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Chapter One


The sound of musical chaos greeted Flora as she entered Pavan’s inventing room. Bangs, clangs and whistles came from every corner as his inventions busied themselves in a thousand different ways. It was as if they had lives of their own.


Pavan turned to greet her with a wave. He was wearing a lab coat and magnifying goggles that made his eyes look ridiculously big. He tried to shout to her, but the words were drowned out by the high-pitched whistling of a giant tea kettle, which he had designed to boil enough water for at least twelve cups of tea.


Flora ducked beneath a miniature train pulling carriages full of boiled sweets. It billowed out real steam as it chugged along a track suspended in mid-air. She took a sherbet lemon from one carriage and popped it in her mouth, savouring the lemony fizz.


“What are you making today?” she asked as she reached Pavan’s side.


He pulled up his goggles with a grin.


“Oh, you’re going to love it!” he said, stepping aside to show her.


On the table in front of them was a plant pot filled with soil. Flora glanced at Pavan doubtfully, wondering if he had taken up gardening as a hobby instead of inventing. But as she watched, a mechanical stem grew from a sapling into a tall plant, right in front of her eyes. Finally, it developed into a small tree with a brightly coloured metal flower. She gasped in awe.
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“Pavan, it’s incredible!” she said.


“It’s a hibiscus plant,” he said, looking at it proudly.


It began to shrink, eventually becoming a sapling again, before disappearing back into the soil.


“They grow in India, did you know that?” Pavan said. He paused and a frown appeared on his face.


“I’ve been thinking about India a lot lately,” he continued with a sigh. “It’s been so long since I left to come to England, I wonder if the orphanage is even still there.”


“Do you miss India? And the orphanage?” asked Flora. She couldn’t imagine what it must be like to grow up in an orphanage – she had been raised in this very building by her father. Her mother had died when she was young, but Flora and her father were happy just the two of them.


Pavan nodded, smiling at his memories. “It wasn’t much, but the orphanage was a nice place. After our parents died in the monsoon, it became a home for me and my older sister. We were a family and we looked after each other.”


A sadness swept over Flora as she thought about Pavan now being so far away from his home and his sister.


After chatting for a while, Flora asked Pavan if she could paint in his inventing room. He replied that he’d enjoy the company, so she set herself up next to him. The summer sun streamed in through the window, giving her the perfect light to paint by. She smiled happily, feeling the warmth of the rays on her face and thinking of the hot weather during her last adventure to Egypt.


She was grateful to be back home, though, taking a much-needed break from their adventuring. They’d decided to stay in London for a while so that her father could research his next expedition, Pavan could enjoy his inventing, and Flora could work on painting the beautiful sights she had seen while they’d been away, her memory still fresh.


She reached down to stroke Miu, who was purring softly as she snoozed on a nest made of Flora’s paintbrushes. Her pale fur reminded Flora of the bright Egyptian sand where she had found Miu injured in some temple ruins. The small cat looked quite content now, opening one eye snoozily as Flora tried to wriggle a paintbrush out from beneath her.


“Sorry, Miu,” she whispered, kissing the cat’s soft little head. Miu let out a small sigh, but then seemed content to go back to sleep.


Flora dipped her brush into the paint and leant close to the canvas. Just as she added the final dashes of colour to the garden scene in which Miu was playing among the flowers, the door opened and Mrs Fairweather, the housekeeper, looked in. She wrinkled her nose at the mess in Pavan’s inventing room and said crisply, “A letter has arrived for you.”


Flora stood up, which bothered Miu, who bolted from the room. Flora said, “Oh, thank you! I wonder––”


“Not you,” Mrs Fairweather said. “The letter is for him.” She pointed at Pavan, and he jumped up with a whoop of surprise.


“ME? But who would be writing to me?”


Shocked by the movement and the noise, a strange feeling moved through Flora’s body. It was like the sensation of needing to sneeze, and she clicked her fingers several times. These were what Flora called her tics – movements and sounds that she made without meaning to. When she had clicked her fingers enough times for the feeling to go away, she turned to Pavan.


