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            “This unforgettable adventure will bring you to places beyond your wildest imagination... All aboard!”

            Sinéad O’Hart, author of The Time Tider
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            “This is such an exciting, magical adventure, written with wit and warmth and a wonderfully bold and bolshy heroine. It feels like an instant classic.”

            Sophie Cameron, author of Away with Words
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            “Sharply drawn, beautifully observed and with plenty of action and humour to make the reader gasp and shriek in equal measure.”

            Lou Abercrombie, author of Coming Up for Air
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            “A brilliantly written and spirited adventure filled with magic, mystery, peril, humour and some stunning twists and turns that completely captivated me. LOVED it.”

            Kevin Cobane, educator
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            “There is something unexpected around every corner keeping them, and us, the reader, on our toes in this thrilling adventure story.”

            Armadillo magazine
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            “Fresh, funny and gripping, this will wrap you in its enchantment and sweep you away, unable to stop until you reach the final page, but then, having savoured every word, you really don’t want it to end.”

            Jill Bennett, educator

            
               [image: ]

            

            7“An explosion of imagination – characters, world-building and story are all on point… A hugely fun magic treasure-hunting adventure and a fantastically welcome start of a new series filled with strong female characters.”

            Irish Examiner
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            “A fabulous fantasy of magical proportions. Your reader will fly through the pages, being carried along with the feisty Tourmaline and her friends, in a hugely rich and imaginative world.”

            Mini Travellers blog
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            “With strong and relatable female characters, a compelling plot, and immersive fantasy settings, this imaginative middle-grade novel, is unputdownable”

            School Reading List
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            “A thrilling tale of magic and treasure hunting, friends and family, full of wonderful female characters, moral dilemmas, puzzles and humour”

            Liam James, blogger
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            Chapter One
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         “Just try to fix it,” said George encouragingly.

         “I am trying,” said Tourmaline.

         “Maybe roll up your sleeves,” said Mai.

         The three friends were in their little sitting room at Pellavere University and George was wearing a now very grubby pair of pyjamas.

         Only minutes before they’d been having a perfectly nice conversation about their latest adventures and sipping hot cocoa when the chimney had collapsed into the fireplace.

         Once the dust had settled, George suggested that Tourmaline try to repair the chimney with her magic.

         Tourmaline redoubled her efforts, thinking as hard as she could about the chimney-ness of chimneys and 10how what they really wanted to do was release the smoke from nice, warming fires into the air and not trap it in rooms where people were trying to enjoy hot cocoa.

         “I bet you can do it,” said Mai. “In fact, maybe after you fix this, you could try fixing some of the other problems at Pellavere. We don’t have to tell anyone it was you. Maybe you could put everything back to how it used to be. Or maybe you could make it even better! You know, I have some ideas about what Pellavere could be like if we used just a touch of magic to—”

         Tourmaline was trying to ignore Mai’s increasing enthusiasm and concentrate on shifting each brick back into its place in the chimney. It was like a complicated game of Jenga that she couldn’t see. But at that moment the tower of bricks slipped out of her control and into the chaos that Pellavere seemed intent on embracing.

         The bricks landed with a crash. A huge amount of soot and dust whooshed out of the fireplace into Tourmaline’s face and then filled the room.

         George spluttered and hid his face in his pyjama top. Mai coughed while she banged Tourmaline on the back.

         Tourmaline’s eyes were streaming and her nose was 11tickling. She sneezed five times and sat down hard on her bottom.

         Slowly, the dust settled and the coughing slowed.

         “It’s probably a good thing we found out that your magic can’t fix Pellavere before you tried it on anything more … load-bearing,” said George. “Structurally speaking.”

         “Yes,” said Tourmaline, feeling something gritty between her teeth. “I feel very lucky right now.”

         Her face was filthy, streaked in soot and tears. Her hair was grey with dust.

