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         The three Lilthrum were sprinting on all fours, their black eyes fixed on her—

         At once Jude stopped running, pulling her slingshot out of her pocket and chomping down on the magic she had. The elastic magic left an odd tingling on her tongue, and the ghost magic would require her to keep concentrating, to make sure she wouldn’t drift away into wisps of smoke, but she was familiar with it – she knew how to use it well.

         A Lilthrum darted at Jude, its long, sharp teeth bared. Its arm sliced through her stomach, coming out the other side, the ghost magic doing its job. She spun around, aiming the first of her marbles at it …
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            ‘Very exciting. I love the edible magic.’

            ‘I absolutely adored it.’

            ‘Highly recommended.’

            ‘A very entertaining, well plotted and fast paced story.’

            ‘The idea of edible magic was original and inspired.’

            ‘Hugely imaginative.’

            ‘Great world-building.’

            ‘Superb.’

            ‘Very original.’

            ‘A big success with the children.’

            ‘I was hooked. 10/10.’

            iii‘Will appeal to fans of Eva Ibbotson and Katherine Rundell.’
School Reading List

            ‘Packed full of twists and turns … a fast-paced, exciting read, with imagination and invention jumping out of virtually every page.’

Alice Ross, author of The Nowhere Thief

            ‘Darkly humorous, with a myriad of magical twists and turns, this inventive debut novel is a thrilling read.’
BookTrust

            ‘A refreshing page turner.’
Armadillo Magazine

            ‘A perfect class read-aloud. Enchanting characters, unpredictable magic and questionable motives will leave listeners enthralled.’
Scope for Imagination

            ‘An incredible, inventive fantasy.’

Julie Sykes, author of Unicorn Academy

            ‘Gripping.’
Children’s Book Ireland
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            To you, the reader, for coming along on Jude’s adventures in Farrowfell.
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1
            Chapter One

            The Silver People

         

         Jude sat at the desk in the bedroom of the home she had been living in for the past six months. It was just past midnight and everything was still: Uncle Runie, her cousin Spry and her sister Moorley were all fast asleep. The window that overlooked the quiet village where they lived revealed a full moon and a world bathed in silver.

         Jude couldn’t sleep. Every time she closed her eyes she saw flashes of images she didn’t want to think about. The doctor (a friend of her Uncle Runie who also happened to dabble in a few criminal side activities) had used highly illegal magic to create orbs of things that were troubling Jude. 2

         ‘Your issue is that your mind wants to think about these things but you don’t. So when you can’t sleep, you need to look at them intentionally.’

         Now the orbs were carefully laid out in front of her.

         She hesitated, her fingers curled over one of the balls but not quite touching it. She wanted to put these fears out of her mind, not face them.

         But she also wanted to have a proper sleep again.

         She gripped one.

         ***

         She was standing on a wide, tree-lined road that led to a palace of shining gold – the home of the Consortium, Farrowfell’s government.

         And the Consortium was on fire.

         Flames licked across the building, smoke billowing in the air. It curled in Jude’s lungs, making her want to choke. But Jude had been promised that she would not actually die viewing her own fears.

         ‘Your imagination is not that powerful,’ the doctor had said.

         She tried to keep that in mind as people rushed past her, screaming.

         She pushed against the flow of the crowd to get a proper view of the palace. Or, more importantly, the figures standing in front of it.

         The Ripons. 3

         Her cousin Trudie, twirling a piece of hair around her finger, an absent expression on her face; Aunt Victi, her shoulders square, her arms folded, a small smile playing across her features; Aunt Morgol, dressed in her usual grey dress with a high collar that looked as though it was choking her, raising a single eyebrow as her eyes met Jude’s.

         Her father, his face going red with anger as he looked at her.

         And in the centre – her mother. Her high cheekbones, large brown eyes, her beautiful face.

         ‘Are you here to join us, Jude?’ said her mother as Jude made her way through the crowd.