“Who’s it from?” she asked. “What does it say?”


Carefully making sure his fingers avoided the spinning blade, Pavan used his automatic letter-opener on the envelope and pulled the paper out. He laughed excitedly as he read.


“I don’t believe it!” he said, and hurried over to show Flora.


The letter was written in beautiful handwriting. “It’s about my sister, Naya,” he continued before Flora even had a chance to read it. “It’s from the orphanage I grew up in. My sister contacted them and asked how she could find me. She still lives in Bombay, and she wants to see me. I knew there must be a reason I’ve been thinking about India so much lately … maybe her spirit was reaching out to mine.”
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“Oh, Pavan, that’s wonderful!” Flora exclaimed.


“I’m so excited to hear from Naya. I haven’t seen her since I left the orphanage with Lord Granville,” he said.


They both grimaced at the mention of Lord Granville, the villain who had followed them across the world causing nothing but pain and sadness for his own gain. Flora was so glad that Pavan had escaped from being his servant.


“What was she like, your sister?” Flora asked.


As the memories came into his mind, he smiled. “She was really fun. She used to play games with all the children in the orphanage, and at night when the lights went out, she would tell us stories of ancient myths.”


Pavan read more and a flash of something else crossed his face.


“Oh … it says she needs my help,” he said, sounding anxious. “I hope she’s OK …”


“Hope who’s OK?” said a different voice.


Flora and Pavan looked up to see Flora’s father in the doorway holding a purring Miu in his arms. His dark hair was ruffled and a pencil stuck out from behind his ear. It was clear from the twinkling in his eye that he had just come from the library and his mountains of research.


“My sister, Naya,” Pavan said, showing him the letter. “I think I want to go to Bombay to see her.”


There was hesitation in Pavan’s voice, as if he was asking Flora’s father for approval of his plan. He waited patiently while her father read the letter, fidgeting a little.


“I think …” Flora’s father said carefully, before looking at them with a smile, “that we should all go.”


Flora grinned. She’d hoped he’d say that!


“I would love to see the flora and fauna of India with my own eyes. We can find your sister, Naya, and help her however we can. What do you think, Flora?”


“Absolutely!” cried Flora, excitement fizzing in her belly.


She could never say no to an adventure! London would still be waiting for them when they came back, and she desperately wanted to help Pavan’s sister.


“I can’t believe I’m going back to India to see my sister again. Oh, I can’t wait!”


The excitement in Pavan’s eyes turned misty with sudden emotion. “I’m going to have a family again. I’ve missed her so much,” he said, looking happily at Flora and her father.


“I wonder how Naya found you after so long? How did the orphanage know you were living with us now?” Flora said.


Pavan shrugged. “Maybe they sent a letter to Lord Granville and he told them?”


“Hmm …” murmured Flora, wrinkling her nose. It didn’t seem likely that Lord Granville would do something as nice as that. The only time she had ever seen him be nice was to Dante, his white-furred, very stinky pet ferret who was almost as mean as his owner.


It was clear Pavan wasn’t giving it much thought; his eyes were now misty with memories. Flora knew he was thinking about his childhood with Naya. Smiling to herself, she could already tell that the trip was going to be really special. Pavan was the closest thing she had to a brother – and if Pavan had a sister, then she was as good as family to Flora too.
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Chapter Two


Six months later …


Flora lay sleepily in her hammock, listening to the waves as the ship swayed around her. They had been travelling for months to reach India, and now that she was over the seasickness, she was starting to really enjoy the soothing sensation of being rocked in her hammock bed.


The only thing that would improve the comfortable scene was if Miu could curl up on Flora’s chest like she did when they were at home, but Flora knew it was right to have left her cat back in London. It was much better to leave Miu with Mrs Fairweather, where she was happy and safe. But that didn’t stop Flora from missing her.


“Time to pack, Flora. We’re arriving in Bombay!” said her father, passing her open cabin door with his arms piled high with books.


“Where’s Pavan?” asked Flora, swinging her legs over the hammock.