         “We’d better clean ourselves up. It’s getting late anyway,” said Mai. She tried to brush soot from her clothes but only succeeded in making long black smears. “When someone finds this mess, they’ll just think it’s part of Pellavere falling to bits.”

         “It is part of Pellavere falling to bits,” said Tourmaline. “It was like this before I even touched it. Almost.”

         “I wish it hadn’t happened to our room,” said George, looking sadly at his dust-clogged cocoa.

         “Tomorrow morning we’ll find somewhere else just 12for us,” said Mai.

         But it turned out that there were much more urgent things to do by the next morning.
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         Tourmaline hadn’t been asleep for long when a noise woke her. She blinked in the darkness and there it came again – a pebble hitting her window.

         She flung back the covers, ran across the room and yanked open the curtains. The night was thickest black, moody and empty.

         “Tourmaline!” came a voice from below. It was a commanding voice and one that she knew well. She opened the window, leaned out and squinted down into the dark to see if it was really who she thought it was.

         Dexta Decker hastily dropped a wicked-looking grappling hook that she had clearly been about to throw at Tourmaline’s windowsill. Miracle and Quintalle stood next to her, and in front of the crew of The Hunter was the formidable rogue hunter herself, Captain Violet.

         The last time Tourmaline had seen the captain, she’d 13been sailing away in a stolen magical airship, leading agents from the Agency for the Investigation and Classification of Magical Artefacts (AICMA) a merry dance so that Tourmaline could sneak into the Museum of Marvels and discover the truth about her magic.

         The captain had told her at the time that Tourmaline would owe her a favour.

         Tourmaline had hoped that she wouldn’t see the captain or have to repay that favour for quite some time, if at all. But it appeared that wasn’t to be.

         “What do you want?” she whisper-shouted down at them. “I thought you were lying low.”

         “We would have been, if the airship hadn’t just crashed!” the captain yelled back, not at all quietly. She gestured to the grassy quadrant behind them.

         The ship had ploughed into the lawn at an angle, and great furrows of earth and grass had been pushed upwards like scooped ice cream. The airship was barely visible in the dark, but Tourmaline could see its magical balloon draped over it in a deflated state.

         Captain Violet opened her mouth, no doubt to bellow something else up at the window. Tourmaline 14put her finger to her lips and shushed frantically, then gestured that she was coming down. She pulled on her slippers and darted out of her room, running down the twisting staircase outside her door.

         She could not have a crash-landed magical airship on the grounds of Pellavere University. She could not have a crew of rogue hunters with knives and blue hair and dubious intentions running around the stuffy halls and corridors of her home. It would be the last straw for what few professors were left, and Tourmaline couldn’t imagine Dean Faiza Gramercy being very happy about that.

         On the way past her mother’s study, Tourmaline paused. The door was ajar. A lamp was still lit and she could hear her mother’s voice from inside, talking to someone.

         Tourmaline frowned. Things were getting worse at Pellavere. The failing magic in the Living Archives was causing havoc. Students were leaving in droves. Her mother and the dean were constantly locked away in one or other of their studies, desperately trying to find a solution. She peeped in carefully. The other person 15wasn’t the dean, though. It was Emiko Cravenswood, an AICMA agent who was also Mai’s mother.

         They were poring over something on the desk – their heads were close together and their conversation hushed, their voices quick and intense. Tourmaline was instantly intrigued. But her urge to eavesdrop, strong as it was, had to take second place to the more imminent problem in the quadrant. She made a mental note to find some excuse to be in her mother’s study the next day, then hurried past.

         Outside, the night was cool. A breeze riffled Tourmaline’s curls as she strode over to Captain Violet. “What are you doing here?”

         “Returning the airship, since it doesn’t belong to us,” said Miracle, her dark eyes shifting sideways. The rest of the crew looked innocent, which was a very large red flag since they were a lot of things, but innocent wasn’t one of them. The captain never did anything without first thinking about how it could benefit her. But then what else could you expect from a rogue hunter?

