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‘A riveting tale full of secrets, suspense and the power of storytelling. Just beware reading it if camping out in a dark, spooky wood …’


Jamie Littler,


Author of Frostheart


‘Set in a centuries-old theatre amid rumours of a witch’s curse, this magical tale is distinctive, dark and mysterious – a thoroughly intriguing adventure’


Katherine Woodfine,


Author of The Sinclair’s Mysteries


‘A cursed theatre, a witch’s play and a warm-hearted heroine determined to follow her dream. I loved this perfectly paced mystery showcasing the magic of storytelling and the power of friendship’


A.F. Steadman,


Author of Skandar and the Unicorn Thief


‘A brilliant, spine-tingling mystery that kept me on the edge of my seat’


Ewa Jozefkowicz,


Author of The Dragon in the Bookshop


‘Bewitching and beguiling – The Wildstorm Curse is a heartwarming and spine-chilling tale of friendship, bravery, and the intoxicating magic of storytelling. Once you step foot into the Wildstorm Theatre, you’ll never want to leave’


Jack Meggitt-Phillips,


Author of The Beast and the Bethany


‘Fabulously gripping. I couldn’t put it down’


Abi Elphinstone,


Author of Sky Song
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‘An assured debut from a notable new talent’


Sunday Times Children’s Book of the Week


‘A wonderful tale of dark magic, supernatural forces and family secrets’


The Week Junior


‘This irresistible, spellbinding tale is full of supernatural twists and turns’


BookTrust


‘A totally thrilling, mysterious adventure’


Michelle Harrison,


Author of A Pinch of Magic


‘Dark, intoxicating, so full of killer twists I didn’t know who to trust’


Emma Carroll,


Author of Letters from the Lighthouse


‘A deliciously spine-tingling story with sisterhood at its heart. I loved it’


A.F. Steadman,


Author of Skandar and the Unicorn Thief
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For Sorcha, my old friend.


Thank you for all the adventures.
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Tig had no reason to suspect that the letters would contain the start of something – and the end of everything else.


The first letter arrived on a school night and smelt of pine needles and damp earth. Tig almost stepped on it as he came through the front door, his mind on science homework and his missing PE shorts. He picked it up and felt a hard lump inside the brown envelope. It was addressed to Tig and Elsa Dourwell and had a stamp illustrated with a tiny emerald tree.


‘Elsa, there’s something from Grandfather Killian here,’ said Tig, taking it into the kitchen.


Doctor Killian was a distant figure, like a character in a book Tig had half forgotten. He lived somewhere abroad, Tig was not quite sure where, and he only ever sent letters to them at Christmas. Today was not a letter day.


Elsa, Tig’s older sister, was already busily making their after-school snack. Tig placed the letter on the table and joined her at the kitchen counter. Tig and Elsa took snacks seriously. Today was toasted bagels.


Tig started on the toppings: peanut butter and raspberry jam; garlic cream cheese; and chocolate spread with sprinkles. Tig began making artistic swirls with the cream cheese. At school, Tig was known for speaking to people’s shoes and staring out of windows. A recent growth spurt had made him one of the tallest boys in his class but Tig had much preferred being short and had started hunching his shoulders as if this might persuade his body to stop getting any taller.


Elsa was energetic and practical, and was generally overseeing the whole bagel operation. She bounced on her toes and would occasionally launch into star jumps if she stood still for too long. She talked with her hands and had a shout like a referee’s whistle.


Perhaps because Elsa was naturally loud, it had made Tig naturally quiet. He didn’t mind. If you were quiet, you were less likely to attract trouble. Tig knew people thought he was a scaredy-cat but he didn’t know how to be anything else. Both siblings had inherited the Dourwell family features: dark eyebrows and eyes black as winter nights. Elsa’s hair was fair and sleek and Tig’s hair was dark and dishevelled.


‘Go on, then,’ said Elsa, as they sat down with the bagel mountain between them. ‘Open the letter.’


