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Chapter 1




Julian rolled out of bed with a reluctant groan. Pulling out jeans and a t-shirt from a messy pile of clothes on the floor, he dressed and smoothed his rumpled brown hair. He glanced around his bedroom, stretching his arms, his build tall and sturdy for a fifteen year old. He’d recently celebrated his birthday. 

Dark cedar furniture lay buried beneath a mess of clothes, barely visible. Grimacing, Julian flicked his hand, using his powers to send all his clothes straight into the closet. Good enough, he thought with a grin, and left the room.

Julian glanced down the corridor holding five bedroom doors, coloured blue, green, red, orange and white. Each of his four siblings was behind one.

Tiny creatures fluttered out from under the orange door. Maggie’s pets, Necklings, little beasts with four wings, swooped around Julian until he battered them away irritably. With tiny squawks that sounded like giggles, the Necklings disappeared back under the door.

The white door vibrated as Enid threw things at it from inside. Their Fae friend Bellator had just departed, and Julian knew Enid felt the loss of the formidable warrior more than the rest of them.

Julian glanced at his bedroom, the blue door, before moving on. He paused at the green door. The room stayed strangely silent, despite his sister Lee’s presence inside. 

Edward’s door, the red one, flew open with a bang. 

“Bro!” Edward exclaimed, coming full pelt at Julian. “Come with me and check this out!” He latched an arm around Julian’s neck.

“What is it?” Julian responded, almost toppling over. His younger brother’s height had nearly caught up to him, but he was brawnier than his brother’s lean, wiry frame. He flexed and pushed his brother off effortlessly.

“The tapestries! Come on!” Edward called, already jogging away. His bright red shorts and t-shirt disappeared down the corridor.

Edward’s messy blond hair had gotten too long, Julian mused, as he followed Edward's half-run at a calmer pace. Although it was obvious they were brothers in their features, the similarities stopped there. Julian stood taller, broad and dark haired, his serious face rarely changing. Edward, lean and blue eyed, constantly grinned with mischief.

At almost sixteen, Enid was technically the oldest sibling, but Julian held the role of the responsible leader of the Delliks siblings. Edward, thirteen, caused the most trouble, Lee, twelve, kept him mostly in line, and Maggie, eleven, kept out of it altogether. They all had a unique power.

They were at their home in Eungai, a large two storey farmhouse with a wraparound verandah. Craggy mountain ranges lay in one direction, a thick, dark forest before it. The corridor from the bedrooms led out into a large, airy main hall. The brothers strode past tapestries adorning the walls, different sizes depicting various scenes.

“Not these,” Edward said, following Julian’s gaze. “The tapestries down the other corridor.” The main hall had four corridors branching off it. One connected to the bedrooms, one went to the main living areas, one accessed upstairs, and the final one led to the blue moon gateway. 

Edward gestured to the gateway corridor. Following his brother, Julian’s heart sank as they passed more of the tapestries. Sure enough, Edward stopped at the massive pocket watch tapestry. The Five siblings had recently climbed out of it from their last adventure.

“The time travel tapestry?” Julian frowned. “You know we can’t use it without Bellator. Plus, it’s forbidden, the Professor would have a fit!”

“I know, I know!” Edward hissed. “But LOOK!” He withdrew a long golden chain from his pocket. A small pocket watch with a gold casing dangled at the end, identical to the huge tapestry in front of them.

“The Professor said that watch didn’t work outside of Consecutio,” Julian reminded his brother, referring to one of the five magic worlds.

“It didn’t! Until we went through the time travel tapestry! I had it in my pocket the whole time. I think the mist entered the watch, look!” Edward opened the delicate casing. The numbers were running into each other in a frenzied loop.

“It does this every time I stand in front of the time travel tapestry,” Edward said as they both stared at the swirling face.

As Edward held the timepiece closer to the tapestry, the mist inside the watch face darkened. Julian almost shouted a warning when the watch touched the tapestry and disappeared entirely. Edward withdrew his hand like he’d been burnt.

With a strange sucking noise, the tapestry pulsated and rippled, moving like a stone thrown into still water. The boys stared at the tapestry as the surface rippled once more, then grew still.

