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				The wall to her right was lined with tall, uncurtained windows. Through them she could glimpse a half-moon, veiled in clouds, sending out just enough dim light to see by. Molly turned, hesitant. Maybe she should try the other passageway? She leaned close to one window, mesmerised by the raindrops sluicing down the glass.

				The world turned white with a crack of lightning. Molly gave a choked cry and sprang back.

				‘Who’s there?’

				A figure on the other side of the glass was staring right at her.
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				A gust of wind sliced a hole through the mist. Below, a rugged shape jutted out of the sea, like a monster coming up for air. Molly Cornell grinned.

				‘There, Jack!’ she said. ‘Ravenstorm Island, look!’

				‘Where? Let me see!’

				Her little brother unsnapped his seatbelt and scrambled across her to peer out of the plane window.

				‘Oof! Watch where you’re putting your foot…’

				‘Best to keep your seatbelt on, young man,’ called the pilot over his shoulder.

				‘You heard him.’ Molly wrestled the grumbling Jack back into his seat. ‘Don’t worry, we’ll be seeing it up close soon enough.’

				‘I didn’t see the airport,’ Jack objected.

				‘You won’t. There isn’t one! Mum and Dad said you can’t get to Ravenstorm Island except on this seaplane. Or a boat, but the harbour’s tiny, too.’

				‘Cool,’ breathed Jack. ‘I want to see the harbour.’ He reached for his seatbelt clasp again.

				‘Stay there!’ Exasperated, Molly held him down with one hand and fumbled in her pocket with the other. ‘Show you a trick?’

				‘If it’s a good one.’ Jack folded his arms.

				Molly drew out a ten-pence piece and held it between her fingertips. ‘Bazooka!’ She waved her other hand across the coin, closing her eyes as if in a trance. ‘And – gone!’ She opened her empty hand.

				Jack shut one eye critically. ‘Now bring it back.’

				Molly stroked her fist and opened her fingers, the coin nestling in her palm once again. ‘Ta-dah!’

				Jack rolled his eyes, unimpressed. ‘That’s a French Drop. Easy-peasy. Mum showed me. Now make it go through your head.’

				Smothering a grin, Molly flipped the coin back to her fingertips. ‘OK, then…’

				When her parents got back from their summer tour, she’d have to ask them to show her some different magic tricks. Jack was getting mighty picky for a four-year-old. Any minute now he’d demand that she saw someone in half. It would have to be their only fellow-passenger on the tiny plane – that boy in the expensive-looking school uniform. He hadn’t spoken once since they’d boarded the plane, just read his book or stared out of the window. Molly wondered if he was visiting relatives on Ravenstorm Island, as she and Jack were.

				Like most summers, Molly and Jack would be spending this one apart from their parents – the Incredible Cornells were in huge demand at resorts and hotels throughout the holiday season – but this would be the first year she and Jack had spent with the Wolfreys at Ravenstorm Hall. Molly didn’t remember Uncle Bill and Aunt Catherine, and Jack had never met them. Bill and Catherine only had a son, Art – short for Arthur – who was the same age as Molly, so there wouldn’t be anyone for Jack to play with. Molly had a feeling that without a few new tricks to show him, it was going to be a long summer. Now, if only she could do real magic…

				Sure enough, Jack was fidgeting again, his fingers straying towards his seatbelt clasp.

				‘Jack, stop that. Look – don’t get out of your seat, you’ll be able to see sitting down! The plane’s banking. Now! The whole island’s right there. See?’

				Wow, Molly thought. She hoped Jack was as impressed as she was. The island might be small, but from up here it looked like a whole other world. The sea was azure, dazzling even through the clinging tendrils of mist, and it fringed the sandy coves with tiny white waves. Narrow streets wound through a village that hugged the harbour, picture-book pretty, its houses built of a warm yellow-grey stone. She could make out a church spire, a white lighthouse along the cliffs, and beyond that, a vast stone mansion with turrets and crow-stepped gables that edged the roof like tiny staircases. From one wing rose an impressive round tower.

				‘Whoa!’ said Jack, mouth agape. ‘Molly, look at the castle!’

				‘It’s amazing, isn’t it? And those gardens.’ From up high, the lawns and hedges looked as if they’d been trimmed with tiny scissors into their elaborate designs. Molly had never seen so many different shades of patterned green. As the plane turned again, and sunlight flashed off its wing, she could make out deep woods behind the mansion, mysterious and enticing. Their low flight startled a horde of ravens, which took off from the mansion’s treetops in alarm.