         Tourmaline narrowed her eyes at the collapsed balloon and the airship, which had gouged a huge 16trough through the quadrant. “The magic stopped working, didn’t it?”

         Tourmaline’s magic had fixed a large tear in the balloon before the crew had taken the airship and vanished with it. Clearly that magic had not lasted without Tourmaline herself there to manage it.

         “It did,” admitted Captain Violet. “We only just made it here in time before it ran out.”

         “And now the airship is useless,” said Tourmaline. Her eyes narrowed even further.

         “As I recall, though, Tourmaline Grey, you owe us,” said the captain. “Didn’t we help you sneak into AICMA headquarters? How did that work out for you, by the way?”

         Tourmaline considered how to answer this. Her trip to the Dark Market and then the Museum of Marvels had helped her finally work out how to use her magic. But it had also ended in her father, Evelyn Coltsbody, escaping from the AICMA’s custody, which most definitely should not have happened.

         The crew were edging closer and Tourmaline knew for a fact that Captain Violet was not the kind of person 17who would have come to check on her well-being out of the goodness of her heart.

         She planted her feet and crossed her arms and only looked slightly less than formidable because she was wearing pyjamas. “You don’t care at all how that worked out for me. So why are you really here?”

         “We have some news,” said Captain Violet. “And a … proposition for you.”

         “What kind of proposition?” she asked suspiciously. “What sort of news?”

         “The troubling kind,” said Dexta.

         Tourmaline was beginning to wonder if there was any other sort.

         “Although it might be something you already know,” said the captain, looking at her slyly.

         Tourmaline’s freckles started to itch. How much did Captain Violet know about what her magic could really do? She knew Tourmaline could amplify magical artefacts, but did she know that Tourmaline could actually create them too?

         “It seems,” said Captain Violet, watching Tourmaline carefully, “that Evelyn Coltsbody has managed to 18escape.”

         Tourmaline tried not to blink. She did know this, of course.

         “There are rumours in the magical world,” the captain continued, “that he’s on a new hunt. For something…” She paused, as if trying to convey the full extent of the something properly.

         “Momentous,” she finished.

         “Monumental,” said Miracle.

         “Monumentous,” said Dexta.

         Tourmaline couldn’t help herself. She took a step forward.

         “You wouldn’t happen to know anything about it, would you?” Captain Violet’s voice was dangerously casual.

         Tourmaline’s heart was thumping and her thoughts jumped all over the place like grasshoppers. But she lifted her chin and did her best to look nonchalant. “How would I know? It’s got nothing to do with me.”

         It had everything to do with her. She was the one who had followed the postcards her father had sent across the magical world to the Dark Market and then 19the Museum of Marvels. She was the one who had released her father from AICMA custody – even if she hadn’t meant to. She was the one who had plucked that last postcard out of the air after her father had dropped it over the side of The Mermaid as he made his escape with Captain Belvedere and their daughter Celandine. Tourmaline’s half-sister.

         The postcard had said:
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         And it had been fizzing in her head and her heart and her toes ever since.
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            Chapter Two
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         “Are you sure you don’t know what Evelyn’s up to?” Captain Violet took a step closer.

         The crew’s eyes were all gleaming.

         “Very sure,” said Tourmaline. She shrugged to show that she neither knew nor cared – only the first of which was true.

         There was a noise from somewhere behind her, in the dark interior of the university.

         “Captain?” said Miracle, glancing around warily.

         The captain flashed her gold tooth. “Come on an adventure with us. You can fix the airship and we can find your father together. Would you like that?”

         And there it was – the real reason that Captain Violet had come to see her. The favour she had come to claim.21

         Tourmaline tried to hide her excitement at the thought of more adventure.

         Another noise came from within the university. The crew started to back away, their boots silent on the ground.

         “We’ll be back for you and the airship at midnight tomorrow,” said the captain.