“Good one Edward!”

“I didn’t know!”

“Pushing a time travel watch up against a time travel tapestry didn’t cause any alarm bells to go off in that thick head of yours?!” Julian scowled.

“It was moving, though!” Edward exclaimed.

“You’ve lost it now!” said Julian. “And it belonged to our parents! Your heirloom from them!”

Edward looked so downcast, Julian didn’t have the heart to continue berating him. “Come on, let’s get some food,” Julian pulled him away from the watch tapestry. 

Even the thought of food failed to brighten Edward’s expression. Julian slung his arm around his brother’s shoulders as they walked to the kitchen.

Lee sat in her room, staring listlessly at a book opened to a mermaid illustration. The cheerful grin of the mermaid, with her long green hair and iridescent tail, caused Lee to scowl. “Stupid fairy tales,” she muttered. With a sudden jerk, she tore the page out of the book.

Lee moved a silver ring from one finger to another, where a gold ring rested. A silver filigree casing glinted on her upper arm as she forlornly toyed with both rings. Her slender muscled legs and arms were bare, her outfit consisting of skimpy shorts and a brightly coloured midriff top.

A movement in the corner of her eye caught her attention.

“I didn’t hear you come in,” she told Enid, who stood framed in the doorway. Enid’s spiky blond hair flicked out of her eyes as she appraised her sister.

“I felt the bad vibes from my room,” she snorted. “I came to make sure you weren’t doing anything stupid.” Enid’s piercing blue eyes travelled to the torn book, then back to Lee.

“Want to duel?” Enid’s hip jutted out, pushing her belted leather holster forward. “I need a distraction.”

“Yes!” Lee leapt off the bed, snatching up a coiled whip. They marched down the corridor towards the stables.



*





Maggie heard her sisters stomp down the hallway, talking at the top of their voices. 

She considered following them, but the insistent whispers of her Necklings diverted her. She turned back to her darlings swirling around her neck and ears, their moth-like size tickling her skin and causing her to giggle. Necklings were unique creatures that Maggie had adopted off the coast of a magic world. Coloured violet and white, Maggie thought them adorable, with their streaming tails and tiny spikes covering their bodies.

As Maggie held her palm upwards for a Neckling to land on, a memory drifted into her mind.



“Your Necklings won’t be able to cross through the time tapestry.”

The tapestry warped, and the frozen image of a pocket watch came to life. A grey mist swirled around it.

“Stay in the mist, whatever you do!” the Professor barked.



Maggie sighed as the memories continued.



“… if you step out of the mists, you’ll get lost in time….”

“Filius! Come back!”

A lone blue feather drifted to the floor where the shapeshifter once stood.



Maggie shook her head, the echo of their last adventure lingering in her thoughts. They’d followed Bellator and the Professor into the time mists and lost one of their companions. 

Her Necklings diverted her attention again. They basked under Maggie’s attention, chattering away through her magical ability to talk to creatures. One flew into her reddish-brown hair, nestling behind her ear. Another climbed over her jeans as another nestled under the sleeve of her t-shirt. Her clothes had tears and holes due to her pet’s boisterousness, but Maggie didn’t mind.

They started to frolic in earnest-growing in size and taking up half the room, as several of the bolder creatures shot fire from their beaks. 

Maggie clapped her hands, laughing in delight at their playfulness as she stamped out the burning carpet.








  
  
Chapter 2




Passing Maggie’s room, Lee and Enid overheard their little sister giggling and exchanged knowing smiles. 

“She’s obsessed with those pets,” Enid remarked as they left the house and walked towards a rolling green hill. Their moods lifted instantly. Enid wore her usual outfit of leather pants and a fringed vest, which showcased her lithe, athletic figure. Leather bands on her wrists completed the outfit. 

“It’s good for her, she hasn’t had a pet in ages.” Lee replied. She kept pace with Enid’s long-legged strides. “There was a mangy white cat that followed her around for a bit, but it disappeared after a while. That was just after the Fall.”