				‘Ravenstorm Hall,’ murmured Molly. ‘Has to be!’

				‘I’m going to like it,’ declared Jack.

				Well, that’s good news, Molly thought with an inward smile. Once Jack was determined about something, there was no backtracking. He’d like their summer home now if it killed him.

				She was pretty determined to like it, too. From up here, Ravenstorm Hall was awe-inspiring, so at ground level it was probably even more impressive. As the seaplane levelled again, Molly forgot her warnings to Jack and strained to peer out herself. The Wolfreys had just recently bought Ravenstorm Hall, complete with its contents, and Mum had told her that Aunt Catherine and Uncle Bill were hoping to find undiscovered treasures for their antiques business hidden in the cavernous rooms. As Molly gazed down at the magnificent turrets, her imagination conjured ancient cabinets locked for centuries, mysterious tower rooms, secret passageways… Maybe she wouldn’t have to think too hard about entertaining Jack after all. This summer could be a lot of fun for them both.

				‘Hey! Your seatbelt!’ Jack pointed at her lap, his face red with indignation.

				Molly gave him a rueful grin as she snapped it back on. She’d been so fascinated by the sight of Ravenstorm Hall, she must have slipped it off without thinking. ‘You’re right, Jack. Sorry! Here, why don’t you make the coin disappear? You know loads of tricks. How about you do a French Drop now?’

				Jack was instantly happy again, ready to show off. Taking the coin between his fingertips, he turned it for Molly’s inspection. Then popped it straight in his mouth.

				‘Jack!’ Alarmed, Molly started to reach for him, then clenched her fist in case she actually made him swallow it. ‘Don’t do that. You might choke!’

				‘Nope.’ With a smile of pure smugness, Jack produced the coin from his pocket. ‘See, I’m an Incredible Cornell too!’

				Molly didn’t know whether to be proud or annoyed. ‘Don’t get me worried like that, you little devil.’

				‘Don’t be so boring,’ said a clear, haughty voice. ‘I thought that was a great trick.’

				Molly turned, surprised. The schoolboy flying with them had been so engrossed in his book that Molly had forgotten he was there. Pretending to be engrossed, Molly corrected herself. Obviously the boy had been secretly watching them, and now he had the nerve to have a go at Molly in front of her own brother. Without even bothering to say hello first! He probably thought he was above all that, Molly decided; only very expensive schools made their pupils wear crested blazers and those ridiculous hats. Molly gave him a glare, and the boy returned it.

				The plane juddered, as if it had been thumped by a giant fist. Gasping, Molly forgot her stand-off with the strange boy, and clasped Jack’s hand as they descended steeply. Walls of white cloud rushed past the windows, then the seaplane broke through to reveal the small harbour up close. Molly jumped again when rain spattered the window beside her. The squall had closed in very quickly, and wind shook the little seaplane. Nervously, she double-checked Jack’s seatbelt.

				‘Nothing to worry about,’ called the pilot cheerfully above the noise of the engines and the weather. ‘It’s just a bit of turbulence as we descend. You’re perfectly safe.’

				Oh, thought Molly. That boy had better not be laughing at us…

				A quick glance was enough to reassure her, and Molly immediately felt guilty. The boy was gripping the arms of the seat with white knuckles, and his lips were clamped tightly together, as if he were trying not to yell.

				‘It’ll be fine,’ Molly told him. ‘The pilot says it’s just—’

				‘Turbulence!’ snapped the boy. ‘I heard him too, you know. I’m not deaf!’

				‘Oh, all right. I just thought—’

				‘I’m fine. Mind your own business!’

				Molly thought the boy didn’t look fine at all, but she gave a shrug and turned away. If that was his attitude, Molly wasn’t going to bother trying to make him feel better. She remembered how small Ravenstorm Island had appeared, and suspected that they’d run into this obnoxious boy again – probably far too often.

				The seaplane jolted and swayed as the pilot lowered it towards the water. A robust bounce, a second touchdown and then a third, and they were rocking to a halt just outside the harbour wall. The pilot flicked switches as the plane motored idly into the calmer waters within.

