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      Sophie pushed through the crowd gathered in the grounds of Turlingham Academy and stood on tiptoe to see over someone’s shoulder. All the pupils, reporters and visitors were outside to watch the big event. Today the teachers of Turlingham Academy were digging up the time capsule, buried when the school was first built. Sophie couldn’t wait to see inside – it was 300 years old!

      The boys’ headmaster, Mr Pearce, and the History teacher, Mr McGowan, were digging away just inside the fence. They both looked hot and red-faced.

      Sophie heard her mum’s voice and craned to see her talking to a local reporter. ‘We discovered its existence as we were researching for a book about the school’s history,’ she said. ‘Turlingham has a quite extraordinary library…’

      Sophie felt a hand on her shoulder. ‘Hey, Sophie!’ It was Katy. And she was holding hands with Callum. ‘Extraordinary library is right, right?’ she said, her green eyes sparkling.

      Sophie grinned; she and Katy had had incredible adventures in the library. Sophie’s mum might be the headmistress, but even she hadn’t known about the real secret at Turlingham until a few weeks ago. There was so much more than a time capsule here: there was a magic library underground, full of spell books and magical booby traps!

      Sophie hugged her friends hello, then stood back and put her head on one side to look at them. ‘I know it’s cold, but do you have to hang on to each other’s hands quite so tightly?’ she teased.

      Katy and Callum turned matching shades of red. But they didn’t drop their hands. Sophie was glad they’d finally got together.

      ‘It is cold,’ Callum said. He leaned in to whisper to Sophie. ‘Hey, Sophie, can’t you do something about the temperature?’

      Sophie shivered, but laughed. She could hear waves pounding on the cliff below the lighthouse and the wind blustered around her ears. She looked up at the lantern room at the top of the lighthouse, where the beacon was. That was where she’d cast her very first spell, only a few months ago.

      ‘You’ve got used to the idea of me being a witch pretty fast!’ she whispered back. Callum was her oldest friend, and it had been really horrible having to keep her magic secret from him. She still couldn’t tell most people – there were too many witch hunters on the prowl, searching for witches like her to demagick, or even kill. But Callum would never betray her to the witch hunters.

      Not that all witch hunters are bad, of course. She smiled at Katy. In fact, one of them is my BFF!

      ‘Give me your gloves,’ she told Callum. She took them and rubbed them together in her own gloved hands. ‘Earth, water, wind and fire,’ she whispered. ‘Great forces of the Earth, make these gloves doubly, triply, um… quadrupedly warm!’

      The crescent-moon ring she wore beneath her glove tingled as magic flowed through it. Then she handed the gloves back to Callum.

      ‘Wow, toasty! Thanks, Soph.’ He pulled them on, then hurriedly took Katy’s hand again. ‘Better hold hands anyway, just in case,’ he mumbled.

      Sophie laughed; magic was no substitute for love!

      ‘Guys!’ A loud American voice cut through the crowd. Sophie looked up to see Erin grinning as she hurried towards them, pulling her boyfriend Mark along behind her. After them came Kaz with her boyfriend, Oliver, and then Lauren and Joanna.

      ‘This is so awesome!’ Erin jumped up and down in excitement, her blond plait jiggling. ‘A three-hundred-year-old time capsule! That’s like, older than the USA. Um – I think.’ She frowned and began counting on her fingers.

      ‘Yeah, who would have thought that Mr McGowan’s research would actually have turned up something interesting?’ Kaz agreed.

      ‘I can’t wait to find out what’s in it.’ Little Lauren rubbed her freckled nose, which was pink with cold. ‘Maybe it’ll be worth millions.’

      Erin’s eyes lit up. ‘Gold bracelets… necklaces… rings… what could be cooler?’

      ‘I’ll tell you what’s cooler – the anniversary party!’ Kaz said, and everyone agreed loudly. ‘Have you heard anything about it from your mum, Sophie?’

      Sophie nodded. ‘It’s going to be huge! They’ll be displaying the contents of the time capsule at the party. And there’s going to be a school concert with everyone involved.’

      ‘Great!’ Joanna clapped her hands. ‘I’ve been practising my violin.’

      ‘They’re going to invite parents and people from the village too,’ Sophie continued.

      ‘I was thinking of getting a band together,’ said Oliver. ‘Do you think we could perform?’ He mimed air guitar and Kaz joined in.

      Sophie opened her mouth to reply that she thought so, but at that moment there was a loud clang and Mr Pearce shouted out, ‘I’ve hit something! I think we’ve found the time capsule!’

      There was a murmur of excitement from the crowd and everyone surged forward. In the confusion, Sophie was pushed to one side, and stumbled. Someone grabbed her arm and saved her from going over.