‘Shouldn’t we wait until Dad gets back?’ asked Tig. ‘It’s for us, isn’t it?’ said Elsa. ‘Anyway, Dad will just get all weird about it. You know what he’s like about The Grandfather.’


‘Yeah, probably,’ conceded Tig.


Their dad didn’t like talking about his father; whenever the topic came up, he would say, ‘We’re very different people,’ and start talking about the weather. Tig was secretly enchanted by their mysterious relation. There was a photo of him in Dad’s bedroom: in it he was a bright-eyed figure, stooped over a notebook, glancing at the camera. Grandfather Killian stared out of the frame as if an incredible idea had just popped into his head and he desperately needed to share it with someone. The strange homemade cards he sent all featured drawings of animals – wild horses, giant octopuses and lions with snakes’ tongues – Tig kept them in a box under his bed so he could copy them into his sketchbooks. Tig often daydreamed about sharing his own drawings with his grandfather, but he never found the courage to do anything about it.


‘Oh, come on, Tig,’ prompted Elsa, her mouth full of bagel. ‘I’ve got netball in ten minutes.’


There was no point arguing with Elsa. She was thirteen, a year older than Tig, and took her duties as an older sister seriously, as if she had won the position over lesser candidates and was eager to prove herself. She could often be bossy but Tig knew that was just Elsa’s way of showing she cared.


Tig picked up the letter and dug his fingers under the fold. The hairs on his arms stood up as his fingertips touched something ice cold inside the envelope. On to his palm fell two small silver charms. A wolf and a fairy, no bigger than coat buttons. And there was a letter:




Dear Tig and Elsa,


I send you two gifts. Two silver charms. These gifts must be treated with the utmost care for they have been made in Grimmhart.


In Grimmhart, fairy tales aren’t just stories: they are living legends. The trees in the forest are ancient, older than the Pyramids, so old that some believe they have grown their own souls. It is a place where secrets are kept and never shared.


But these silver charms do not belong in Grimmhart, for all is not well here. I am trusting you to keep them safe.


Do not write to me. I will not reply.


Yours,


Doctor Killian Dourwell


P.S. Ice wolf for the boy. Giggling fairy for the girl.





Tig re-read the letter three times. He felt peculiar, as if he had drifted up from his seat and was floating above the table. He had a strong feeling he had just read something that he would never forget.


‘Well, this is the weirdest letter ever,’ said Elsa, her voice making Tig flinch. ‘We’re way too old for fairy tales.’


‘Yeah, it’s weird,’ replied Tig faintly as he pushed the letter back into the envelope.


Do not write to me. I will not reply. He felt dizzy. Elsa reached over and picked up the fairy charm to examine it.


‘Why do I have to get the stupid fairy?’ she complained. ‘At least wolves are cool. I bet he thinks I want a pretty little doll because I’m a girl.’


The fairy charm had webbed wings like a wasp and a wicked pointed face. It didn’t look like a pretty doll to Tig. Strangest of all were its tiny eyes, which seemed to sparkle menacingly. Tig supressed a shudder.


‘What does he want us to do with them?’ said Tig nervously.


‘I dunno. Does it matter? Ah, I’m late!’ Elsa sprang up from her chair and threw the fairy charm into her gym bag. ‘I cannot miss this match – I might have to resign as captain if we lose!’ She paused in the doorway. ‘Hey, Tig!’


‘What?’


‘Don’t worry about this, OK?’ His sister gave him a familiar look of concern, like a doctor checking a troublesome patient. ‘It’s just Grandfather having a bit of fun.’


‘Yeah, I know,’ said Tig quickly. ‘Go! Good luck.’ Elsa gave him a grin, shouted goodbye from the hallway and slammed the front door.