				Molly felt her breath sigh out. She reached for Jack’s hand again, but he was already unsnapping his seatbelt, fizzing with excitement and not the least bit fazed.

				‘The dock’s moving!’ he yelled.

				Molly had stood to gather their suitcases and belongings, but she bent to peer through the rain streaking down the windows outside. A floating pier made from wooden slats was fixed to the harbour wall, its surface bobbing with the swell of the sea. On the shore was a single figure, one hand holding a gigantic umbrella, the other waving an enthusiastic greeting.

				Their fellow passenger barged past so quickly that he almost knocked the suitcases from Molly’s hands. Turning indignantly, Molly was about to snap when she saw that the sulky boy had brightened, a smile on his face at last, as he waved at the man with the umbrella.

				The pilot was already swinging open the cabin door and jumping onto the end of the floating harbour. The boy was first to step down – Typical, thought Molly – but Jack was close behind. The pilot reached up to lift their luggage onto the harbour, then Molly hopped down too.

				‘Have a good time!’ the pilot shouted as he climbed back onto the seaplane.

				Blinking rain out of her eyes, Molly scanned the almost-deserted harbour. Her parents had assured her that Uncle Bill and Aunt Catherine would meet them when they arrived, but there was no sign of a couple standing on the foreshore. Molly nibbled her lip apprehensively. Surely they hadn’t forgotten?

				As they walked to the shore, Jack swung Molly’s hand in time with the rise and fall of the waves. The blustery wind flung cold drizzle into their faces and raindrops pockmarked the water on either side of the narrow harbour. The weather wasn’t a great start to their visit, Molly thought, but it wasn’t dampening Jack’s spirits, so she wasn’t going to let it affect hers either.

				At the end of the floating pier, the boy from the seaplane ran the last few paces and scrambled up beside the umbrella man.

				‘Dad!’ He returned his warm hug.

				‘Welcome home!’

				The umbrella man was looking at her and Jack now, Molly realised with a suddenly sinking heart. His cheerful smile of welcome confirmed her worst fears. He reached out a hand to help first Jack and then Molly onto the pier.

				‘And this must be Molly and Jack!’ he said.

				‘Yes,’ said Molly faintly, trying to ignore his son’s stare of utter horror. ‘You’re—’

				‘Uncle Bill, that’s right! Your aunt’s sorry she couldn’t make it down to greet you – she’s feeling terribly tired today. Oh, nothing to worry about, Art! Quite routine at this stage!’ He squeezed his son’s arm and laughed. ‘My goodness, Molly, you’ve grown. I know, silly thing to say. But Aunt Catherine and I haven’t seen you in ten years. You were two!’

				‘Yes, and I’m Jack,’ interrupted Molly’s brother, ‘and you’ve never seen me.’

				‘Of course.’ Uncle Bill crouched to shake his hand. ‘I’m very pleased to meet you at last, Jack.’ He rose again, smiling at them all. ‘But the really good thing is that you’ve met your cousin Arthur on the plane already! Brilliant! That’ll save me the introductions.’

				Except we didn’t introduce ourselves, thought Molly dismally, as she and Arthur scowled at one another. We were too busy arguing.

				‘Yes, absolutely brilliant,’ growled Arthur.

				But his father must have missed his sarky tone. Uncle Bill passed Arthur his umbrella and grabbed a suitcase in each hand.

				‘Come on, then. Let’s get back to Ravenstorm Hall. We’re all going to have a fantastic summer together!’
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				The sky was so dark that for a weird moment Molly thought time had slipped and night was falling already. It was only the charcoal-grey clouds, though, pressing down over Ravenstorm Island. A jagged bolt of lightning cracked on the horizon, and rain drummed even more heavily on the car roof. Arthur, huddled in the front seat, eyed the weather with misgiving. In the back of the car, Molly felt Jack’s small body press in closer to her now that he was sure no one else was watching him. She tightened a reassuring arm around his shoulders.

				‘Don’t worry about the rain!’ Uncle Bill had to almost shout over the racket. ‘It isn’t like this all the time. And it always changes quickly!’

				‘Well, that’s a relief,’ Arthur grumbled. ‘So it’s behaving like this especially for us, then?’

				‘Sorry about that,’ laughed his father, taking no notice whatsoever of his bad mood. ‘Look, we’re coming into the village, Art – Crowsnest, it’s called. This is the main street.’