Enid nodded. The Fall referred to the defeat of Mediarn, a dark sorcerer who’d controlled the magic worlds. The Delliks siblings, under the tutelage of the Professor, had vanquished him with their combined magical powers, conjuring the Five-as-one force.

Lee and Enid arrived at the stables. 

Enid drew level with an empty corral. Ducking under the wooden beam that ran around it, she ran lightly to the centre. Her leather hip holster held a deadly curved sabre. She withdrew it slowly, appreciating the lethal whisper of the steel as it unsheathed.

Enid’s eyes moved over the familiar corral with a sad smile. She used to duel with Bellator here. She missed the Fae with a sharp ache. Bellator had been a combined parent, guardian and disciplinarian to Enid when her siblings had disappeared. Now that they were a family again, with the Professor guiding them, the Fae had gone back to her home. Bellator’s home appeared as mysterious as her origins. Enid only knew that it was a castle in the sky somewhere.

Enid glanced around, secretly glad the stable was in use again. It had been one of many burning reminders of her sibling’s absence when they’d fallen into disrepair.

She felt Lee’s piercing green eyes on her and frowned. Her sister’s magic ability of sensing intention and having visions, had become startling powerful of late. She suspected Lee could read her mind. Enid’s lips twitched as she decided to test her theory. She whirled and crouched in a duelling position, her sharp sabre unsheathed and deadly.

“Argggggh!” Lee clasped her hands to her ears. “Why did you scream?”

Enid raised her eyebrows. “I didn’t.”

“Oh.” Lee dropped her hands from her ears, looking self-conscious. “I don’t know why I thought that.”

“I do,” Enid’s blue eyes held her gaze unflinchingly. “You can read minds now, can’t you?”

Lee sighed and shrugged. “I think so. I can’t control it properly though. It’s like when I first had visions, they were blurry and vague. Sort of the same picking up people’s thoughts.”

“Unless I scream them in my head,” Enid threw her a lopsided grin. 

“Unless you do that,” Lee acknowledged, smiling back.

Enid heard the crunch of gravel a split second before her sister moved.

Whirling, Enid brought the sabre around, slicing at Lee’s legs. A whip shot out and wrapped around the sabre, stopping it abruptly mid slice.

“Nice try!” Lee smirked. She loosened the whip from the blade and pulled it back toward her.

“What is that whip, anyway? I’ve never known anything to stop a Fae sabre before,” Enid stared at the glistening length of the whip as Lee looped it back up into a coil.

“Silvestri did something to a piece of rope on the ship with her powers, and I took it with me,” Lee replied.

Silvestri was their friend who had the remarkable ability to produce and manipulate silver. Part of a forgotten race, called Pargelfz, her species had the evolutionary ability to transform their legs into tails. Humans called them mermaids. Lee called her amazing. She missed her with a sharp ache.

“Let’s see,” Enid reached her hand out curiously, the duel forgotten. Lee placed the shining coil into it. It appeared to be made of silver but flexed and stretched like a rubber band. 

“I’ve been practicing with it,” Lee said, taking the silver whip back. “I really like it.”Enid appraised her younger sister. The silver coil contrasted brightly against Lee’s long brown hair and intense green eyes. 

“It suits you,” Enid remarked. 

Lee ran her fingers along the whip back with a soft smile. She balanced back on her heels in a fighting stance.

“I still can’t believe Mediarn had an apprentice,” said Enid as she mirrored Lee’s stance. The Delliks and the Professor recently discovered Mediarn had secretly trained someone. They’d travelled through time to unravel the mystery of who the apprentice was. To their surprise, it was someone they had already met.

“It’s not that surprising though,” Lee responded. “Mediarn’s always been evil and crafty.” She uncoiled and unleashed her whip in one smooth movement.

Enid blocked the sting of the whip with the sharp edge of her blade. The coil flickered back towards Lee, who smartly deflected it with a flick of her wrist.

“Anyone who steals a baby, am I right,” Lee raised her eyebrows at her sister. Enid’s capture by Mediarn as an infant and subsequent rescue by her siblings had shaped them all. 