Tig remained at the table. His heart felt like a spring in his chest, tense and coiled. Slowly, he reached for the wolf charm. As he touched it, the kitchen seemed to go very quiet. The hum of the fridge, the traffic on the main road and even the barking from their neighbour’s dog seemed to hush – almost as if everything was holding its breath. The little silver wolf was mid-prowl, its silver nose to the sky and one silver paw raised. Just like the fairy, its eyes seemed to glitter. It was almost as if the wolf was watching him.


No! Tig was being silly. He dropped the charm back into the envelope.


The traffic noise resumed and the neighbour’s dog began to yap happily. It was just another regular afternoon. As Tig heaved his school bag upstairs, his mind was already drifting back to ordinary things, like the sculpture he was making from straws and what was for dinner. The last thought he gave to the silver wolf charm and the letter was to stuff them in the back of his sock drawer and allow the darkness to hide them from view.


The second letter arrived late on Friday evening. This time their dad found it.


Since the first letter, daily life had continued as normal. Elsa won her netball match and the three of them celebrated with fish and chips. Tig successfully avoided the cruel-tongued bullies in the year above by walking the long way around the science block at the end of class. He spent that evening drawing a tree with his new oil pastels, which Dad had stuck on the fridge. It wasn’t until the next morning that Tig realised he’d drawn the emerald tree from the stamp on Doctor Killian’s letter. The realisation made him feel uneasy. Tig had tried very hard to forget what was hidden in his sock drawer.


That Friday, it was Tig and Elsa’s night to cook. A big pan of spaghetti bolognese was bubbling away as Tig threw frozen peas across the kitchen for Elsa to catch in a bowl. They were laughing so much that they didn’t notice their dad standing in the doorway. But then he spoke:


‘He’s dead.’


The bowl slipped from Elsa’s hands. The peas rolled away across the floor.


‘Who?’ she gasped.


Their dad was staring at a letter in his hands.


‘He – Grandfather Killian,’ croaked Dad, and he read aloud, in the voice of a sleepwalker: ‘“We regret to inform you that Killian Abel Dourwell died two days ago. His house and papers are passed to you, his only son.”’


Tig couldn’t think what to say. He’d never seen Dad so ghostly pale.


‘Dad, are you OK?’ murmured Elsa. ‘Do you need to sit down?’


At Elsa’s words, their dad jerked out of his daze. In a sudden movement, he folded up the letter and straightened his tie.


‘We need to leave,’ he said abruptly. ‘Go upstairs and pack.’


‘What about dinner?’ Elsa protested.


‘There’s no time,’ said Dad. ‘I need everyone in the car in ten minutes.’


Elsa glanced at Tig. He stared helplessly back, his whole body numb. Dad had that wild glint in his eyes that Tig associated with catching trains and reorganising the kitchen cabinets.


‘Dad? Where are we going?’ said Tig, nervousness tugging at his insides.


Their dad looked at them as if he’d only just remembered they were in the room.


‘We’re going on a journey,’ said Dad. ‘We’re going to Grimmhart Forest.’
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Tig was squished in the back of the car with the bags. The sun was starting to set, its orange descent hidden behind high-rise tower blocks and motorway bridges. The silver wolf charm was hidden in the bottom of his rucksack. It had felt somehow disrespectful to leave it behind now that Doctor Killian was gone.


Dad wasn’t speaking much and that made Tig worried. Their dad was a man of lists and timetables, not spontaneous trips. Signs for THE SOUTH whipped past. Dad hadn’t told them how long the journey to Grimmhart Forest would take. He wasn’t even using the satnav. Tig always felt anxious about visiting new places and the thought of a mysterious unknown forest was spine-shivering.


He must have fallen asleep because when Tig next opened his eyes, everything was much darker. He could hear a low hiss and shush – they must be near to the sea. The wheels grated over pebbled shingle until the car stopped. The headlamps shot out across grey-black water and Tig saw that they had come to the very edge of the shore. A perfume of salt and seaweed filled the car.


‘Dad? Where are we?’ whispered Elsa.