				Jack was instantly alert, pulling away from Molly to peer out. The windows were misted up, but Molly rubbed a circle clear on the glass. It was a strange name for a village, she thought. She liked it, though.

				The main road was small, dividing around a war memorial. Molly could make out a post office, a café, and a small craft shop, as well as a little grey church with a pointed spire. There were narrow streets leading off the main road, and even in the driving rain they looked pretty; twisting cobbled lanes lined with old stone houses. The slate roofs gleamed in the wet, and water dripped and puddled from ivy and rambling roses. As lightning crackled, Molly saw a solitary figure, coat pulled up over his head, dash from the door of a small supermarket and clamber hurriedly into his car. He was the only villager braving the weather.

				‘There’s plenty to enjoy here, Art,’ said Uncle Bill. ‘You can get ice creams in the café and go swimming in the cove! When it’s sunny, that is.’

				Molly frowned. From the way Uncle Bill was talking, it sounded as if her cousin was as unfamiliar with the island as they were. Molly leaned forward.

				‘Haven’t you been on the island before, Arthur?’ she asked.

				Arthur half looked over his shoulder, but only to scowl. ‘No – I’ve been at school all term,’ he hissed. ‘Not that it’s any of your business. I’m just expected to live here from now on.’

				Arthur must go to boarding school, thought Molly. He didn’t seem too impressed with the new home he would be coming back to every holiday. It was hard to be sympathetic, though, when Arthur was so hostile and snappy.

				‘This is really the main street?’ Jack started to open the window, and Molly had to snatch his wrist and wind it back up before they all got soaked. ‘It’s tiny!’

				‘No kidding,’ said Arthur under his breath. ‘I can tell moving here is going to be a thrill a minute.’

				‘Now, Art.’ Uncle Bill took a hand off the wheel to pat his arm. ‘Count yourself lucky there’s anything here at all. The island was completely uninhabited right up until the seventeenth century.’

				‘And I can see why.’

				His father ignored that. ‘An eccentric aristocrat bought it in 1645 – he built Ravenstorm Hall and the church and the entire village. Apparently his wife was none too pleased at having to move here, so he had to bring over plenty of servants to keep her happy!’

				Molly had to put a hand over her mouth to stifle a giggle. The aristocrat’s wife sounded like she had a lot in common with their cousin Arthur.

				‘So quite a lot of today’s islanders are descended from the same families,’ Uncle Bill went on, ‘though plenty of people have moved here since then, for the peace and quiet – and the landscape, of course.’

				‘Dad, I think you and I have a different definition of plenty,’ observed Arthur, gazing back at the village as they drove out of it. They’d seen all of Crowsnest in no time.

				‘What about the man who built Ravenstorm Hall?’ Molly asked, intrigued. ‘Are any of his family still here?’

				‘Lord Trevarren’s last descendant sold the hall to us.’ Uncle Bill glanced at Molly in the mirror, clearly appreciating her interest. ‘He didn’t have many children and grandchildren, it seems. And the ones he did have all died or moved away and didn’t want to come back. There was supposed to be a curse on his family.’ His eyes boggled at Molly in mock-fear.

				She smiled at his reflection as Jack flopped back in his seat with a groan. ‘Are we there yet?’

				‘Jack! Don’t be so impatient!’

				‘Hmph,’ muttered Arthur, ‘I’m with Jack. When will we ever get to the hall? I mean, we’ve been driving for hours.’

				Molly longed for Uncle Bill to tell Arthur off for making fun of Jack, but once again his father let the sarcasm fly over his head. ‘As a matter of fact, we are there,’ he announced, pointing ahead. ‘Ravenstorm Hall – look!’

				Molly and Jack craned excitedly to see it, and even Arthur leaned forward, putting his hands on the dashboard and peering apprehensively though the rain-lashed windscreen. Beyond a dark tunnel of trees there were glimpses of weather-worn red stone, slated roofs and turrets; then lightning flashed again as they drove into the open, lighting up a multitude of windows, some tall and grand, some small and round and mysterious. The thunder crashed almost overhead, and as Molly blinked, she made out towers and miniature ramparts. But when lightning exploded again, turning the scene brilliant white, she saw something else that made her let out a high gasp of shock. Arthur gave a little yelp, too.

				Motionless figures were lit up by the glare: two children, standing in the overgrown grass of a field by the drive. They made a bizarre and frightening sight, rigid as death in the thunder and the howling rain.