      ‘Thanks!’ she gasped. She caught her balance and turned round to see who had caught her. ‘I almost fell head over…’ She tailed off as she found herself looking into a familiar face – Ashton Gibson, Katy’s brother, was holding her arm.

      ‘Are you OK?’ he asked.

      Sophie was speechless for a moment, and not just because of his gorgeous deep green eyes. It was the first time she’d seen him since he had asked her out, and she had said no.

      She gave him a shy smile. ‘Yes, I’m fine. Thank you.’

      He let go of her arm and stepped back. She could see the disappointment on his face as he said, ‘Sorry. I didn’t mean to… I’ll go now. I know you can’t stand me.’

      Sophie felt sorry for him as he turned away – at least, that’s what she thought she felt. When it came to Ashton, sometimes Sophie didn’t know what to think. He was a witch hunter, and she was a witch. He’d been horrible to her when he first arrived… but he said he was going to change.

      ‘Wait,’ she said quickly. She reached out and touched his arm. ‘Don’t go. I’d like us to be friends. If you want to.’

      He turned back. ‘I’d like that.’

      Sophie twisted her gloves in her hands as Ashton walked away. He looked so sad that she wished she could run after him and give him a hug. Maybe there was more to him than she’d thought…

      But no. She couldn’t forgive him for being so horrible to her and Katy.

      She hurried after her friends and caught up with them at the edge of the hole.

      ‘Stand back, kids,’ Mr Pearce was saying. He and Mr McGowan wrestled to pull something out of the ground. It shone bright in the winter light: an iron box, secured with a heavy clasp.

      Everyone around Sophie sucked in their breath.

      Mr McGowan lifted the box up so everyone could see it. His face was red and sweaty but delighted. ‘Ladies and gentlemen, boys and girls of Turlingham Academy! Here it is – the time capsule buried in 1713 by the first Master of Turlingham.’ He put the box on the ground. ‘This is a great moment in history; as we shake hands across centuries with our predecessors. Who would have thought that back in the 1700s, when as we all know the Enlightenment was flourishing not only in Europe but —’

      ‘Just open it already!’ called Erin.

      Sophie giggled and even some of the teachers laughed.

      ‘You’re quite right,’ said Mr McGowan. ‘This isn’t a History lesson, this is history in action!’

      He tried to undo the metal clasp but it didn’t move.

      ‘Ah… it seems to be stuck. Not surprising, of course, it’s been buried for so long.’ He shifted his grip on the box and tried again. Sophie watched with everyone else as he fumbled.

      ‘May I help?’ Mr Pearce moved forward. ‘It seems quite simple, there’s a pin here…’

      Together, the teachers struggled with the box, their smiles slowly fading. The crowd had fallen silent now and the sun seemed to have gone in.

      ‘Why won’t it come open?’ Lauren murmured.

      ‘Why are we wai-ting…’ Kaz sang under her breath. Sophie giggled.

      Sophie’s mum stepped forward with an embarrassed laugh and addressed the crowd. ‘So sorry for the delay. I’m sure they’ll have it any minute now.’

      ‘Let me try.’ Mrs Freeman, the girls’ housemistress, strode forwards and aimed the blade of her shovel directly at the clasp of the box.

      ‘What are you doing? That’s an ancient artefact!’ Mr McGowan leapt forward, but he was too late to stop her. The shovel hit the clasp. Sophie winced, expecting the shovel to shear through the metal. But instead there was a clang and the blade bounced off.

      Sophie looked at the box. It didn’t have a mark on it.

      ‘Wow! It’s bulletproof,’ said Erin in astonishment.

      ‘That’s so rubbish,’ Kaz moaned, and everyone nearby echoed her.

      ‘What’s the point of a time capsule you can’t open?’ said Lauren.

      Callum frowned and opened his mouth as if to speak, then seemed to have second thoughts.

      ‘I must apologise,’ Sophie’s mum said, looking embarrassed. ‘It looks as if it doesn’t want to open. But not to worry! We’ll work on it, and we’ll have the contents on display at our anniversary party.’

      There was some polite applause, but Sophie could still hear disappointed muttering. The crowd broke up, the visitors heading for the big iron gates, the students drifting back towards the school. It loomed up like a great grey cliff, all turrets, spires and gables, with seagulls surfing on the wind overhead.

      Sophie was left alone with Katy and Callum.

      ‘Well, that was a bit of an anti-climax,’ she said, shrugging at her friends, expecting them to agree. But they didn’t. They were both pulling the exact same face – frowning and biting their lips.

      ‘What?’ she asked.

      Callum and Katy looked at each other, then at her.