         ‘You know I’ll never do that,’ said Jude bravely. But there was something about standing in the Ripons’ presence that made her feel smaller. It turned her back into the Jude who had spent years trying to earn their love by being the best thief in Farrowfell. The Jude who had done desperate, stupid things just for the chance to impress them – like attempting to steal rare decision-making magic and getting tricked into thinking she had accidentally cursed them all.

         ‘You are, as ever, my second greatest disappointment,’ said her mother. ‘My biggest disappointment, of course, was Moorley. She could have been a true Ripon.’

         The words cut through Jude, the reminder that in her family’s eyes she would never be good enough. Not even at being the worst. Would some small part of her 4always crave the love of the Ripons? Could they always hurt her so easily?

         Jude’s mother tilted her head. Her brown skin grew paler, light beginning to ripple across her face until she was entirely silver. And she grew in height, rising above Jude, at least eight feet tall.

         Once a person drank too much raw magic, their soul became corrupted. They became monsters without any compassion. Pure evil.

         They became Elimore.

         Jude watched in horror as the rest of the Ripons morphed into the same shining creatures. Even their eyes were silver, their skin unnaturally smooth.

         The Ripons had started their journey with raw magic years ago; Grandleader had been looking for a way to bring Grandma back from the dead, a dream beyond even the strongest tamed magic. But raw magic allowed the user to do anything, as long as they had enough of it. The Ripons had all drunk raw magic to help Grandleader in his quest.

         But Grandleader’s plan had gone wrong and he was sucked into a star. Jude and her sister Moorley had escaped and no longer lived at Ripon Headquarters, but, as far as they both knew, the rest of the family were still drinking raw magic.

         It was only a matter of time before the Ripons became Elimore.

         ‘You don’t have to be monsters,’ said Jude. Despite 5everything, she still clung to a small bit of hope. That maybe there remained some glimmer of love for her, for each other, buried deep inside them.

         ‘We’re not monsters,’ said Jude’s mother, a slight frown on her face. ‘We’re simply the most powerful people in Farrowfell. And all these humans running away … they should serve us. This, my dear, is the future.’

         ‘Is that what you want?’ Jude whispered.

         ‘Of course,’ said Aunt Victi. She nodded at the burning Consortium behind them. ‘It begins with destroying all remaining evidence of the previous world. We shall come out of the shadows and we shall lead.’

         ‘And you will help us,’ said Jude’s mother, raising her arm. Jude was forced into a kneeling position. She found she couldn’t move her limbs. The Ripons were too powerful. They could finally make her follow them.

         ‘Jude, no!’ Moorley was beside her, trying to pull her up into a standing position. ‘What are you doing?’ Jude could hear the betrayal in Moorley’s voice – but she couldn’t move her mouth to reassure her …

         ***

         Jude gasped. She was standing, covered in sweat, back at her desk once more, her heart thumping. Her chair lay behind her – she had tilted it over. 6

         Slowly she placed the chair upright. She knew that none of what she had seen was real – but it could be. Because the Ripons, who continued to drink raw magic, who refused to stop, would soon be Elimore. Stripped of all their humanity. Rulers of Farrowfell, forcing everyone to do their bidding. They would be the ultimate villains, the ultimate cause of destruction. Her own family: responsible for killing, for ruining lives.

         The worry orbs hadn’t worked to calm her mind. In fact, she felt as wide awake as ever. She stared at them, a reminder of the horrible things she had just seen.

         At least she could fix that problem. Her hands shook as she picked them up, one by one, and crushed them so they were dust in her palms.
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7
            Chapter Two

            The Village of Crickmedow

         

         Jude woke late. She stretched, not particularly refreshed after the snatches of sleep she had managed, but more alert than she had felt in ages.