				‘Uncle Bill! Who’s that?’

				Arthur took a breath and turned in his seat, with a mocking grin. ‘You scare easily, don’t you?’

				Molly glared at him. Arthur had got a fright as well! He’d been just like this on the plane, defensive and snappy and downright haughty, when really he was just as scared as they were. A scathing remark was on the tip of Molly’s tongue, but she forced herself to stay quiet. She and Jack were Uncle Bill’s guests, after all. 

				‘So who are they, Dad?’ Arthur asked, pointing at the field. Jack was practically scrambling over the front seats for a better view.

				Uncle Bill slowed the car, letting all three have a good look in the flickering light. ‘Two of our island children!’ he laughed.

				‘I thought they were real for a minute.’ Jack sounded disappointed.

				‘I did too,’ said Molly, squeezing his arm. ‘They’re so lifelike!’

				If the children hadn’t been standing there unmoving in the lashing rain, Molly would still have thought they were real. But the girl’s long curly hair streamed out motionlessly behind her, and the little boy’s yo-yo was frozen at the end of its string. The cloudy darkness and the pouring rain had sucked most of the colour out of the landscape, but now that Molly could see them better, it was obvious these two children were carved out of solid grey stone.

				‘They’re amazing,’ Molly breathed.

				‘Aren’t they?’ Uncle Bill sounded quite proud. ‘They’re part of an art installation that was set up about six months ago. You’ll see statues like them all over the island – I think there are around twenty. A local artist – very talented, if you ask me. I mean to find out more about her.’

				‘Of course you do, Dad.’ Arthur gave a tolerant sigh. ‘You can’t say no to an artist, even if she isn’t an antique.’

				‘True!’ Uncle Bill lightly bumped Arthur’s shoulder with his fist. ‘Let’s go and see your new home!’

				The drive opened out onto a broad circle right in front of the house, and there on a flight of ancient stone steps stood Aunt Catherine, sporting a warm smile and an enormously pregnant stomach.

				No wonder she was too tired to meet us! thought Molly.

				She wore a businesslike navy dress that billowed out over her baby bump. The rain had almost stopped, but a stiff breeze whipped a stray wisp from her brown ponytail. Aunt Catherine tucked it back as she waved to Molly and Jack. At Aunt Catherine’s side stood a very tall man with thinning grey hair, a formal black suit, and a stony expression. Stepping out of the car, Jack’s hand in hers, Molly found herself swallowing nervously.

				From here, right beneath its massive entrance, Ravenstorm Hall seemed even more imposing. Molly had to crane her neck to look up at its turrets; Jack slipped his hand out of hers, and was already climbing one of the stone gargoyles that squatted on either side of the great curved steps.

				‘Giddyup!’ he whooped.

				‘Jack! Get down from there!’ Molly was mortified. Before she could run and grab her little brother, the huge black-suited man lifted the protesting boy off the gargoyle’s back. He set Jack down, then stepped back, his hands folded in front of him and his craggy face impassive.

				As she hauled Jack back to her side, Molly smiled up at the man in thanks. But he wore no expression at all, and his eyes seemed to look straight over her head. On the breast of his black jacket was embroidered a crest with a Latin motto she couldn’t make out, and the quartered shield was propped up by two ferocious-looking ravens. For Ravenstorm Hall, she supposed. Molly quailed a little inside.

				If that’s a family crest, she thought, it’s not a very welcoming one.

				Aunt Catherine, though, looked cheery as she picked her way carefully down the crumbling steps. Arthur met her halfway, stretching up to hug her as best he could over Catherine’s pregnant belly. They both grinned.

				‘Wonderful to have you home, Art!’ Aunt Catherine held Arthur by the shoulders and smiled as she inspected him. ‘I swear you’ve grown since half-term! And this must be Molly – and Jack!’

				Molly gave Jack’s wrist a squeeze to remind him of his manners. ‘Hello, Aunt Catherine,’ she said.

				‘Hello,’ said Jack. ‘You’re enormous.’

				Aunt Catherine and Uncle Bill laughed, and Catherine gave Jack a hug. ‘That’s because I’m going to have a new little mischief like you. Welcome to Ravenstorm Hall, both of you! And this,’ she said with a smile at the man beside her, ‘is Mason, our butler.’

