I’m reaching higher and higher, my fingers are piercing the smoky shadows… I can feel it, ripples across a wave! Light, magic… I’ve caught one! I can see you, oh believe in me please! Finally, I am a part of the moonbeam’s magic again and there is only one thing to do. I have to find the children.
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            PART ONE

         

         
            “Hope” is the thing with feathers –

            That perches in the soul –

            And sings the tune without the words –

            And never stops – at all –

            Emily Dickinson: “Hope” Is the Thing with Feathers

         

      

   


   
      
         
            Dreaming of Devon

         

         The planet known as Earth has grown sick. A deadly virus has swept across its lands and devastated its communities, families and its people. This evil sickness doesn’t discriminate and even the greatest leaders of man are powerless against the invisible foe.

         Cities across the globe have slowed down and in London, where our story begins, a strange sort of quiet has filled the once bustling streets.

         Everything was changing quickly.

         Far too quickly for one little girl who lived in a tall red brick semi-detached house in the south of the capital. As far as she was concerned change was terrible and the horrid virus was simply the end of the world!

         The Cameron household had become quiet and tense, everything was spoken in whispers and little Liberty felt tearful and anxious. Her house, Number 1 Althea Street, had suddenly filled up with bubble wrap and suitcases. Her toys, her clothes and her favourite red blanket had all been packed away into large dark brown boxes. She was pulled out of school, just like that, and even her dog, Jessica, had grown sad. Her mother had wrung her hands at the thought of taking them all for walks in the crowded local park, despite Jessica’s pleading eyes and hopeful wagging tail.

         Jessica was a soft and snuggly dog, with almond-shaped, honey-coloured eyes that always smiled. She had a wet, shiny nose and her long spaniel ears were brown like milk chocolate and fluffy like cotton wool. She listened kindly to Liberty’s worries, to every single one of her confused thoughts and those comforting ears were particularly good at mopping up her secret tears. She was Liberty’s confidant, friend and shadow, and as Liberty sat on the bottom step of the staircase leading up to her empty bedroom she hid under those perfect floppy ears and wept.

         Liberty never usually cried, not usually ever, but she was only little and she didn’t understand why they were leaving everything behind to stay in her grandparents’ dusty old house in Devon. She missed her friends from school already. It had been a whole two days since she had seen her best friend, Sienna! Their daddy would have to join them later as he wanted to finish up work and stay in London for a few more weeks to be extra safe. She swallowed back another tear at the thought of that!

         Her sister Katerina understood a little bit more about why they were leaving London so quickly. Liberty had asthma and her doctor had said that it wasn’t going to be safe for them to leave the house for a while because of something called, ‘The Virus’. She would need shielding. Katerina overheard the hurried whispers about what was happening in Italy and the worried phone calls. She decided to put on her chainmail costume and took to wearing a shield and carrying her wooden sword with her at all times. She would shield and protect her sister, just like the knights from Camelot.

         Within two days everything was packed, everything was planned, and they were on the road to Rose Cottage. It had been empty for years, her mother hadn’t wanted to visit the house since she found out it was left to her in her parents’ will. The sisters were excited to see the sea, but they were both extremely worried about leaving everything behind for so long.

         The girls needn’t have worried at all because Rose Cottage was a beautiful old house that sat right in the middle of a cliff. That’s right, it was halfway up and halfway down a cliff in the south of Devon. It overlooked the Jurassic coast, and it was surrounded by a magical light created by the sea which flooded their view as they drove towards the cliff edge. Their mother had to park at the very top of the cliff because there were no roads to the house, but the girls didn’t mind that at all, in fact it was all part of the fun! They grabbed their backpacks and found a very narrow and sandy path which would lead them all the way to Rose Cottage. They marched down, singing as they went, and as they listened to the waves they forgot to worry or feel sad about leaving London. It was all beginning to feel a little bit like a grand adventure.

         The path to the cottage was very overgrown, with nettles and brambles greedily creeping across its empty spaces. The girls skipped and jumped over them happily, pleased to hear their mother Claire humming as she led the way. They all felt very excited! Eventually they reached a wrought iron gate which was almost completely camouflaged by blackberry bushes. Claire wrestled it open and ran through a small tunnel of buddleia which led them all out into the most spectacular garden the children had ever seen. Kat wondered how a garden so huge and flower-filled could be so well-hidden.