         Normally she would be up early to get to Dockledair School which – unlike Ricklewood, the posh school she’d attended while she and Moorley lived with their friends Fin and Eri Weston – she actually enjoyed. One of her favourite subjects was Theory of Magic-Making, in which her teacher encouraged everyone to invent the most incredible magic – though the calculations aspect 8was still quite tricky, figuring out what quantity of raw magic and ingredients she needed. Another favourite lesson was History of Farrowfell. Jude especially liked learning about explorers who blazed new trails, going where no one had ever gone before.

         But it was the Gathering holidays, so-called because it used to be when children stayed off school to help their parents collect raw magic from where it fell in the Wild Lands. Now it was just called the summer break. The dangerous task of collecting raw magic was given to gatherers who were well trained in the job. Jude had weeks of freedom ahead of her and she allowed herself to smile. Even if she liked her new school, it was nice to enjoy a lie-in—

         An alarm pealed. The walls of the house glowed red.

         She leapt to her feet, her heart hammering.

         ‘Get back!’ someone shrieked from downstairs. Jude raced out on to the landing and looked over the banister to the living room below. Spry, her eighteen-year-old cousin, was holding up a dinner plate like a shield against a noxious-looking bright green gas that billowed from a small metal ball.

         Moorley’s bedroom door slammed open as she ran out, already dressed for the day.

         ‘What’s going on?’ she said.

         ‘Looks like another one of Spry’s inventions has gone bad,’ said Jude, as the gas took the shape of a small human-like figure and began to circle Spry. Their older 9cousin loved inventing things, and more often than not they all had to put up with the consequences of his latest bizarre creation. He turned, still holding up the dinner plate.

         ‘How long do you think he’ll last?’ said Moorley.

         ‘Could one of you help?’ called Spry. ‘I think it’s trying to kill me!’

         ‘Two minutes,’ said Jude decisively. ‘That green thing is probably quite deadly, but Spry’s quick so he’s got that in his favour.’

         ‘What’s going on?’ said Uncle Runie, emerging from his bedroom.

         ‘Please, someone help!’ said Spry. ‘My invention has gone terribly wrong!’

         ‘At least it happened when I was already awake,’ said Uncle Runie with a sigh. ‘Much more convenient.’ He leaned on the wood, resting his head on his arm.

         Spry picked up a cushion from the couch and threw it at the gas creature, but it just passed straight through. The creature opened its mouth and let out a high-pitched shriek that made Jude clamp her hands over her ears.

         ‘Try throwing the plate,’ yelled Jude, struggling to hear herself over the wailing.

         ‘No, he shouldn’t throw anything,’ called Uncle Runie, his voice half drowned out by the gas person shrieking louder. ‘That clearly won’t help!’

         ‘Water!’ said Moorley. ‘That’ll do it.’ 10

         Their helpling came out of the kitchen, its hands on its hips in apparent disapproval. Helplings were servants made of raw magic, and they were supposed to help around the house with chores and cooking and all the boring stuff no one really wanted to do. Jude hadn’t had much luck with helplings – the ones at her old home in Ripon Headquarters had been stubborn and never did their jobs properly. They often got important details mixed up, like adding chalk to food instead of cheese. And the Weston helplings had never liked her either. To be fair, though, the first time she met them she had been trying to steal from them.

         But Uncle Runie’s helpling was strangely good at its jobs – it kept the house tidy, scrubbing away and pausing to glare at Jude if she ever returned home with muddy trainers. It wore a brown cloak with the hood up over its face and had a habit of skulking around the house, popping out at the oddest times. Jude would have thought it took delight in scaring her if helplings had the ability to feel emotion. Its weakest point was cooking – separately, all its food was delicious, but it combined the oddest things. Last night’s dinner had been chicken drowning in what Jude had thought was gravy … until she took a bite and realised it was melted chocolate.

         Eri had remarked that it was probably the most responsible person living in their house – which was 11slightly concerning, considering that it wasn’t a person.

