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For a time, I was the most powerful Master of the Beasts who ever walked this land. A royal prince. A courageous hero. People chanted my name.


But at the peak of my fame, it was taken from me by cowards.


For almost three centuries my spirit has wandered the realms. In ghostly form, I have searched for the one magical token that will bring me back.


And now I have found it, Avantia will pay for her treachery.


Only a fool would stand in my path.


Karadin
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THE BURIED HAND
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The clang of steel on steel jerked Tom from his sleep, setting his pulse thudding. He sat up, reaching for his sword. Is the palace under attack? But then he heard a cheerful shout from outside, followed by a laugh, and he remembered: the noise was no battle. Captain Harkman’s workmen were fixing the palace drainage system. Tom lay back down with a groan, pulling his warm bedclothes tighter, trying to find sleep again, but another loud bang was followed by the rhythmic ringing of a pickaxe on stone.


He sighed. This is hopeless!


He rubbed his eyes and swung his legs out of bed. It was barely dawn and thin silvery light filtered through the gap in the shutters. Setting his feet on the chilly flagstones, Tom shrugged his tunic over his head, yanked on his boots then left his room. I may as well get breakfast!


Elenna was already ahead of him, making her own way down to the kitchens. “Good morning!” Tom called. As his friend turned, he had to stifle a grin. Scowling fiercely and with her short hair sticking up in messy tufts, she looked even grumpier about being up than him.


“Good?” Elenna grumbled. “I don’t see what’s good about it. How long does it take to fix a few pipes? And I still don’t understand why work has to start so early! Every. Single. Day.”


Tom chuckled. “After all the places we’ve slept on our Quests you’re bothered by a bit of noise? Although, I have to admit, there’s something about being woken at the crack of dawn when you’re tucked up in a feather bed that does grate a little.” He shrugged. “But the sooner they start, the sooner they’ll finish, I suppose.”


“Well, it can’t be soon enough for me!” Elenna replied, pushing open the door to the kitchens. A warm burst of air engulfed Tom, along with the smell of bacon frying. His stomach growled in anticipation and he felt instantly more cheerful. But before he could enter, a sharp, fearful cry from outside pulled him up short.


“Fire!” another voice yelled from the courtyard.


Elenna turned to Tom with a sigh. “Sounds like breakfast will have to wait,” she said.


Tom nodded. “We’d better find out what’s going on!”


They hurried together through the palace and headed out into the chilly dawn to see King Hugo already striding across the courtyard towards the stable block. Brownish smoke coiled upwards from the worksite near the stables where the drainage was being repaired. Tom felt a jolt of worry for the horses and quickened his step.


“Get back!” Harkman cried, urgently shooing three burly workmen away from a jagged trench in the ground. The workmen gaped at the hole, their shovels and pickaxes hanging limply in their hands as more smoke billowed up.


“What’s going on?” King Hugo asked, reaching the captain and his men at the same time as Tom and Elenna did.


Harkman gestured to the trench. “In there!” he said. “Some kind of smoke. But there’re no flames. And it stinks!”


Elenna clapped a hand over her nose just as Tom got a whiff of the most revolting stench he’d ever smelled. A mix of burned hair, rotten eggs and sewage.


“Move away!” Harkman told his men again. Tom and Elenna stepped past them to the edge of the trench and peered down through the smoke, which spiralled slowly upwards. The smell was so bad it made Tom’s head swim.


“What’s that?” Elenna said, pointing downwards. Right in the bottom of the hole, partly covered by dirt, Tom spotted a rectangular metal object, about the length of his forearm, and covered in rust. A few final wisps of smoke cleared, and Tom saw it was some kind of box.
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“Careful,” he cried, as Harkman leapt down to retrieve it.


The captain quickly brushed away loose soil and prised the container free. “It’s just an old box,” he said, climbing back out of the hole and holding the object where everyone could see it. “There are some markings on the top, though.” The metalwork was so corroded it was hard to make out the etchings, but, peering closely, Tom saw twin swords, crossed above the hilt.


“That looks almost like a coat of arms,” King Hugo said, rubbing at his beard. “But not one I recognise.”


Harkman gave the lid a tug. “It’s rusted shut,” he said.


“What’s going on?” Daltec asked, arriving at the worksite with his cloak pulled crookedly over his nightgown. His face creased. ‘What’s that dreadful smell?’


Harkman held up the box. “It came from the hole where we found this,” he said. “But it won’t open.”


Daltec took the box, frowning at the rusted seam along its edge. “It may be an enchantment of some sort,” he said. “There might be more fumes, so we should open it out here in the fresh air. Everyone stand back.”


Tom shuffled a few paces away from the young wizard, expecting him to use some kind of spell. But Daltec stooped to take a chisel from a nearby pile of tools and worked it under the lid. The box opened stiffly, with a grating sound.


Daltec gasped, almost dropping the box. “What is it?” Tom asked, leaning in closer for a better view.


A breath of cold, dank air hit him. If felt as if he’d stepped into a mouldy old cellar. Or a crypt. The box was lined with moth-eaten velvet, and nestled inside, yellowed with age, was a single skeleton hand.
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Welcome to
the world of
Beast Quest!

/ Tom was once an ordinary village
/ boy, until he travelled to the City, met
King Hugo and discovered his destiny.
Now he is the Master of the Beasts, sworn
to defend Avantia and its people against
Evil. Tom draws on the might of the

magical Golden Armour, and is protected
by powerful tokens granted to him by the
Good Beasts of Avantia. Together with his
loyal companion Elenna, Tom is always
ready to visit new lands and tackle the
enemies of the realm.

‘While there’s blood in his veins,
Tom will never give up the
Quest...
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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.