      ‘Don’t you think it’s strange,’ said Callum, ‘that an iron box, buried in mud for three hundred years, hasn’t got a bit of rust?’

      Sophie thought about it for a second. ‘You’re right,’ she said. ‘And it’s not like it was covered in plastic or anything. How weird!’

      ‘And the shovel couldn’t dent it.’ Katy was looking across the field, towards the school. Sophie turned to follow her gaze. The teachers were walking back, Mr McGowan carrying the box as if it were a baby. But Katy wasn’t looking at them. She was looking at Ashton, who was standing in the shadow of the lighthouse. Brother and sister exchanged a meaningful glance before Ashton nodded once, turned and followed the teachers back into the school building.

      Sophie’s heart beat faster as she tried to understand what Katy was thinking.

      ‘I think I know why they couldn’t open the box,’ said Katy.

      ‘Why?’ asked Sophie. What could Katy know about a box that had been underground for 300 years?

      ‘I can sense something,’ Katy whispered. ‘There’s magic inside that capsule.’
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      Sophie leaned on the edge of the sink in the Year 9 girls’ bathrooms, watching her friends fussing around Kaz. Joanna held a sheet of instructions and Lauren was clutching her alarm clock.

      Kaz peered into the mirror and adjusted the towel wrapped around her head. ‘Are you sure you got the timing right? What if it dries out my hair and ruins it? That happened to my cousin.’

      ‘Leave the dye in for thirty minutes, no longer. Then rinse your hair using the special conditioner,’ Joanna read. She glanced at her watch. ‘Any minute now…’

      The alarm clock buzzed in Lauren’s hand, making her squeak. ‘Time’s up!’ Lauren told her.

      Kaz rushed through the connecting door to the bath. As Kaz knelt beside the tub, Sophie lifted the shower-head and Erin turned on the water. Katy stood ready with another towel.

      ‘Like your very own salon,’ said Joanna with a giggle.

      Kaz ducked her head under the water and washed the dye out. The water turned a dirty brown colour.

      ‘Are you totally sure you got the time right?’ Kaz asked as she reached for the towel.

      ‘Positive!’ Erin had a very serious look on her face. ‘Kaz, there’s no way we’d mess up something this important. It’s your hair!’

      Sophie and Katy exchanged a glance. Perhaps a little bit of magic wouldn’t hurt…

      ‘Let me do that, Kaz.’ Sophie took the towel from her and dried her friend’s hair. As she did so, she murmured under her breath, ‘Great forces of the Earth, give this hair the light of the summer sun!’

      She closed her eyes and imagined she was on a beautiful beach, bathed in sunshine. As if it could read her thoughts, the Source on her finger tingled. A warm feeling spread up into her arms and all over her body, just as if she was being bathed by sunlight.

      ‘What did you say, Sophie?’ Erin looked puzzled.

      Sophie’s heart skipped. ‘Oh, um, just humming to myself. You know, like a real hairdresser.’ She took the towel away. Kaz turned to the mirror, looking miserable and nervous. The others looked hopefully at her hair. It didn’t seem any different.

      ‘Well, you sometimes can’t tell until it’s dry,’ said Lauren.

      Sophie smiled as a sudden shaft of sun came through the high window of the bathroom and lit up Kaz’s hair. Beautiful golden glints sparkled all over it.

      ‘…but I think it’s going to look great!’ Lauren finished with a grin.

      Kaz ran off to the dorm to blow-dry her hair, with the others trailing after her anxiously. When Kaz straightened up and tossed back her hair, everyone gasped, even Sophie. Kaz’s hair had gone the most beautiful colour – like sunbeams dancing on a summer day.

      ‘Oh, Kaz, it looks gorgeous!’ Joanna exclaimed. She glanced at the picture on the box. ‘It’s better than the model’s!’

      Kaz smiled at herself in the mirror. But then a worried expression came back over her face. ‘What if —’

      ‘Oh, Kaz!’ everyone chorused in mock exasperation.

      ‘What are you worried about now?’ asked Sophie, laughing.

      Kaz scrunched up her face. ‘Guys, no, I’m really serious… what if Oliver doesn’t like it? What if he preferred me with brown hair?’

      Sophie and Katy exchanged a glance. That was something they couldn’t fix with magic.

       

      When Sophie passed her mum’s office on her way home she saw that the big Turlingham Hockey Cup was gone from the glass cabinet where it usually stood. In its place was the time capsule. A card notice stood in front of it. It read:

      
         

        THIS TIME CAPSULE

        WAS BURIED 300 YEARS AGO

        BY BENEDICT WAPENTAKE,

        THE FIRST MASTER OF TURLINGHAM.

        WE ARE IN THE PROCESS

        OF FINDING A WAY TO

        OPEN IT WITHOUT CAUSING DAMAGE.