         For the past six months, Jude and Moorley had been living with Uncle Runie and Spry in the village of Crickmedow. Their current relationship with the rest of the Ripon family was … not the best. The Ripons ran a criminal empire and spent their time drinking illegal raw magic to increase their power. And of course there was that time when Jude had accidentally got Grandleader trapped in a star, which hadn’t been great for family relationships. Uncle Runie and Spry weren’t the most conventional parental figures in the world – they also still dabbled in criminal activities – but they cared, and that was what mattered.

         The helpling went back into the kitchen and re-emerged with a jug of water which it threw over the green gas person. Immediately the creature vanished, the noise cutting off abruptly.

         ‘Thanks—’ began Spry before the helping chucked the rest of the water over him. Jude and Moorley sniggered as he spluttered. ‘There was soap in that!’ he said to the helpling’s retreating back.

         ‘Maybe you need a wash!’ called Uncle Runie, which made Jude and Moorley laugh properly.

         ***

         Spry was always inventing things to help him and Uncle Runie in their business – stealing rare magic from 12wealthy members of the Consortium and other rich families of Farrowfell – although he had also started selling some of his less dangerous inventions, which was also illegal as none of them had been approved by the Consortium. But he was bringing in a decent amount of extra money and, as he said, no one had exploded yet.

         Jude had got used to waking up to loud bangs or Spry claiming his life was in danger. Their neighbours in the village had been concerned at first, coming to check they were OK. But they’d quickly come to realise that the family who lived at the top of the hill were an odd bunch. Jude was often met with disapproving looks from the other villagers.

         But they weren’t completely shut out from their neighbours – Holsy, who lived just down the hill and also went to Dockledair, had become a close friend. Life was good.

         Uncle Runie and Spry were busy, and Moorley planned to go to higher education after the Gathering holidays. Jude didn’t understand why Moorley wanted to leave – they had never been happier. She liked her new school, she liked living with Uncle Runie and Spry. There was no Grandleader to worry about impressing, there were no strange rumours of dangerous monsters roaming Farrowfell. Things had finally settled down – why would Moorley want to change that?

         Sometimes Jude got twinges of longing for parts of her old life. Mostly thieving. Jude missed the rush of 13adrenaline that only came from escaping what seemed like an impossible situation. She had spent years honing her skills as a thief – she was good at it. The occasions she got to help Runie and Spry didn’t really feel the same. They never let her take charge on account of her ‘only being thirteen’ and ‘needing to do her homework or something.’

         ‘Why do you have to go so far away?’ said Jude to Moorley as they sat down to a breakfast of toast and butter and some odd blend the helpling had made, which may or may not have been jam. Jude slathered a bit on because the helpling was watching. ‘And why do you need to move there?’ They had had this discussion before but she lived in hope that Moorley might suddenly come to her senses.

         ‘I want to go to the best place,’ said Moorley. ‘And as much as I love you, I’m not doing a four-hour round trip.’

         ‘Surely they could sort the port system out,’ said Jude. The ports were Farrowfell’s transportation system. Each port had tamed magic in it that could take a traveller to another port that was linked to it within Farrowfell. But it was not the best system; the ports were randomly linked, so that what could have been a short journey would sometimes take twice as long.

         Moorley’s chosen university was in East Farrowfell near the sea, as far away from their home as it was 14possible to be and still remain in Farrowfell.

         ‘I’ll suggest it,’ said Moorley, but Jude grumbled in reply. At least Moorley would be home every holiday.

         Jude bit into her toast and immediately gagged – the jam was flavoured with something that tasted horribly like grass.
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            Chapter Three

            The Dark River

         

         Uncle Runie and Spry had gone out ‘on business’, staking out one of the houses on their list of potential targets. They’d asked Jude if she wanted to come along but she wasn’t in the mood. They didn’t bother asking Moorley. They already knew what the answer would be – she never wanted to do stuff like that these days – yet another sign that things were changing.