Enid grimaced. “Don’t remind me.” It had taken her years to get over the nightmares and bad memories from that time. She still had flashbacks, but each passing year dulled them and become less frequent.

Enid thrust her sabre, the silver blade glinting in the sun as it nicked Lee’s calf. 

“OUCH!” Lee scowled, rubbing the tiny red line vigorously.

“Oh please, it barely touched you,” Enid scoffed. She appraised the coiled whip in Lee’s hand. “That whip is far too slow. You need something smaller and less complicated.” 

“Yeah, nah,” Lee flicked her wrist, and the whip uncoiled with a smooth movement. “I like the feel of it.” She snapped her hand, and the whip slashed through the air, the very tip of it landing on Enid’s leg. Enid toppled to the ground with a curse.

“Payback,” Lee grinned as Enid furiously repeated her calf massage.

The Enid of old would have scowled and stalked off. But Enid now reluctantly chuckled, as Lee stuck out her hand and hauled her to her feet.

Enid had the ability of absorption and magnification of other powers.

Lee cursed as she realised what Enid had done and withdrew her hand as if it were burnt.

“Give my powers back!” Lee demanded, massaging her temple furiously. Enid laughed and grabbed Lee’s wrist, returning her powers immediately. 

Lee flicked her head from side to side. “It always feels so weird when you do that!”

“Yours is the worst power to take!” Enid declared. “I don’t like it. It’s so noisy! I don’t know how you don’t go crazy, hearing voices all the time.”

Lee shrugged. “I’m used to it.” She hooked an ankle round Enid’s, tripping her onto the ground.

“Cheat,” Enid scowled up at her from the dust.

The Professor appeared in front of the sisters with a loud POP just as Enid brushed herself off.

“Girls!” the Professor called. He waved his arms frantically, even though he stood opposite them. “We’re meeting in the study! Hurry up! We’re going to decide where to start the hunt for the apprentice!”

He disappeared with a strident POP before the girls could respond. They looked at each other with raised eyebrows, and with resigned chuckles turned towards the farmhouse.








  
  
Chapter 3




Meanwhile, lost in time somewhere… 



Filius hurtled through a grey mist. The cold tendrils of fog clung to his skin, causing him to shiver. The gold medallion around his neck glowed faintly, allowing him to see.

Which is seeing a fat lot of nothing, he thought, throwing his hands out in the bleak fog. More of the cold, grey tendrils snaked along his arm. He batted them away irritably.

Arghh, this is annoying! He grimaced. I mean, granted, it may or may not be all my fault. The mists whirled and swirled around him. I had just seen dearest daddy after all… He closed his eyes. Can’t blame a guy for wanting to throw a punch in…

He refused to think about his father right now. It only made his skin prickle with a cold, hard anger.

He opened his eyes, the grey mist hanging in a thick cloud over him. It seemed to have stopped swirling. Holding his breath, he waited…. and eventually the mists thinned enough for him to make out a shadowy room. 

He wielded his shapeshifting ability to change his appearance. His face morphed into a young man aged twenty or so, close to his actual age. Transforming his hair, it lengthened to his shoulder, turning a dark brown. He broadened his shoulders and grew taller. The only thing marring his good looks was a jagged scar running down the side of his face. 

He smiled and his scar rippled, pulling taut against his cheekbone. A result of his father attempting to kill him as a child, it was the only part of him that never Shifted.

My cherished prize from the experience, he thought bitterly. He traced the ridged mark on his face, from his forehead across his cheekbone and mouth, guiding his finger down its length until it vanished under his chin. He knew the tricks to hide his scar, and his hair lengthened strategically to hide the disfigurement.

“STAY IN THE MISTS!” the Professor’s prior warning echoed in his mind. 

He smirked. He stepped out of the mists into the unknown.




      ***

In Eungai

Julian stood in the doorway to the kitchen. Using his magic, every kitchen cupboard flew open with a bang. Flicking his fingers, a variety of scrumptious-looking treats flew into Edward’s hands. His brother grinned, looking cheered, as he stuffed the chocolate and iced cakes into his mouth at an alarming rate.