‘Should be here soon,’ muttered Dad, and Tig saw his father’s silhouette craning to look up at the moon. ‘Not long now.’


They waited, Tig growing more and more nervous. Then a sound shook the empty night. It was a bell, echoing eerily across the waves.


‘There’s something coming!’ cried Elsa.


From the darkness of the ocean emerged a small rusty boat. There was a rumble of chains, and the front of the boat was lowered to make a gangway. Dad drove on board and once the gangway was raised back, the craft began to drift out to sea.


Tig stared at the hanging ropes and clinking hooks, a chill icing his blood. Then a figure appeared at the car window and Tig gasped. Two green eyes burst from a face almost entirely covered in tangled black hair; the eyebrows and beard met like two entwined creepers. The man rapped on the window with dirty knuckles.


‘Name?’


‘Dourwell,’ said Dad clearly.


The man gave an approving grunt and then stomped into the cabin. The boat picked up speed and the car jostled with the rhythm of the waves.


‘Is he a pirate?’ gulped Tig.


‘Don’t be ridiculous,’ muttered Dad. ‘He’s not a pirate; he’s a smuggler.’


Time did funny things on that crossing, with the black sea sloshing around them. Tig was sure they’d been going for hours and hours but when he checked his watch only five minutes had passed. He fell asleep again and was thrust awake as the car bumped down the gangway. He rubbed the window and peered out. It was still dark. The only hint of dawn was a thin grey line on the horizon. Tig twisted in his seat to catch a final look at the boat and its strange captain, before the darkness enveloped them like fog.


The car grumbled over a sandy beach then zoomed onwards again. After an hour, the sun began to rise, trailing their route with cold yellow fingertips. At six in the morning, Dad stopped the car. They had been driving along a stretch of flat road with marshlands on either side. A haze of rain blurred the bleak landscape, and the roads were empty. They were at a crossroads, facing a signpost pointing right. The signpost was so old and weather-beaten that the words had entirely faded away. Dad opened his car door and stepped out into the rain.


Dad walked up to the signpost. He appeared to be speaking but Tig couldn’t make out the words, then Dad gave the sign a hefty push. It started spinning like an arrow on a board game and it finally stopped, pointing back the way they had come.


‘Elsa! Wake up!’ Tig shook her.


‘Wha … ?’ grumbled his sister.


Dad jumped back into the driving seat and the car shot off back the way they had just come.


‘Um, Dad? We’ve just been this way,’ Tig pointed out. But then he noticed the trees. The marshland was gone and instead they were surrounded by tall spiky pine trees. Their dad spun the wheel and they swerved off the road into the forest. The morning light was abruptly cut off as a green gloom engulfed them. Tig thought he felt the air shudder, but it must have been the car bouncing on the track. The deeper they went, the thicker the forest became as branches overlapped and the gaps between the trunks started to narrow. Tig weirdly felt like the trees were shuffling closer. The track was getting bumpier and narrower. Pine needles scratched the car’s paintwork.


‘I don’t like this,’ said Tig, his chest tight. ‘We need to go back.’


‘Nothing to worry about,’ said Dad, but Tig could see sweat breaking out on his forehead.


‘We’re not going to fit!’ yelled Elsa – but it was too late.


The car had scraped between two trunks and got stuck. The tyres squealed and the doors began to buckle – the trees were squeezing them! They were going to be crushed like a grape in the hands of a giant.


‘Dad! Please make it stop!’ Tig screamed, panic clawing his insides.


‘This is the way!’ shouted Dad. ‘We – wait! Quick! Empty your pockets!’


‘What?’ yelled Elsa. ‘You’ve got to reverse!’


CRACK!


A jagged cut appeared in Tig’s window, the pine needles reaching through the glass like witches’ fingernails.


‘Give me what’s in your pockets!’ Dad shouted. ‘Now!’


