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There are special gold coins to
collect in this book. You will earn
one coin for every chapter you read.

 

Find out what to do with your coins
at the end of the book.
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It’s been many years since I crossed the borders of Avantia. I can’t say I’ve missed the place much. Last time I was here, my plan to conquer the kingdom was foiled by a mere boy, though he calls himself their Master of the Beasts.

 

Now I serve a new and cruel master. Though he looks like a man, he has the cold heart of a monster. We have travelled day and night from the Wildlands north of Avantia’s frozen wastes, and at last the walls of the City loom into view.

 

I have heard the boy Tom is still alive. I wonder what he will think when he sees me again. And I wonder if he will understand the terrible danger that is about to be unleashed.

 

One thing is certain – the kingdom and its people are going to suffer a terrible fate.

 

Yours,

 

Kapra the Witch
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PETRA’S SPELL
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Tom shivered as an icy wind whipped through the valley.

If only I still had the magic of my shield, he thought. I could use Nanook’s bell to protect us from the cold… But the new King of Avantia had taken that from him, along with all his other powers.

“I can barely feel my fingers!” grumbled Elenna, rubbing her hands together. “Can’t we go now?”

A short distance away, the witch Petra was crouching down in the ruins of her little shack, sifting bits and pieces from the rubble. She turned to glare at Elenna.

“Oh, how terrible for you,” she sneered. “You might catch a chill! Meanwhile, a three-headed dragon Beast has just torn apart everything I’ve ever owned.”

“Thanks for reminding us,” said Elenna. “Again.”

For once, Tom actually felt sorry for the young witch. So far Petra had salvaged half a spell book and a few little bags of potion ingredients. Everything else had been trampled by Torka, the flying reptile Tom had just defeated.

“Just remember, her mother got us into this mess in the first place,” muttered Elenna, as Petra kept on hunting through the ruins. “It was Kapra who brought that imposter to Avantia. The one pretending to be Angelo, who threw out the real King Hugo. She’s obviously trying to destroy the kingdom!”

“My mother does hate Avantia,” said Petra, without turning round.

“Which is why we have to get back to the City,” said Elenna. “And fast!”

Tom nodded. He could still remember the horrifying things he had seen through the magical Sightmist. How the fake King Angelo was tormenting the citizens with new taxes and bullying them with his thuggish soldiers…

“We’d better get going,” he said, shuffling his feet to keep warm. “Whoever that imposter is, he has to be stopped.”

Petra cast him a sly smile. “Aren’t there four Beasts of the Wildlands?” she asked. “You’ve only defeated three. Is the great Master of the Beasts going to just give up?”

Tom shook his head. “The fourth Beast can wait. We’ve got a kingdom to save.”

Petra snorted. “Suit yourself.” She stood and slung a bag of possessions over her shoulder. “It’s only a day’s journey to the Icy Plains. Then about two days’ ride to the City…if you can find a horse, that is.”
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We have to get there quicker than that…

Tom hesitated. “Can you help us?” he asked.

Petra’s grin grew wider. “I must be dreaming. The mighty Tom needs help?”

Elenna rolled her eyes. “Just get on with it.”

“Very well.” Petra put down her bag. “My mother once taught me to make a powerful transportation potion. I’ve dug out all the ingredients. But if you really want my help…I’m going to need something in return.”

Tom felt his cheeks getting hot. I just hope she doesn’t ask me for a kiss again!

But instead Petra turned to Elenna. “You have to say sorry.”

“What for?” exploded Elenna.

Petra scowled. “For being mean to me all the time.”

Elenna clenched her fists, but Tom laid a hand on her arm. “It’s worth it,” he whispered. “We need her help.”

Elenna opened her mouth, then closed it again. She managed a phoney smile. “Sorry then, I suppose.”

Petra clapped her hands together. “That wasn’t so hard, was it? Now, get a fire going. I’ll prepare the cauldron…”

As the witch turned to get started, Elenna rolled her eyes.

 

A short while later, Tom watched as Petra dropped one foul ingredient after another into her cauldron. First a handful of rotten old mushrooms; then a scatter of sparrows’ tongues; last was a scrap of animal skin. Soon she had a thick, green liquid bubbling over the fire Tom and Elenna had made.

“It smells like a rancid bog,” said Elenna, wrinkling her nose. “Are you trying to poison us?”

“Charming,” sniffed Petra. “Maybe you should mix up your own magical potion of transportation.”

“We trust you,” said Tom, quickly. He wasn’t sure he really did. But right now she’s our only hope…

“I’ll just give it one last stir,” said Petra, twisting a wooden spoon in the liquid. “There! Now, we must all face south.”

“Why?” asked Elenna.
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Petra giggled. “What a stupid question. Because that’s the way we’re going, obviously.”

Petra spooned her potion into three little wooden cups and passed them round. Then she stood side by side with Tom and Elenna, facing south. “Drink it all,” said the witch. “Don’t leave a drop!”

Tom sniffed dubiously at the thick, dark green liquid. It really does smell like bog water! He pinched his nose. Then they all drank the potion together.

“Urgh,” gasped Elenna, throwing the cup away. “This had better work.”

“My spells always work,” snapped Petra. “Any…moment…”

Tom’s head swam. He felt dizzy.

“…now!” finished Petra.

And suddenly Tom was rushing towards the horizon. The ground raced beneath him, even though he wasn’t moving his legs. He flung out his arms, wheeling them for balance. To his right he saw Elenna doing the same. The mountains were sliding past her.
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