         The house itself was perching quite precariously out from the cliff edge. The walls were a patchwork of yellows – salty air attacking everything apart from the roses, which grew everywhere. There were dark yellow roses around the door, pink at the windows, and across the garden to the moon-dial, pond and the water pump, the roses grew in glorious abundance. Their mother told them how the flowers grew for most of the year, a variety of colours and types so the air always smelled of roses but tasted of salt. Katerina breathed it all in. She was eleven now and in her last year at primary school, she felt very grown up and something about the salty air made her feel safe, so she dropped her shield and sword for the first time in days without thinking and just smiled!

         Claire closed her eyes and breathed in the air deeply too. She felt a sense of belonging that she hadn’t felt in a very long time and allowed herself a moment to relax into the beauty of the place.

         “Let’s go back up to the car girls and get the last of our stuff and settle in, we are going to have so much fun here! Let’s be quick, I think a storm is coming in!” Jessica barked in agreeable excitement and they all ran back up the cliff path together laughing.

         
            ****

         

         Liberty was known to everyone as Libby. She was a feisty and fierce little girl and usually so full of happiness that it was as if the sun itself shone from her smile. She could melt the sternest of hearts and crack the steeliest of stares with a tilt of her face and her knowing ‘Libby look’. She enchanted everyone she met with her large, caring eyes and her hugely contagious laugh which echoed across the streets of Fulham. Even Mr Biggs next door at number three, who was usually always grumpy, would stop his complaining and chuckle along to her laugh, they were all powerless to it! Libby could get away with murder if she wanted to but luckily she didn’t, in fact she was as kind and as sweet as a little girl of seven could possibly be.

         While her mother unpacked and checked the house for spiders, Libby decided to play. She found a tea towel and tied it around her neck like a cape, and called out for Kat, grabbing her forgotten sword as she ran to the rose filled water pump to launch an attack. Double bluffed, her sister jumped out from behind her, she had been waiting behind the moon-dial ready to pounce on Libby too, just like a cat, which is after all why she had earned her nickname, Kat.

         Kat’s smile outrivalled Libby’s, she was full of dreams, adventure and light. She was always at the heart of any fun, a tomboy really, and she threw herself into everything; muddy puddles, scrums, games and any exciting escapades that came her way. She was usually covered in mud, dirt, scrapes and bruises and was happiest when she was up a tree or building a den but she always wore her prettiest dress, and brushed her long golden curls. She was oblivious to her beauty but liked to stand out as one of the only girls in school who would play with the boys. She took care of her friends, mothering them a little, wanting everyone around her to be happy and she really enjoyed making people laugh in any which way she could. She was caring too and when she wasn’t smiling with her lips, she was smiling with a twinkle in her eyes; so completely open and full of love, and of course, always ready for a little mischief!

         As the storm blew in, the ever adventurous Kat handed Libby some swimming goggles, so the girls could fight off the rain together. They were undeterred by a little water and attacked the salty droplets through the mist and shadows courageously. A giant crash of thunder jolted them momentarily from their epic battle and they replied with a chanting song, which demanded that the skies should free the sun! They shrieked with joy and danced to the rhythm of the rumbling thunder and even the lightning strikes from the angry clouds didn’t frighten them enough to give up their gallant fight. Soaked through and laughing they watched as the rain stopped as suddenly as it had appeared, and the sun pushed out from behind the blackest cloud they had ever seen!

         “It worked! We’re magic!”

         “We’re really magic!”

         “Mummy! Mummy! We are magic!”

         They threw their hands up in the air, screaming with joy as their mother came out with towels, laughing at the pair of them with their beautiful faces squished into bright pink swimming goggles. Kat giggled so loudly in the freedom of play that she forgot about having to be properly grown up and the sisters ran into their mummy’s soft embrace, toppling her over onto the wet grass, so they were all one wet laughing and hugging mess! London and ‘The Virus’ seemed a distant memory in less than a day.