“Bearighhsllfjiieiishhhh,” Edward held out a cream pie, his mouth bulging. His power of transformation suited his personality, showcasing his flair for the dramatic. The cream pie shrunk down to a tiny crumb. Julian drew closer, squinting. With a cry, he drew back, too late, as the pie enlarged and smashed into his face. Dollops of cream spattered everywhere, covering the kitchen in a white foam.

Julian straightened, his face covered in the sugary, white goo. Edward bellowed with laughter as his brother gingerly wiped the cream from his eyes, glaring through the mess at his brother. 

The commotion drew another person into the kitchen.

“Seriously?” The Professor stopped in the doorway, scowling the boys. He stood hunched, old and grey, but with the bright eyes of a man half his age. He pushed his glasses up his nose, swiping his wispy grey hair from his eyes irritably.

“Get to the study,” the Professor barked at the boys. He rapped his cane on the floor, and with a loud POP, disappeared. 

“Short and spicy. Typical Professor,” Edward shucked a large glob of cream off a nearby cupboard and popped it in his mouth, grinning at Julian’s disgusted expression. 



*





A split room, the study contained dozens of books and an ornate ladder on wheels that ran around it. Edward launched himself on the ladder, causing the wheels to grate with a SQEAKKKKK until the Professor bellowed.

Hopping off, he saluted the Professor and joined Julian in the other section, seated at the fireplace. Enid and Lee joined them a few moments later, pulling up more armchairs to the fire. Maggie, with her circling pets, arrived last and made a beeline to the window. Her shorter, small build allowed her to nestle against the frame, as her Necklings floated in and out of the window.

“I’ll be a moment!” The Professor declared as he lowered himself behind the solid wood desk. He opened a desk drawer and rummaged in it. Pushing the contents around a few times, he muttered to himself, then slammed it shut and opened another.

Edward and Julian exchanged glances. Edward put his feet up on a side table and crossed his arms behind his head. “We’re going to be here a while.”

Enid picked up a book at random from a side table. Rifling through it, she stopped at a page with a map of Eungai. “Mills Place,” she remarked, pointing at the small outline. “That’s our house, right?” 

Edward sat back up to look. “Yeah, that’s our house! There’s Lazarides Creek,” he pointed to the blue squiggle snaking its way through the forest, to the house. “The forest is called Charn Wood.”

“Mottram Mountains,” Enid traced her finger over the pointy peaks signifying the mountain ranges behind it.

The Professor coughed expectantly. Enid put down the book and five keen faces turned toward him.

The Skilled Book rested on the Professor’s desk. He picked up the tattered book, which caused it to cuff its pages irritably against the Professor’s fingers until he dropped it back on the desk.

They watched the book thump its covers on the wooden desk in an irritated ditty.

“Why does it look annoyed?” Enid said to Edward as the book ruffled its pages until one stuck up, looking remarkably like a middle finger.

“That book is always annoyed,” Edward snorted.

“It’s old and tired,” the Professor rasped. “I know how it feels!” The Professor watched the book hurl itself from one end of the desk to the other with a resigned look. “The Skilled Book was a great help to your parents and I.”

The Book stopped moving abruptly. It curled its pages inwards, like shoulders hunching.

“I miss them too,” the Professor told the Book softly.

The Skilled Book, a magical object, had belonged to the Delliks family for generations. Only a Delliks could open it, by placing their hand with their birthmark onto the cover. Each Delliks sibling had a cluster of five small dots on their palms.

“I never did understand those messages from them,” Edward said, referring to the letters in the Skilled Book from their parents.

“I did!” Lee told him. 

He scowled at her. “No, you didn’t!”

She grinned widely. “You don’t even remember my message, do you?” 

“Do so,” Edward muttered. Enid and Maggie laughed at him outright.

Lee took pity on him. “Mind the wrath, the poison hath,” she intoned.

Edward scowled. “You don’t know what that means!”

Lee shrugged. “Course I do. We ended up in Consecutio after that, remember? Where strong emotions caused a reaction. Usually a damaging one.”

“Actions and reactions, consequence and karma,” the Professor nodded. “That’s Consecutio.” 