         Tourmaline wasn’t entirely sure if the glint in her eye was friendly or threatening. With Captain Violet you never really knew. But it was too late to ask her anything else. With a swish of coat-tails, she disappeared into the dark with the rest of the crew.

         Tourmaline surveyed the mess in front of her. The airship had cut through the earth like a finger dragged through the icing on top of a cake.

         She peered hard into the darkness of the university doorway, then stepped on to the grass and put her hand on the back of the ship. She thought hard about the airship-ness of the airship. How it wanted to fly, and how she wanted it to fly – preferably before anyone came outside and saw what she was doing.

         Her magic wasn’t a secret from her mother any 22more. Quite a few people in the magical world knew too. But it wasn’t something she wanted to advertise. Especially to Pellavere’s resident AICMA agent, Emiko Cravenswood, who was right there in her mother’s office.

         Tourmaline’s hands glowed with the now familiar roiling oil slick of colours that was the Source, and the airship lifted into the air. There was entirely too much noise as earth and stones and clumps of grass rained down. But the ship bobbed low to the ground and the balloon above began to inflate and magically take on the colours of the buildings behind it in the quadrant.

         The ground underneath was another thing altogether to deal with. There was a long, deep and very noticeable gouge in the lawn. Tourmaline glanced around and wondered, not very optimistically, if she could do something about it. A quadrant wasn’t an artefact or an object. It was an entire piece of land, connected to the rest of the grounds of the university. And she hadn’t exactly been successful earlier with the fireplace.

         Still, it was worth a try. She laid her hand on the edge of the crater, hurriedly moved it off a plump worm, then 23thought hard about the lawn being whole and smooth, about blades of grass minding their own business and sitting in a straight line.

         The earth shook a little bit, soil resettling under her fingers. Then an alarming rumble came from far below and the earth slumped back into the exact shape the airship had made in it.

         Tourmaline hastily withdrew her hand and left the startled worms to it. Pellavere had become quite volatile lately and the rumblings were something even Tourmaline didn’t want to mess with.

         She shunted the airship along with one hand on the hull as she headed for the Stables. This was where the university kept all its various vehicles, but for weeks it had barely been used since there were very few professors left now. An owl hooted above her and she jumped. She wished she’d put on boots instead of slippers. Her feet were beginning to feel mushy and wet from the grass.

         At the Stables, she picked the nutlock and guided the airship inside (a motorcycle got knocked over and something crunchy might have occurred to a large sled, 24but really that was to be expected).

         Then she hurried back to bed, which seemed the best thing to do in the circumstances.
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         “Are you sure no one saw you using your magic?” asked George. His hair was sticking up on one side and his jumper was inside out. Tourmaline had noticed but decided not to tell him, at least not yet. It was her fault he’d had to get dressed so quickly and almost in the dark. It was barely dawn.

         “I don’t think so,” said Tourmaline. “And the airship’s safely locked away in the Stables now anyway.”

         George shivered in the draughty corridor. They were standing outside Persephone’s study waiting for Mai, who at that moment came barrelling down the hallway.

         “Wait for me!” She came to a stop in front of them, out of breath. “What is it that we’re doing?”

         Tourmaline quickly ran through the events of the night before – including the bit with the mothers in the study – in as low a voice as she could manage.

         Mai’s eyes became round and her mouth opened to 25match. “Are you going to fix the airship for Captain Violet?”

         Tourmaline shook her head, then shrugged. “I don’t think I can fix the airship without going with her. The magic will just wear out again without me on board.”

         Mai’s eyes got even rounder. “Are you going with her?”

         Tourmaline sighed. “My magic is mine, not hers. And I only want to use it for what I think it should be used for, not what Captain Violet does.”

         George nodded his approval.

         Mai tilted her head towards the study door. “So we’re here to find out what your mother and my mother were doing last night?” she asked. “And then what?”