      

      Sophie walked up to the glass and looked at the capsule. The box was not large, but it looked heavy. Gazing at it gave her a funny shiver down her back. Was Katy right? Was there really magic inside?

      Gally, her squirrel familiar, poked his head out of her schoolbag. His nose twitching, he sniffed the air and looked at the capsule with bright eyes. The fur on his neck bristled and Sophie was sure she could feel him shivering.

      ‘It’s OK, Gally,’ she whispered, patting him.

      She frowned. She knew very well that magic could be used for good, but also for evil.

      She took out her phone and texted Katy and Callum quickly: I KNOW WHERE THE CAPSULE IS. LET’S FIND OUT IF KATY’S RIGHT!

      Just as she pressed Send, she heard a squeal from inside her mum’s office. Gally’s ears pricked up and Sophie almost dropped her phone. Her mum sounded terrified.

      She ran to the door and burst in. Her mum was flattened against the wall behind her desk while smoke poured out of the fireplace on the opposite side of the room.

      ‘Mum! What happened? Are you OK?’

      ‘It’s doing it again!’ her mum yelped, and pointed to the fire.

      Sophie looked again. The smoke billowed into the room in a big gust, showering ashes everywhere, moving around as if it was alive. Sophie could see shapes forming inside it.

      Her mum dodged around the desk and made for the fire alarm by the door, but Sophie grabbed her hand as she was about to press it. ‘Wait, Mum!’

      Sophie’s mum looked at her as if she was crazy.

      ‘I think… I think this might be magic.’

      ‘Magic!’ Her mum put a hand to her mouth. ‘But… in my office?’

      Sophie felt guilty. Her mum had only known about magic for a few weeks. Sophie knew, from personal experience, that it was a weird one to get your head around.

      ‘Sit down, Mum,’ she said hurriedly, and pulled a chair over to her. Her mum collapsed into the chair, fanning herself with an Ofsted report. Sophie turned back to the fire. The smoke seemed to fight with itself, until a shape formed in the centre of it: an oblong, which became more and more solid. The rest of the smoke was sucked back up the chimney, and the oblong gently settled on the rug. Sophie watched as it slowly became something she recognised – an envelope.

      She took the fire tongs and pulled the envelope towards her. It didn’t seem to be hot, and it stayed solid, not like smoke at all. She reached out and picked it up. As she did so, the crescent-moon ring on her finger glowed orange in the reflected flames.

      Sophie turned the envelope over. Letters that seemed to be made of fire danced on its surface.

      For the attention of Mrs Morrow, Headmistress, Turlingham Academy, Norfolk. 

      ‘It’s for you, Mum,’ she said, turning round to hand it to her.

      Her mum shrank back. ‘Oh – er – could you open it, Sophie? You’re more used to all this, this… magic… stuff than I am.’

      Sophie opened the envelope, excited to see what it said. She’d never seen a magic letter like this before. A sheet of misty smoke rose out of it and hung in the air, quivering. There was writing on it.

      Dear Mrs Morrow, Sophie read.

      
        
           

          We are writing with regard to our daughter, Abbie. Abbie is currently in Year 9 at a local school, and doing well. However, we were excited to hear that Turlingham is sympathetic to witch students. I am sure you appreciate how difficult it is to find a school that is really supportive of difference – especially this particular one. We were therefore wondering if it would be possible to come and meet you and discuss sending Abbie to Turlingham Academy? Please let us know at your earliest convenience.

          Sincerely,

          Andrew and Amelia Clarke

        

      

      Sophie squealed with excitement. Her mum jumped.

      ‘Oh, Mum!’ Sophie held out the sheet to her. ‘Can she come? Please, can she?’

      ‘Can who come? Come where?’ Her mum took the sheet of smoke and read the letter.

      Sophie hopped from foot to foot with impatience. She wanted another witch in the school so much! A girl her own age, who knew how it felt to be a witch! That would be amazing.

      Of course Katy was the best friend ever, but witch hunter magic wasn’t quite the same as witch magic, and even though Sophie’s dad was a witch he was – well, her dad. There were so many things that only another witch her own age could understand, such as what it was really like having a Source, or how important a familiar was. Maybe they could even combine their magic!

      ‘Andrew and Amelia Clarke…’ her mum muttered. Then she gave a little yelp of surprise as the sheet of smoke wafted itself out of her fingers and back up the chimney.

      ‘So, Mum? Please?’

      ‘Well, Sophie, I… I… I just don’t know.’ She brushed off her hands, still eyeing the fire nervously. ‘I’m not sure how I feel about Turlingham getting a reputation for taking in witches and witch hunters. There must be all kinds of complications.’
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