Edward cast him a dark look. “No sh-“

“Anyway!” Julian said loudly. “Mine was, ‘show the drum to the one that strums.’”

The others exchanged confused looks. “It was one of the first messages we ever got,” Julian told them. “I figured it out, it was about Lennon.”

“Lennon!” the others exclaimed.

“Before we met him, I mean,” Julian clarified. “I had Lennon’s drum that helped us defeat the shutterbugs.”

“Oh, cool,” Enid remarked. The others nodded in agreement.

Edward paused. “My message said something about light and dark, which still doesn’t make sense to me.”

“I remember yours,” Lee told him. ‘Light and dark, whilst combined, can divide, and come apart.’

Edward shrugged. “Whatever that means,”

Lee stared at him. “Bicorns?”

Edward blinked. “Oh. Right.”

“We learnt about how a bicorn is a unicorn that’s bonded with a human, and turned dark remember,” Maggie reminded him. “That was soon after you read that too.” 

“That’s right,” Lee looked at Enid. “And your message was, ‘do not fear, help is near, on all fours, your saviour is here.’”

Maggie smiled. “The dog helped us in Mediarn’s tower by bringing us the key,” she reminded them.

Enid nodded slowly. “I remember that.”

“I thought Mediarn had badly hurt him, but he managed to escape! He spoke to me as we left.” Maggie told them.

“Good! We wouldn’t have escaped the tower without him,” praised Lee.

“They gave you the final message, Maggie,” Julian looked at her.

Maggie recited her message. “Watch the tide, it turns so quick, more often than not, it throws a trick.”

They were silent as they contemplated the message.

Edward clicked his fingers. “The Water Elementals!”

“Right!” said Julian.

“Of course!” Maggie clapped her hands.

“I got one at least!” Edward grinned at them. 

“Not one you’re likely to forget anytime soon,” Julian quirked his eyebrow at his brother, who smiled sheepishly. 

“Come to think of it, all our parent’s notes relate to something that happened soon after,” Lee said slowly. “How would our parents know those things, when they wrote those messages years ago?” Lee raised her eyebrows at the Professor.

He spluttered. “Erm.”

“Time travel,” Enid said softly.

“Of course,” the Five exchanged glances.

The Professor hastily changed the subject. “You’ve travelled through time yourselves now, to observe the apprentice’s training,” he shifted in his leather chair. “It was a once-off experience, never to be repeated.” He held his hand up, anticipating Edward’s question. “Never again,” the Professor stared at them over his glasses until they nodded reluctantly.

“Time travel is exceedingly dangerous and difficult to control,” he continued. “There would have been no way to manage it without Bellator. We know enough now to track down the apprentice.”

The Five glanced at each other, eyes bright with excitement.

“Right!” the Professor clapped his hands together, making them jump. “What do we know?”

Edward held up a hand. “Mediarn’s apprentice is the White lady!” he bellowed.

Enid rubbed her ears, scowling at him.

“Well done.” The Professor nodded.

The Five fell silent briefly as they thought back to their experience in the time portal.

“We thought the White Lady was a Blood magic at first,” Julian spoke. “We never saw an implement when she channelled magic.”

The Professor took off his glasses. “Hmm,” he said, tapping them on the desk. “Her implements must be small then.” 

“Easily disguised or hidden,” Julian agreed.

“Mediarn said her power would be stronger if she’s scattered her implements throughout the Magic worlds,” Maggie said slowly.

The Professor’s eyes brightened. “That’s right! Very observant Maggie. Yes, I believe that’s what she’s done. It would explain how she’s gone undetected for so long.” 

“What else?” He directed his statement at the others.

“She can transform into a snowflake,” said Julian.

“She put Thornspike to sleep,” said Edward, referring to the dragon.

“She knows about the power of gold enhancing powers,” said Lee.

“And the brainwashing frequency,” noted Enid.

“And shutterbugs,” Julian added.

A pause followed.

“We’re fu–” Edward got cut off as his siblings spoke at once.

“Why didn’t I sense the White Lady’s intention to harm us?” Lee levelled a hard stare at the Professor.