         “That depends on what we find,” said Tourmaline, who had borrowed the key to the study from her mother’s key ring. She had every intention of returning it as soon as possible, and as such it could be considered a loan and not a theft.

         She unlocked the study door, and they all stole inside with barely even an exhale of complaint from George.

         Tourmaline glanced at him.26

         George shrugged. “It’s OK,” he said. “I’m mostly getting used to it. This sort of thing is just what we do now.”

         Tourmaline and Mai exchanged a surprised-but-pleased look as Tourmaline carefully closed the door. “They were looking at something on the desk,” she said, “and talking about something in a secretive way.”

         “It’s the postcards!” said Mai.

         The postcards that Tourmaline had received from her father, and which had sent her off on her last adventure, sat in a stack on Persephone’s desk. A leather-bound notebook stuffed to the brim and overflowing with loose papers sat next to them. Tourmaline picked it up and took off the rubber band holding it together. The notebook promptly burst open, dropping the papers all over the desk and floor.

         “Was that magic?” asked George. “I thought you could control it now.”

         “I can,” said Tourmaline.

         “That was just plain clumsiness,” said Mai.

         “Anyway,” said Tourmaline, “look at this!”

         She picked up the papers and spread them out on 27the desk. Persephone had jotted down several thoughts, some scribbled out, some with multiple question marks after them.

         Mai pawed through them and read one aloud.
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         “DM. Dark Market?” said George. “Persephone was looking for something magical to help with all the problems at Pellavere at the market.”

         Tourmaline touched the last postcard she had got from her father. It was right on the top of the pile. Persephone and Emiko must have been looking at it specifically.

         Her magic glowed at her fingertips, revealing the picture they had all seen before – a tall tower, built of sandy blocks, with ramparts curving up around its sides. There was a sign on the bottom of the tower, next to a door.
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         28Mai made a suitable noise of intrigue. “Library of E!”

         “Do Persephone and Emiko think there’s something in this library that can save Pellavere?” asked George.

         “Maybe,” said Tourmaline.

         Suddenly, she swept everything else off the desk to spread out all of the postcards alongside her mother’s notes. George winced as pencils, notebooks, an apple, a paperweight and an ink blotter scattered to the floor, crumpling or rolling away. Tourmaline barely noticed, hoofing the apple further away by accident as she bent over the array of papers.

         George and Mai looked at each other, mystified.

         “Tourmaline? What is it?” said Mai impatiently.

         Tourmaline was frowning intensely as she pored over the desk. She paused, then grabbed three of the notes and held them aloft.

         George plucked one from her fingers and read it. “Danger of complete destruction – estimated TOD mid Sep.”

         “TOD?” asked Mai.

         George thought for a moment. “Time of … death? That’s what it usually means. Complete destruction of what, though?”29

         “What do you think?” said Tourmaline grimly. “They’re trying to save Pellavere. It’s falling apart by the day without the Source’s magic.”

         George gaped. “Time of death for … our home?”

         They looked at each other for a worried moment.

         Mai tilted her head to see another of the notes. “This one isn’t Persephone’s writing. It’s my mother’s!” She took the note from Tourmaline and read the neat print on it.
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         Mai looked up at her friends. “Request denied. So nobody’s going to do anything?”

         Tourmaline cleared her throat for maximum impact 30and read, slowly, from the remaining note in her hand.
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         “Evelyn?” said George.

         “Captain Violet said he’s on a new hunt for something big,” said Tourmaline.

         “He won’t care about saving Pellavere,” said Mai.

         Tourmaline looked very grave. “Things had got bad at Pellavere before we went to the Museum of Marvels, but it’s only been worse since we came back.”

         It was true. Classes were cancelled, the only professors left were the ones who hadn’t been able to find other positions yet, and the ominous rumblings, creaking and magical disturbances were spreading out from underneath the university all the way to the outer gates, one of which was now hanging at an angle.