Tig groped in his trouser pocket and brought out a pencil, Elsa a broken shoelace. Dad snatched up the objects, along with a penny from his own pocket, and flung them out of the window into the smothering arms of the forest. At once the path widened, the trees leant back as if pushed by a strong wind and the car shot forward.


‘What on earth just happened?’ cried Elsa. She twisted to look at Tig. ‘You all right?’


‘Yeah …’ panted Tig.


The crack on the window had vanished and now he couldn’t remember if he’d imagined it.


‘We’re almost there,’ said Dad, and Elsa and Tig leant forward in their seats.


The trees parted to reveal the pointed rooftops and softly glowing lights of a village, snuggled on the mountainside. Behind the village there was the dark outline of a tower, only just visible in the grey dawn. The forest encircled the tower as if it was an island surrounded by a green sea. Birds floated over the treetops like ash from a fire. Their road didn’t enter the village; instead, it wound uphill back into the trees. They continued to climb until, at long last, the car stopped.


‘Here we are,’ said Dad, exhausted.


A grey cottage was set back from the lonely road, in the shadow of the trees. The windows were dark and empty. It was like a stone chest with unknown secrets locked within it. As he stared up at the cottage, Tig remembered a line from the first letter – all is not well in Grimmhart – and his heart skipped nervously. No sooner had he thought it, a light flickered in the empty house. There was someone inside.
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Tig followed Elsa and Dad up the garden path. Tig’s shoulders were itchy as if a hundred invisible eyes were staring at him, but there were no other houses around, only trees.


He thought about Grandfather Killian sitting at his window to draw those trees in his sketchbook. Tig felt a swoop of melancholy that he wasn’t there to greet them. On closer inspection, Tig saw that the stone walls of the cottage weren’t just grey, they were shades of granite, silver and chalk like the colours of stormy oceans. The black slate roof shone in the early morning light. There was a name painted in emerald above the door: Ramblethorn Cottage.


‘Hello? Anyone here?’ their dad called, looking up at the lit window. ‘It’s Darius Dourwell—’


The front door banged open, revealing a vast woman in a shaggy brown coat.


‘Mr Dourwell, you have come.’ She spoke in a low deep voice.


‘Greta Brownhorn?’ Dad’s face broke into a surprised smile. ‘What are you doing here?’


‘I knew you’d be coming,’ she said in a formal tone. ‘The hot water is on. I’ve brought milk, seed-bread and a dozen oatmeal scones.’


The woman beckoned them into the hallway and Tig smelt woodchips and baked nuts as he passed her.


‘That’s very kind of you,’ said Dad. ‘How’s Horace? How—’


‘It was not kind. I am merely doing my duty for the village,’ she said stiffly.


‘Oh. Well.’ Dad looked wrong-footed.


Tig had almost forgotten that Dad must have grown up here. Adulthood fitted Dad like a tailor-made suit; Tig simply couldn’t picture him as a child.


‘Bring your father’s paperwork to the bank this afternoon,’ continued Greta Brownhorn. ‘Once Doctor Killian’s affairs are in order then the village wishes you well on your journey home.’ She paused, and sighed, dropping her businesslike manner, as she added, ‘They want it dealt with quickly, Darius. It’s good to see you.’


She bustled to the door and Tig spotted something silver pinned to her collar but before he could get a better look, Greta Brownhorn had gone.


The cottage had four storeys including the attic. Tig, Elsa and their dad went from room to room, peering at the antique furniture and paintings of trees in vivid red and black charcoal. Dad got very enthusiastic when they found his old school reports in a dusty box, and a thoroughly boring picture book called The Bear Who Was Always on Time, which he sat down to read. Tig was disappointed not to find any of their grandfather’s animal drawings.


After exploring, they ate the oatmeal scones for breakfast. They were warm and nutty and made the three of them sleepy, so Dad suggested they all go for a nap. Tig was given the attic bedroom at the back of the house. It had sloping ceilings and smelt musty but not unpleasant. A porthole window looked out across the forest, which spread away into the horizon. A white owl swept gracefully over the treetops, its wingspan wider than Tig’s outstretched arms. He watched its hypnotic progress, back and forth, before it dived out of sight.