“Her power seems to focus on subduing and manipulating others. She was just stronger than you,” the Professor told her.

Lee narrowed her eyes. “Then I’m looking forward to seeing her again,” she stated.

“I believe the White Lady may be from Consecutio,” said the Professor. “Which means the time delay in Consecutio – ”

“An hour there is a month in the other worlds,” Edward interrupted.

“ – probably makes her far more experienced than she looks,” the Professor finished. 

“The Elder was over a thousand years old, and he was from there,” Julian nodded.

“We may have to go to Consecutio,” the Professor told them gravely. 

“NO!” a collective gasp of dismay went up amongst the Five. 

The Professor put up his hand. “Not now.” They sagged with relief. “I think the prudent thing to do will be to seek guidance from the Guild.”

“The Guild!” they exclaimed. Fervent whispers broke out.

“The mysterious Guild!” Edward elbowed Julian.

“Where are they?” Enid asked.

The Professor looked at them over his smudged glasses. “Why, Rome of course.”

“I loved Rome!” Maggie exclaimed, delighted.

Edward’s hand shot in the air. “Are we flying in the bathtub again?!” 

“No, of course not,” the Professor sputtered. “We don’t need to fly there. There’s a perfectly good tapestry we can go through to get to the Guild.”

“I thought we could only go through the tapestry with Bellator? Or a Fae,” said Lee.

“Correct,” answered the Professor. "However, I suspect Enid has something in her possession that may be of use to us. Something that will allow us to use the tapestries as a gateway.”

Four pairs of eyes turned to Enid. She went pink under the sudden scrutiny.

“Me?” she squeaked. 

“You.” The Professor’s blue eyes glinted.

“I... I don’t know what you mean…” she stuttered.

Maggie gasped suddenly. “Of course! The feather!”

Enid turned and glared at her. “How do you know about the feather?”

“I saw it,” Maggie stood unflinching in front of Enid’s scowl.

“Who’s feather?” asked Lee, looking from one to the other.

“It didn’t look like a normal feather, it was very elegant and beautiful.” replied Maggie. “And it was the same yellow as my flower,” she added fondly.

“Bellator’s!” Julian and Edward chorused.

“Fae feathers don’t shed,” the Professor reminded them. “If one falls out, it disappears.”

“So, you stole it from her?” That came from Edward of course.

“Of course not!” Enid looked offended. “I would never do that!”

“So, she must have gifted it to you,” said the Professor.

“I thought it was an accident,” Enid mumbled. “I kept it hidden because I didn’t want her to take it back.”

“She knew. It would have been a deliberate gift,” the Professor told her. “There’s no chance a Fae wouldn’t know if someone had their feather. Fae feathers are full of magic.”

Enid carefully withdrew the feather from her leather sheath. “I kept it next to my sabre,” Enid told the Professor. He nodded with approval.

“Oh, it is a yellow!” the Professor’s eyes shone as he reached for it.

“What does that mean?” Enid asked, handing him the feather.

“A Fae’s coloured feather means many things,” the Professor stroked the long quill with quivering fingers. “Feathers are sometimes released from a Fae during times of extreme emotion. Bellator is a Red Fae. A red feather can mean anger. An orange, humour. A yellow… well. Kindness. Love.” The Professor smiled at Enid and handed it back to her. “You are truly fortunate to be gifted a yellow feather.” 

Enid’s dimples flashed. She cradled the precious gift, showing it to her siblings as they gathered closer to look. 

“So, this will help us use the tapestries as a gateway?” Edward examined the feather. “How?”

“Let’s go and find out!” The Professor stood up, swinging a tattered satchel over his shoulder. “Gather what you need,” he directed them. “We leave in one hour.”







OEBPS/images/d5023649-d092-457b-a157-87c93de41152.jpeg
- SKILLEDINMAGIG

&)ECADE OF THE BLUE Moon

NSECUT!(D " LIBERTAS

o8





OEBPS/images/0f0d35d0-1236-428a-8a6b-58046e6cebbc.png
FIVEON
THEULTIMATE
ADVENTURE