“Oh, he’s already packed and on deck. He’s terrifically excited to see his sister again. You know, I think we’re going to have a wonderful time. I’ve just been reading that there’s going to be a rare purple moon during our stay. Won’t that be wonderful?” her father said.


He then paused and looked down at his books. “I hope I’ve done enough research on Indian plants …” he muttered before wandering off down the corridor.


It was easy for Flora to find Pavan once she had reached the deck. He was standing at the very front of the ship, leaning over the railing to watch as they approached the busy port at Bombay.


This was a place of bustling trade. The waters were full of ships both for cargo and for passengers from every part of the globe. Overlapping sounds of talking, shouting and singing came from every direction in languages Flora couldn’t understand. The port danced with the many colours of people’s clothes as they hurried to and fro.


As Flora joined Pavan, she shook her head in a tic. She felt his excitement with every bouncing movement he made and could see pure delight spreading across his face.
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“Isn’t this amazing?” he said, pointing down at the busy scene below. “It’s so bright, so colourful! I don’t have many memories from when I lived here, but I do remember the vivid colours.”


“It is amazing,” she replied. “Although try to stay on this side of the railing. If you lean any further, you’ll be looking at it from the water!” Flora laughed as she leant on the rail beside him and took in the incredible atmosphere.


There were huge, long warehouses that she imagined were full of everything from wonderful spices to beautiful fabrics. There were also buildings that were tall and square, decorated with stone arches and balconies that offered shade from the brilliant sun.


She daydreamed about sitting in that shade because even with her hat on she could feel the sun’s rays beating down on her. Still, she enjoyed the warmth spreading through her body, and she noticed that, just like in Isla Panacea, the heat dulled the strange, uncomfortable feeling that made her tic.


“Now we’re here, I’m starting to feel really nervous,” said Pavan suddenly. He turned to Flora, biting his lip. “What if Naya doesn’t remember me?”


He sat down on the deck, leaning back against the railing. Sensing her friend needed support, Flora sat down next to him and put a hand on his shoulder.


“She will remember you. You don’t just forget your brother or sister,” she said confidently.


Pavan gave a small smile, but then he sighed. “When Lord Granville first brought me to London, I thought I’d never come back to India again. That I’d never see Naya again. I wrote letters to her but I never got any back in return. I thought she’d left the orphanage and hadn’t got them. It’s been such a long time …”


Flora and Pavan were distracted as the deck began to fill with people waiting to disembark, many voices mixing to create an excited babble. Shouts rang out as ropes were thrown down to waiting hands on the land. The ship rocked with a small bump as it docked. They had arrived!


Pavan jumped up. A broad smile spread across his face as he ran through the crowd of passengers towards the gangplank. “Come on, Flora!” he called happily, and then he disappeared down and on to the busy dock.


Flora laughed to see her friend so excited. It was lovely to think he was just moments away from seeing his long-lost sister. She whistled, which was a new tic she’d been enjoying lately. She then picked up Pavan’s bag and went to find her father among the passengers before following Pavan on to land.


When they found him, he was still scanning the crowd for Naya, his hand raised to his eyes to shade them from the sun. It was no surprise he was struggling to find her – all the passengers from their ship were now coming ashore and wandering around, looking lost among the already busy dock full of traders, sellers and porters shouting for attention.


The porters offered to carry customers’ luggage to their hotels for them, jostling over the most valuable jobs. One porter was an elderly, white-haired man who shuffled along, wheezing and coughing while dragging along two suitcases. Behind him were two young and strong-looking passengers who seemed quite awkward, but when they offered to help the porter, they were angrily rebuffed.


“I can’t see her anywhere,” Pavan said, frustrated. He jumped on to a wooden cargo box to get a better view.
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“Maybe she’s not here yet?” Flora reassured him.


His hands began to shake while his eyes shone with growing tears. He rubbed his face and sat down on the edge of the box. “Maybe she’s not coming …” he said quietly. “Maybe she doesn’t care about me after all.”
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