He kept thinking about Doctor Killian’s letter and Greta Brownhorn’s decidedly unfriendly welcome. Unease scratched at him. Without meaning to, he found himself searching for the silver wolf charm. He extracted it from the tangle of clothes in his rucksack and turned it between his fingers. The wolf’s fur was so finely crafted, he could almost imagine it rippling in a forest breeze.


Then something strange happened. Tig smelt pine needles and sweet sugary sap; he heard the shiver of the leaves, although the window wasn’t open. He could sense other things too – the scent of a fox in the garden and the soft hoot of more owls hidden in the trees – and something else … a damp aroma on the air, like dead leaves and decay …


Tig dropped the silver charm on the floor and backed away from it. The smells and sounds vanished but his heart continued to race. He kicked the charm under the bed with his toe and got under the covers. He forced his eyes shut, his chest heaving.


Tig was woken at lunchtime by Elsa barging into the attic bedroom.


‘There’s a man here!’ she announced, bouncing on to his rumpled bed.


‘Is it Dad?’ croaked Tig.


‘Hilarious,’ said Elsa sarcastically. ‘It’s Great-Uncle Aleksander and some snooty cousin.’


‘Grandfather’s brother?’ said Tig, opening his eyes wider. ‘He’s a professor, isn’t he?’


‘I dunno what he is.’ Elsa shrugged. ‘Wow! How big is this forest?’ She leant on Tig’s foot to look out of the porthole window. ‘Dad’s driving was awful, wasn’t it? I think he’s sick or something. I told him we’d get stuck!’


Tig wriggled into a sitting position.


‘I don’t think it was Dad’s fault …’ But Tig let it go. He couldn’t be entirely sure what had happened on that drive through the trees. ‘Elsa, you know that letter we got?’ he said cautiously.


‘The one with the charms? Why?’ said Elsa, shuffling to sit cross-legged on the bed.


‘At the end it said “Do not write to me. I will not reply.” Well … do you think that was because Grandfather Killian knew …’ Tig’s voice faded away.


‘He was going to die?’ finished Elsa. ‘It’s possible. Maybe he was ill.’


‘But Dad would have told us if Grandfather was ill. I don’t know, something doesn’t seem right,’ Tig said. ‘Did you bring your charm with you?’


‘The fairy?’ Elsa looked surprised. ‘Yeah. I think it’s still in my gym bag.’


‘Do you … um … feel anything when you hold it?’ said Tig tentatively. He knew he must sound stupid and his cheeks burnt.


‘Nope …’ Elsa stared at him. ‘You feeling all right?’


‘It’s just weird being here,’ mumbled Tig. ‘Grandfather’s gone and we never got to know him.’


Elsa crawled down the bed and put her arm around his shoulders. His worry seemed to thaw in her warmth.


‘I know,’ said Elsa quietly. ‘It’s sad. But don’t worry. I’m sure it was just a coincidence that he sent that letter when he did. Come on.’ She scampered off the bed. ‘Great-Uncle-Professor brought cake.’


She raced downstairs and Tig got dressed quickly, trying to shake off his worries. But as he paused in the doorway, he could almost feel the silver wolf charm glinting at him from under the bed. Stop being silly, he thought and closed the door without looking back.


Professor Aleksander brimmed with charm and Tig liked him at once. His lined face was weather-worn and full of adventure. He had a fluffy white beard, which wiggled as he spoke, and he had a way of listening that made his dark eyes shine.


Their cousin Ania was the opposite of her grandpa. She was eleven, a year younger than Tig, with a stiff bob of dark hair and haughty eyebrows. She sat on the window seat, slightly removed from the group. She had a way of tipping her head back and looking down her nose at anyone who spoke to her.