         ‘For the first time in our lives things are normal,’ said Moorley after Uncle Runie and Spry left. ‘I want to get ahead on my reading for university. I want to … plan for the future. Maybe you should let yourself think 16about that too, Jude. I know you want something more than standing outside random houses for hours.’

         This stung, partly because Jude knew Moorley was right. But all she had ever wanted was to be a true Ripon, to be accepted by her criminal family, the best thief in Farrowfell. And if she couldn’t do that all her life, what could she do? What sort of future could she have?

         She knew being able to think about the future was a good thing: for so long she had been focused on trying to fit in with her family. But it was also a scary thought. She had the luxury of becoming anything – apart from working in law enforcement. She couldn’t imagine abandoning all her criminal roots and working entirely inside the law.

         Fin and Eri were coming for dinner tonight and they arrived bang on time, which was typical of them.

         ‘How’s it all going?’ Jude asked. Fin and Eri’s parents, Mr and Mrs Weston, were currently going through a rough spot. They had recently been fired from their roles as advisors on magic at the Consortium, along with many people who had worked alongside them, including Annelia Weston, Fin and Eri’s aunt. A few months ago, a terrifying beast had caused chaos across Farrowfell and the Consortium had not handled it well – to say the least. Now Farrowfell’s government was trying to convince the public that it was making changes so nothing like that would ever happen again.

         ‘The Prime Magister has written a statement in 17Mum and Dad’s favour,’ said Eri as she sat down at the wooden table in the kitchen. ‘But even he can’t get the rest of the Consortium to listen. His own position isn’t great at the moment anyway.’

         The Prime Magister had drunk raw magic. He’d been desperately searching for a way to stop the beast that had wreaked havoc across Farrowfell six months ago, putting its victims into a nightmare-filled slumber that eventually killed them. All the Consortium’s attempts to use tamed magic to kill the beast had failed – but drinking raw magic was forbidden in Farrowfell. And in the end it had been Jude who’d finally defeated the creature.

         Only a few people in the Prime Magister’s inner circle knew he had dabbled in raw magic, and they had all been sacked. The general public were angry that it had taken so long for the problem to be fixed, and the Prime Magister would have been a perfect target for that fury if he hadn’t been so apologetic, promising the Consortium had learned some serious lessons.

         Jude was heartened by the fact that at least one other person had been able to turn away from the temptations of raw magic after drinking it – it was proof that people could fight it. Before that, the only person Jude knew who had drunk raw magic and not gone back for more was herself. She had used it once, a long time ago, out of desperation to save her friends from her grandfather’s terrible plot. 18

         ‘People want someone to blame,’ said Fin. ‘And we can hardly explain to them that the villains are Elimore trapped in the stars. Mum and Dad have been kicked out of the Consortium and no one will listen to them – it would sound like they were making up a weird conspiracy. They’ve told the Prime Magister to keep quiet too, and he still trusts them. Better to have someone in charge who has actually experienced how tempting raw magic is.’

         The whole of Farrowfell still believed the Elimore were the incredible inventors of raw magic, and they were celebrated every year as the founders of Farrowfell. Jude couldn’t imagine the general public would react well to the news that the Elimore were actually power-hungry monsters who wanted to destroy Farrowfell as people knew it, especially not without proof. The Prime Magister might be able to convince them – he still had a lot of favour with the general public – but she understood why he hadn’t; it would be risking his own position, which was already shaky, and there was no guarantee people would believe him.

         The helpling placed dishes on the table – wild rice and what looked like lamb, but Jude had been disappointed too many times to get her hopes up.

         She took a tentative bite and to her delight found it was lamb, perfectly cooked and paired well with the rice, which had been spiced with something sweet that tasted delicious. 19

         ‘This is great,’ she said through a giant mouthful, and from the way the helpling handed her a tissue to wipe the bits of lamb sauce she had dripped on the table, she got the sense that, if it could feel emotion, it would be smug.

         Knock, knock.