				Arthur raised an eyebrow. ‘We have a butler?’

				Mason gave a slight cough. ‘I came with the house, Master Arthur. I – rather, my family – have served at Ravenstorm Hall for generations. It’s a great pleasure to meet you. And your young cousins.’ He gave Molly and Jack a rather beady stare, but his mouth quirked in what might have been a smile.

				‘Let’s not stand here getting any colder,’ said Aunt Catherine briskly. ‘I’ve lit a fire, and there’s hot chocolate waiting on the stove.’

				‘Come on!’ Uncle Bill slapped his hands together. ‘I don’t know about you three, but I want a hot chocolate.’

				As Molly expected, Arthur marched straight in ahead of them all, while Mason trudged to the car to retrieve their bags. Holding Jack’s hand very firmly, Molly followed her aunt and uncle through the great double doors into a cavernous hall panelled in dark wood. It was brightened only a tiny bit by the elaborate light-fittings that cast glowing pools on the walls. Statues of Ancient Greek gods and goddesses and bull-headed men lined the walls; their blank eyes seemed to watch the humans go by, and Molly thought her footsteps sounded very small on the worn black and white tiles of the floor. Above them the ceiling arched to a point, carved with cherubs and devils and snaking mythical beasts. Jack strained so hard to see them, he almost fell over his own feet, and Molly had to yank him upright.

				‘Careful,’ she warned. ‘That floor looks hard. It’ll hurt if you fall!’

				A vast flight of stairs curved intriguingly upwards into the shadows and out of sight, but Aunt Catherine led them between two suits of armour and into a huge drawing room off the hall. By now Molly was shivering, and she was glad to see logs blazing in a massive stone fireplace. Bookshelves lined three of the walls, stuffed with ancient-looking spines. The leather sofas seemed almost too big to sit in, but the room smelled of wood-smoke and old books, and when Molly sank into cushions beside Jack, she felt a wave of drowsy contentment. Ravenstorm Hall might be worlds away from their real home – 33B Griffin Court, with its friendly chaos of clothes and toys and magicians’ props – but this room did feel welcoming.

				‘Now, make yourselves at home while I fetch the hot chocolate, and your aunt Catherine takes her considerable weight off her feet.’ Uncle Bill winked at his wife. ‘I won’t be a minute.’

				‘Thanks for inviting us,’ Molly said, as Aunt Catherine sank into a well-upholstered armchair. ‘It’s really kind of you. Mum and Dad appreciate it. They said to say hi.’ Actually they’d sent love and hugs, but Molly was nervous of hugging her aunt’s enormous form right now – and she certainly didn’t want to provoke another snarky remark from Arthur.

				‘Don’t be silly,’ said Aunt Catherine. ‘It’s such a pleasure, and you’ve done us a favour by coming too. Art would have been so bored just trailing after us on his own. You’re going to have a wonderful summer together!’

				I don’t think Arthur would agree with you, Molly thought, glancing at her cousin and receiving a scowl in return.

				Fortunately, just then, Uncle Bill returned, bearing a tray of steaming mugs. Molly took her hot chocolate gratefully, sighing with pleasure as she tucked her feet beneath her on the big sofa. For the first time since she and Jack had left Griffin Court, she felt she could really relax.

				‘Oh, Molly,’ said Aunt Catherine, smiling. ‘Would you mind not putting your feet on the sofa, love? The furniture’s quite old!’

				Molly sat up so quickly she nearly spilled her drink. Heat rushed to her face. ‘Sorry!’ She nudged Jack. ‘Sit up properly,’ she whispered.

				He wriggled awkwardly in the huge sofa, so she set down her drink to help him. As smoothly as any stage magician, Uncle Bill slid a coaster between her mug and the mahogany table.

				‘There, that’ll save the surface,’ he said cheerfully.

				As she organised Jack and his hot chocolate, Molly caught a glimpse of Arthur’s smirk. Her cousin was sitting up in his chair, feet on the carpet, and Molly burned with embarrassment.

				It’s all very well for you, she wanted to snap. You already know how to behave in front of your parents!