‘Where exactly is Grimmhart?’ quizzed Elsa.


Professor Aleksander’s eyes twinkled cheekily.


‘Grimmhart can only be found by those who know where it is,’ he said with a smile, and Tig couldn’t tell if he was joking or not.


‘But what country is it in?’ Elsa persisted.


‘Best not to bore the professor with too many questions,’ said Dad hurriedly, passing Elsa another slice of cake.


‘I don’t mind questions, Darius,’ said the professor. ‘Curiosity is a family trait.’ His voice dropped, inviting Elsa and Tig to lean closer. ‘The Grimmhart Forest has inspired hundreds of ancient fables and fairy tales about the creatures lurking in its depths. Stories about pixies and goblins, and candlewick witches, no bigger than a match. Stories about the mysterious First Creature, the most powerful being in Grimmhart. Oh, there is much to be curious about!’


Professor Aleksander’s words sparked pictures in Tig’s mind and familiar kernels of dread started to pop inside his stomach – could there really be such fantastical creatures so close to where they sat? The silence was broken by Ania adding sugar to her tea and stirring it nosily.


‘They’re just stories,’ said Dad quickly, shooting a nervous look at Tig. ‘Nothing to be scared about.’


‘Yet all stories must come from somewhere,’ said Professor Aleksander. ‘Of course, you are quite safe as long as you stick to the roads …’ He gave them a mysterious smile and then chuckled. ‘Your grandfather and I have been studying the legends and creatures of Grimmhart for the last fifty years and I do rabbit on about it!’ He paused. ‘If only Killian was here. What a pity you did not visit sooner.’


Dad suddenly became very interested in refilling everyone’s cups of tea. Behind him, Ania continued to stare haughtily down her nose at a biscuit.


‘So sad,’ continued the professor. ‘A genius like Killian taken from us in such a tragic accident.’


Tig felt a chill creep up his spine.


‘An accident?’ Tig repeated, glancing at Elsa, who narrowed her eyes thoughtfully.


‘What happened?’ asked Elsa.


‘It was a dark and treacherous night,’ said the professor. ‘Killian was walking home along a road that overlooks the valley. There is a steep drop to the lake below. He must have stumbled and …’ The professor’s voice cracked. ‘They found his hat at the edge of the cliff.’


Dad was staring so hard into his teacup, it looked as if he was preparing to dive inside it.


‘You’ll forgive me, but I must be getting back to my studies,’ said Professor Aleksander with a heavy sigh. ‘I know your dad has business in the village. Now where is Ania?’


Tig hadn’t noticed she was missing.


‘I’ll go and look for her,’ he offered.


He hurried up the stairs, pausing on each floor, but there was no sign of his cousin. He wished they hadn’t been told about Doctor Killian’s accident. Not only had the facts made him feel sick but it left him with a bitter anxiety that something wasn’t right. He ducked a wooden beam and pushed open the slanting door to his attic bedroom. Ania was there with her back to him, peering into the wardrobe.


‘What are you doing?’ Tig blurted out.


She spun around and glared as if he’d trampled into her bedroom, instead of the other way around.


‘This is my room!’ said Tig, with as much authority as he could muster.


‘I got lost,’ she said disdainfully. ‘I was looking for the toilet.’


‘Well, it’s not in my wardrobe,’ said Tig awkwardly.


Ania didn’t respond. She was giving him a piercing look as if weighing him up and it seemed that she was about to say something when there was a shout from downstairs:


‘Ania? Tig!’


Before he could stop her, Ania had pushed past Tig and run downstairs. He dropped on to his hands and knees and craned his neck under the bed; the silver wolf charm was still there, glinting in the darkness. He scooped it up and stuffed it into the drawer in his bedside cupboard, unwilling to hold it for too long. Doctor Killian had asked him to keep it safe and now he was gone. Was it simply a coincidence? There were secrets here; Tig could feel it. Not just secrets. There was danger lurking in Grimmhart.
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