         ‘I’ll get it,’ Jude said, getting to her feet and crossing through the living room to the front door. Through the frosted window she could see a dark shape, and she unlatched the door to find her friend Holsy Rushfing bouncing up and down. Jude’s neighbour and closest school friend had thick black hair plaited into two bunches that sprouted from her head, dark brown skin, and sparkly eyes that looked impatiently at her.

         ‘Jude, you’ve got to come,’ said Holsy. ‘It’s the Dark River …’ Her words rolled together – she had a habit of speaking quickly when she was excited or scared, like the time she knew she was going to get detention for smashing the giant statue of an Elimore in the front entrance of Dockledair after Jude dared her. ‘Come on! Half the village is there. You have to come and see!’

         She turned on her heel and ran along the path that led around Jude’s house, which descended to a Dark River. These were the ancient rivers that flowed across Farrowfell, branching off in every direction, cutting through valleys and forests – and they were the reason 20raw magic couldn’t fall within Farrowfell. They repelled raw magic, keeping the people of Farrowfell safe from its effects.

         ‘What’s going on?’ said Moorley, who had come into the hallway.

         ‘I don’t know,’ said Jude, putting on her boots. ‘But we should go and take a look.’

         She knew Moorley, Fin and Eri would follow her. Holsy always had an air of nervous energy about her so Jude wasn’t too concerned that she hadn’t bothered to explain what was going on – but all the same she sensed the urgency. Why was half the village looking at the Dark River?

         Dread crept up her neck. But that was silly. Nothing terrible was going to happen. Not now. It would just be the village getting excited about spotting a rare bird or something – last month they had all gathered to gawk at what looked to Jude like a giant pigeon, but was apparently a bird that hadn’t been seen in at least ten years. It had flown in circles above their houses for three hours before flapping away.

         The nearest Dark River ran about a quarter of a mile from Jude’s house, right at the edge of the village. The hill the house stood on gently sloped up from the village on one side then dropped off sharply on the other, down into wild countryside.

         Jude could pick out the path the villagers had made on their way down to the river – the grass was flattened 21in places, including points where it looked as though someone might have slipped.

         Eventually the slope levelled out into a field with an ordinary brook crossed by a tiny wooden bridge. On the other side of the bridge was a large hedge and trees, with a small gap to squeeze through; beyond, Jude heard hushed voices.

         The villagers of Crickmedow generally avoided Jude and her family. All the same, Jude recognised a few faces. The old lady, Mrs Kirkpot, who lived at the end of the lane and sat outside her house knitting with her helpling. The two sisters, Telly and Relly, who walked together in silence, always wearing black – Jude thought it was a nice glimpse into her future with Moorley. The man who had been painting his house for the past three months.

         It seemed almost the entire village had gathered in front of the Dark River. As Jude approached, she noticed that this part of it was moving sluggishly, the banks on either side overgrown with weeds, a smaller branch that had broken away from a much larger section. And as she got closer, she saw the river wasn’t … dark. Usually it was pure black liquid, but today it looked almost grey. It was thicker too, like a soup left too long in a boiling pot, not flowing freely as it should. Almost as though it was …

         Holsy looked at Jude, her face troubled. ‘It’s like it’s … dying.’
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            Chapter Four

            Raw Magic Falls

         

         Jude’s first instinct was disbelief. The Dark River couldn’t be dying – for one thing, it wasn’t alive. Holsy might as well have pointed to the brook they had passed over earlier and said that was dying. And for another, it was a Dark River. Dark Rivers had always existed in Farrowfell. They were ancient. Without them, the raw magic would fall and form Lilthrum, raw magic monsters that roamed the Wild Lands and killed any humans they laid eyes on. She had never heard of anything going wrong with a Dark River.

         And yet, even as she watched, the darkness of the river seemed to seep away. It was as if someone was 23mixing white into black paint. It became greyer, barely burbling at all.