         “It’s bad,” said George. “But … but…” He didn’t know how to finish so he looked miserably between Mai and Tourmaline.

         They all felt the same way. Pellavere had been 31Tourmaline’s and George’s home since they were born, but Mai had come to love it as much as they did in the time since she’d arrived.

         “It doesn’t matter about the AICMA agents not helping,” said Tourmaline. “We can fix it. We know where the Library of Everywhere is.”

         They were the only ones who did know. Tourmaline’s father had told her, before he escaped from the AICMA’s custody, before he sailed off in a magical ship with Captain Belvedere and Celandine. He had wanted her to go with him. And he had told her exactly where he would be.

         “The Midnight Islands,” said George in a reverent whisper.

         “So our mothers are working together now?” said Mai. “My mother wants to recapture Evelyn, and your mother wants to find him because she thinks he knows a way to fix the magic and save Pellavere?”

         “What makes her think he would help?” asked George doubtfully. “Wouldn’t he just want the magic for himself?”

         The three friends looked at each other and something 32rippled like an undercurrent. Something important that swept family and friends and home and magic all together into the same place.

         They had to save Pellavere.

         “Are we going to have another adventure?” asked Mai, her voice tight with excitement.

         Tourmaline cast a furtive glance at George. “It’s only been a week since the last one,” she said, although it was clear that she wanted adventure as much as Mai did.

         “Six days,” said George. “It’s been six days.”

         Tourmaline gave him a sympathetic look.

         He looked down at his shoes and took a very measured breath. Tourmaline, who was used to George’s measured breaths, opened her mouth to say something rallying, or comforting, or possibly overriding.

         But George spoke before Tourmaline could say anything. “We’ll just have to go to the Midnight Islands,” he said.

         Then he said the most surprising thing of all.

         “And we’ll have to leave before midnight. That’s when Captain Violet gets back and we don’t want her to get to Evelyn before we do.”
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            Chapter Three
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         “It looks a bit … used,” said Mai, peering down from the mezzanine in the Stables at the airship.

         Tourmaline’s parking was a little more skew-whiff than she remembered from the night before. “That was the captain, not me,” she said as they made their way down the stairs.

         George looked at her.

         Tourmaline waved her hand at the motorcycles and sled that had borne the brunt of the damage when she’d manoeuvred the ship inside. “Well, that was me, but the rest is Captain Violet’s fault.”

         Mai’s stomach grumbled loudly. They had run straight from Persephone’s study to the Stables and it was now well into breakfast-in-the-refectory time.34

         “Do you think you can make it fly again?” asked George.

         “Of course I can.”

         George clasped his hands behind his back and walked up and down, inspecting the ship. “We’ll need the compass,” he said. “And supplies from the kitchen.”

         Mai and Tourmaline looked at each other, wide-eyed.

         “What?” said George. “This is happening no matter what I say or do, but I can at least make sure we’re prepared.” He frowned. “Or at least as prepared as anyone can be when it comes to magic.”

         Tourmaline smiled. “Then we should make sure everything is shipshape inside too.” She pulled open the doors at the back and was pleasantly surprised that the airship had been left in much better condition than her own bedroom currently was.

         The bunks were neatly made, the sheets pulled tight. The brass-and-walnut controls at the front of the ship gleamed and the wheel was polished to a shine.

         They wandered in, thinking about the adventures that they’d already had in the airship – the snow-capped mountains that they’d seen and the clear blue seas.35

         Tourmaline caught sight of something stuffed under one of the bunks, a glimpse of a knitted garment.

         “Is that…?” Mai pulled out the knitted thing. It was neatly folded.

         “Celandine’s jumper,” said Tourmaline shortly. “She must have left it on board.”

         Tourmaline had thought about her sister more than she cared to admit in the last week. Half-sister, she remembered Celandine saying, her pointy chin held up defiantly in the air. What had she been thinking at that moment? Had she always known Tourmaline existed?
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