         
            [image: ]

         

      

   


   
      
         
            A Sea Change

         

         Jack hated rain. Not all rain, not the rain that fell like a warm shower in the Caribbean where he had wanted to be on Easter holidays with his dad, but this grey rain that fell constantly from grey clouds and tapped at the windowpane of his mum’s car as they had headed to Devon. This rain, he hated. He felt angry and so alone that it was all he could do to stifle an angry scream as his mother and little brother sang songs from Disney loudly and happily from their little red Ford Fiesta as it struggled to hurtle down the motorway. Silence was his friend as he watched the rain, a tear ran angrily down his cheek, he wiped it away quickly and looked up through his long brown fringe to check that no one had noticed.

         Henry was five, not a little five but a very grown up five! He would be six in a few weeks. Hen had ash coloured hair that turned golden in the sunlight and he knew that he was brave as his teacher at school had told him so when he fell over in the playground and didn’t cry! He didn’t cry when his mummy moved out of their home either, although he wasn’t sure why she had, and he kept wondering about how to ask her why. She was here with him now though, tickling his tummy just how he liked and singing loudly. He forgot all about his daddy going on holiday with another family and sang at the top of his voice so she noticed him the most, smiling as much as he could, so she loved him the most and would never leave him again! She was his entire world, and his moody big brother didn’t matter to him at all!

         The virus had been on the news for a while before they all moved to Moonstone Beach. Their mother, Lucy had rented a cabin at the foot of the cliffs as an adventure for them all before they moved into their new house and a fresh start in the local village. She had grown up around here with their father, a lifetime of happy memories ago. Jack and Henry were more worried about moving to a new house and making new friends than they were about catching a silly old bug … but that was before lockdown and the long wait had even begun.
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         The sun was setting as Lucy parked up at the top of the cliff and Jack followed his brother who seemed to bounce with joy out of their sardine tin of a car to the very edge of England. They both looked down at the brown swirling sea below but Jack just felt too explo­sive to see past his own dark mood, Moonstone Beach looked very far away to him.

         They all stomped down with their pillows and toys in hand, following a narrow path, past a wrought iron gate that looked like it led to a cottage and on and on and on until they saw a little cabin nestled into the cliff just above the beach.

         Jack began to unpack his backpack but he couldn’t find his iPad, it was dark – the cabin’s shutters were locked and the lights weren’t working. He tore out of his small room, which he had to share with Henry to see his mother wrestling her suitcase up the narrow steps to the front door. He pushed back the thought that his father should be here helping her.

         Sometimes it’s hard to understand grownups. Jack was not sure he understood his mum at all. He could tell she was already happier by the sea; there was a lightness to her mood and she laughed with Henry so easily. But if Jack mentioned his father at all, her mood would darken and the weight of a thousand grey clouds would float into even the smallest of spaces.

         He had asked her over and over why they were leaving London and why their dad had left but she became so cross and shouted so loudly that he really thought her left eyeball might pop out. She then went quiet for days, he stopped asking.

         Jack felt the heaviness of it all, he had actually felt his heart break when he found out his father was leaving, it was like a loud deafening thunder crack that reverberated through his bones. He allowed the weight and the darkness of his father’s betrayal to consume him but behind his fringe and behind the walls he was building around himself, he just really missed his father and he desperately missed being a family. He wanted to tell her, he might be twelve now but he still needed her comfort, he needed to talk to her, but he didn’t want her dark clouds to come back, there wouldn’t be enough space for both of their pain, especially in this tiny cabin. He took the bag from her and forced a smile and an acknowledgement, which might have sounded more like a grunt to you and me.

         “Where’s my iPad Mum?” Jack asked as he threw her bag onto her bed with ease.

         “No iPads Jacky, come with me a sec.”

         Anger began to rise in Jack’s chest again, it was like a monster wanting to break free. He glanced over, as she took the three full steps from the kitchen to the sitting room and drew the curtains back, and he suddenly felt his chest relax.

         All Jack could see was the sea, giant crashing waves and sea. The sound immediately enveloped him, were they on a boat? He could hear the pebbles being pounded by the waves and a strange feeling crept through his body, he was excited yes, but it was more than that; a tingling, a knowing. It was a feeling that he had been here before. He let himself breathe.
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