				She couldn’t help feeling a twinge of anxiety as she picked up her hot chocolate again. Her aunt and uncle were perfectly nice about explaining the rules, but it wasn’t a bit like being at home. Her parents were quite happy with mess and clutter, so long as no props got broken. For a moment Molly wished she could cast a real spell that would magic her and Jack home to Griffin Court, and bring the Incredible Cornells whooshing back from their tour. Now that would be a trick to surprise even stage magicians…

				Then she noticed Arthur glaring at her again, and she wished instead for a spell that would give her cousin a head like the gargoyles outside. It was going to be a long summer.

				Her aunt was chatting away about the summer plans, and Molly realised guiltily that she hadn’t listened to a word.

				‘Now,’ Aunt Catherine said, getting ponderously to her feet, ‘Uncle Bill and I will go and sort out the sleeping arrangements. You three wait here where it’s warm, and have a chat!’

				Lovely, thought Molly dismally. And just as she’d guessed, when the adults left the room, Arthur simply got out of his chair and paced across the frayed carpet, thumbing his phone, then frowning as he held it up in search of a signal.

				Just ignore him, Molly told herself crossly. ‘Jack, you look really sleepy.’

				‘I’m not tired!’

				‘Course you’re not.’ Molly rolled her eyes. ‘Tomorrow we could go and find a beach, what do you think?’

				‘Yayyyy…’ Jack’s exclamation turned into a huge yawn. Then his eyes widened and he practically leaped into Molly’s lap. ‘It’s HIM!’

				Startled, Molly turned her head. Oh! It was only the butler, Mason, who had come silently into the room and was regarding them all mournfully, his hands clasped behind his back. Jack leaned further into Molly, and she wasn’t surprised; Mason could hardly help how he looked, but he was intimidating.

				‘Hello, Mr Mason,’ she said, more cheerfully than she felt. ‘Jack, don’t be silly.’

				‘Oh, hello, Mason.’ Arthur put his phone back in his pocket and turned around.

				‘Molly. Jack. Master Arthur.’ The butler gave them each a solemn nod. ‘May I welcome you all properly to Ravenstorm Hall? I hope at least you’re getting warm and dry.’

				‘Oh, yes,’ said Molly. ‘Thanks.’

				‘It’s very cosy,’ said Arthur grudgingly.

				‘Good, good.’ Mason patted his pocket, then rummaged inside it. ‘It’s a great pleasure to have you all here, Master Arthur, so I thought a small gift might be appropriate.’ He held out a hand.

				Arthur came forward to take his offering. ‘Oh, that’s – cool,’ he told him, turning something in his hand and peering at it. ‘Thank you, Mason.’

				‘And I wouldn’t want your young cousins to feel left out.’ Mason reached into his pocket again and nodded to Jack, who promptly lost all fear and barged eagerly forward.

				Arthur was scowling now, but Molly ignored him and smiled up at Mason. ‘Thank you. From both of us.’ She gave Jack a meaningful look, then examined her gift.

				Nestling in the palm of her hand was a round sea-smoothed stone, pearly white with veins of silver. When she turned it over she saw it was carved with the figure of a raven, made of whorls and curling lines etched in black.

				‘It’s beautiful,’ she exclaimed.

				‘Yeah, it’s amazing,’ said Arthur, inspecting his own matching stone. Molly was a little surprised at his enthusiasm; she’d expected her spoiled cousin to be disappointed by a simple pebble – especially when liking it meant agreeing with Molly.

				Mason inclined his head. ‘They’re more than nice to look at, Master Arthur. They are Ravenstorm Hall’s own good-luck charms. You must keep them in your pockets always.’

				Molly glanced up to see if Mason was joking, but his eyes were black and intensely serious.

				‘Well… Yes, of course I will. We will.’ She couldn’t help meeting Arthur’s eyes for a moment. Her cousin lifted an eyebrow very slightly in return.

				Molly almost smiled. Finally she and Arthur agreed about something.

				‘Haven’t you got any toys?’ demanded Jack.

				‘Jack! Put your stone in your pocket. It’s really kind of Mr Mason to give us these.’

				Jack looked doubtful, but he stuffed his stone into his jeans as Arthur stifled a grin.

				‘These are much cooler than toys, Magic Boy,’ said Arthur. ‘Thank you, Mason.’

				So Arthur did know how to be nice after all, thought Molly. With one last nod, Mason turned on his heel and left the room, just as Aunt Catherine and Uncle Bill reappeared.

				‘Come on, you lot.’ Uncle Bill clapped his hands. ‘We didn’t realise it was this late. Your room’s ready!’