         ‘When did this start?’ Moorley asked Holsy. Her parents, a small man and woman, were nearby but neither of them spoke. They were staring at the Dark River, their eyes wide with fear. This was unnatural. This was impossible.

         An old woman turned around, deep wrinkles lining her face – she lived in the crooked house right by the port and often sat outside in her rocking chair, judging everyone entering and leaving the village, although she reserved a special level of disapproving glare for Jude and her family.

         ‘Samuel Yarsley was on a walk along the river’s edge,’ she said, her lip curling like she was reluctant to talk to them and yet she obviously wanted to tell them what she knew. ‘He said he saw the river start to change colour about two hours ago.’

         ‘This happened in the past two hours?’ said Jude, more to herself than to the woman. Moorley looked troubled. What had changed two hours ago to cause the Dark River to turn grey?

         A scream cut through the air, making Jude jump. She looked around for the source – a young woman she knew only by sight had her hands clamped over her mouth. She wasn’t pointing at the river, she was pointing at Jude …

         No, she was pointing to someone behind Jude. 24

         It was Mr Eldrich, one of Jude’s nearest neighbours, who often gave away free vegetables he’d grown in his garden to anyone in the village who wanted them … apart from Jude’s family, whom he eyed with suspicion. Probably because he lived close enough to their house to hear bangs and screams from Spry’s latest inventions. He was wiping something silver off his shoulder, looking up at the sky.

         Moorley clamped a hand around Jude’s wrist, her eyes wide. The silver liquid on Mr Eldrich seemed to shine, as though it was its own light source.

         Mr Eldrich held up his fingers. They were coated in raw magic.

         A breeze blew around Jude, bringing with it a sweet smell of roses. She was suddenly reminded of a time she had been walking back to Ripon Headquarters when she had come across a patch of bright flowers and felt a sense of joy at the beauty … This was what raw magic did. It reminded you of happy times, it made you feel good. That was how it lured you in.

         ‘Martus?’ said the old woman who had told them about Samuel Yarsley. Mrs Ringly, that was her name. Her eyes were locked on his fingers. The rest of the villagers were staring at Mr Eldrich too.

         Tension hung in the air. Raw magic wasn’t supposed to fall in Farrowfell – that was what the Dark Rivers prevented. But here was raw magic right in front of them. 25

         Mr Eldrich was holding his hand closer to his face now, as though he wanted to … drink.

         ‘No,’ said Jude, the word escaping her before she had a chance to think. She took a step forward – to tackle Mr Eldrich to the ground? She didn’t know. She just had to stop him doing something he would regret—

         Moorley yanked her back. Holsy, Fin and Eri continued to stare in horror at Mr Eldrich.

         ‘That’s raw magic,’ said Mrs Ringly slowly. ‘You should … give it to me.’

         ‘Wash it away in the river,’ said Holsy, her voice trembling. This sounded like an excellent suggestion to Jude. But the other adults remained silent except for one young man who broke away from the rest and headed back towards the brook.

         ‘I’m calling the Consortium,’ he said, speeding up the hill. Still unwaveringly focused on the raw magic, no one tried to stop him.

         ‘I already did,’ said Mrs Ringly. ‘When I first heard about the river changing …’ She trailed off, distracted.

         Mr Eldrich touched the tip of his finger to his mouth.

         Jude’s heart hammered.

         Mrs Ringly grabbed Mr Eldrich’s hand. ‘Give that to me,’ she said again, her voice calm.

         Someone else gasped. ‘There’s more!’ They pointed behind them, at a silvery sheen coating one of the trees.

         The villagers shoved past Jude. 26

         ‘We need to get out of here,’ said Moorley. ‘Back to the house!’

         Jude didn’t need telling twice. She felt a deep fear inside, one that she realised hadn’t ever fully gone away since the last time their lives had been upturned by raw magic. Because she knew what could happen when all the villagers started drinking the raw magic. She had seen it before.
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