				‘Our…room?’ Arthur looked apprehensive as he followed his parents into the hall.

				Aunt Catherine led them all up the mysterious staircase. It was massive and shadowy, and Molly felt a thrill of excitement as she clasped Jack’s hand.

				At the top of the elegant stone stairs was a corridor that led into barely lit darkness. Molly felt Jack’s fingers tighten on hers. Their footsteps echoed on worn tiles as Aunt Catherine led them past a long series of carved oak doors, then turned into yet another gloomy passageway.

				‘The bedrooms were such a mess when we moved in that I’m afraid we’ve only managed to renovate two so far. Ours and yours, Arthur.’ Aunt Catherine gave Molly a sympathetic smile. ‘They’re the only ones fit to sleep in, so you’ll all be sharing for the moment – though the room’s so big you won’t be short for space. Won’t that be fun?’

				‘We’ll be sharing?’ Arthur had gone white, and Molly thought she probably looked the same herself. She definitely didn’t expect to be sharing a room with Arthur – a cousin she barely knew and, even worse, a boy.

				‘Yes! Isn’t that great?’ said Uncle Bill, not very convincingly. ‘It’ll be like a big sleepover!’ He turned a handle and pushed open a huge mahogany door with a dramatic flourish.

				The bedroom was enormous, with ornate plaster cornices and a massive rug that Molly guessed was expensive.

				I’ll have to watch Jack and his hot chocolate around that, she thought. There was a single bed made of black wrought iron at one end of the room. Against the opposite wall was a camp-bed made up with pirate-patterned linen, and on the floor beside it a thick mattress with a sea-blue duvet. Beds for three…

				‘The camp bed is Jack’s and yours is the mattress beside it, Molly. I hope you don’t mind being on the floor, but the mattress is very comfy,’ said Aunt Catherine.

				The walls were painted a deep blue, except for one that was wallpapered – and it made Molly suck in her breath with awe. She could hardly tear her eyes away from its pattern of purple peacocks and birds of paradise, swooping and perching on silvery branches heavy with blossom. It was stunningly beautiful, and must have cost a fortune. Clearly her aunt and uncle wanted each room to be as grandiose as the rest of the hall – even Arthur’s bedroom. Once again, the thought of Jack – this time with a fistful of crayons – made her heart plummet.

				‘What a lovely room,’ she said, truthfully.

				‘Thank you, Molly,’ said Aunt Catherine. ‘It was all moth-eaten carpets and ugly old velvet curtains when we arrived – and the other rooms still are! We thought you’d much prefer to sleep in here.’

				All the same, Molly couldn’t help noticing that the glance Catherine gave Jack was a little nervous.

				‘That sounds great, Aunt Catherine. And we’ll try to look after it,’ Molly felt she had to say.

				‘What about you, Art?’ asked Aunt Catherine. ‘Do you like your new room?’

				‘It’s great, Mum. Thank you.’ But Molly thought her cousin sounded less than thrilled. She wondered whether Arthur would have preferred to choose his own decorations.

				‘Now, why don’t the three of you settle down?’ suggested Uncle Bill. ‘You must be exhausted, and you’ll have a long day tomorrow. I expect you’ll all want to explore the island!’

				‘I suppose we will,’ Arthur said, though his eyes were gloomy. ‘If the rain stops, anyway.’

				‘Oh, I think it will. Like I said, the weather changes quickly here, don’t worry.’ Uncle Bill patted his son’s head. ‘Speaking of which – before I forget – you need to watch out for the mist. It comes and goes even more quickly than the rain, so don’t get lost!’

				As the two adults said their goodnights and left the room, Molly caught her cousin’s eye again, trying to express some sympathy. But this time Arthur wasn’t having any of it. His face was downright furious.

				‘Just keep out of my way!’ he hissed.

				‘With pleasure!’ Molly retorted, taken aback. Why had she even bothered to feel sorry for him?

				Molly started awake to complete darkness. For a moment she thought she was back at home, in her own room; then she heard Arthur’s deep breathing and Jack’s contented snores, and she remembered she was lying on a mattress on the floor at Ravenstorm Hall. She pulled the sea-blue duvet up to her chin and lay staring at the ceiling. Or rather, where she guessed the ceiling must be. No light seeped through the curtains, and she could hear rain rattling against the window.
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