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‘Pack only what you can carry, Mairi!’


Mairi Odhar kept her head down and forced neatly-folded underthings and stockings into her bag. Her mother was packing food; hard bread, cheese, oatcakes … things that would keep, that wouldn’t be damaged by the rain or snow. Seal-skin hoods, otter-fur scarves, and the boots on their feet would have to do for their clothes. If they couldn’t carry it, it would stay behind.


Outside, the dark clouds rolled against the mountains, threatening to spill over like a poured drink. The orange glow from the centre of the village was reflected on the clouds, giving the impending weather depth and menace. The village was really just a widely scattered group of crofts and farms that answered to the same church; a collection of stone and sod houses separated by fields, burns and roads. It was the only home Mairi had known in her eleven years, though her father’s books and tales enticed her with what might lie beyond the mountains, over the horizon. She was determined to explore it, one day. She hadn’t quite imagined her journey would begin so soon – or in such a rushed and frightening way.


Mairi went over to the hearth, and picked up the two Adder Stones her father had left behind. They were the size of her palm each, made of granite and with sharp bits on the edges that threatened to slice her skin.


‘We don’t need those,’ her mother said, watching Mairi run a finger over the smooth surface of one of the stones, around to the hole in the centre. Each Adder Stone had a hole in it for a person to look through – it was what made them special.


Mairi ignored her, placing one of the stones in her pocket. The other, she dropped into the fireplace, stirring the stone into the hot ashes, hiding it. ‘We cannae just leave them for anyone to find. They were his tuils, Mum.’


‘Hag knows he don’t need them no more where he’s gone,’ her mother replied, her voice cracking in despair. ‘And they’re no use to you or me. Quickly now, and we can be gone from here whilst they’re all busy down at the church. They won’t even know we’ve run until we’re too far to bother following.’


‘But we haven’t done a’thing wrong,’ Mairi said, even though there was no use protesting. She fastened her bag and cast about the room, checking for anything she might have forgotten. There wasn’t much to take. An extra blanket, maybe. The unfinished knitting was no use. The rag doll her mother had made her when she was wee was sitting propped up on the bed, its head lolling for want of repair. Mairi decided against taking it – it was something else to carry that they did not need. She did pick up the battered bible her father had inherited from a friend, considering the weight of it.


‘Don’t go bringing that neither,’ her mother sighed. ‘You cannae read.’


Mairi replaced the book. It was true.


Mairi’s mother tied her own bag tight, knotting it in the way Mairi knew was strong enough to hold but would come undone with only a soft pull of one of the strands. In some ways, her mother was more magical than her father had ever been. Eilidh Odhar was the most resourceful person Mairi had ever encountered – she could identify edible mushrooms from poisonous ones, even when they appeared identical; she could set traps for rabbits that went off every time; she could wash stains from every garment; and she remembered every song she’d ever heard, even if it was only the once. She had married Mairi’s father knowing full well that the predictions he made about the future, by looking through one of his precious Adder Stones, were all destined to come true.


Mairi had to wonder if her father had ever predicted this.


‘What if they let him go, Mum?’ She had to ask. She had to. ‘What if he comes home and finds that we’re gone?’


Eilidh took a deep breath, and Mairi could hear the tears trapped inside it. ‘He won’t come home, hen. Reverend McKenzie said they’re putting him in a barrel.’ She pulled her bag on to her back. ‘You don’t come back from that.’


Mairi forced down the sick feeling that was rising in her throat. That’s what they did, those wretched Artezan hunters. They took you, they clad you in iron, put you in a barrel filled with spikes, and rolled you down a hill into the sea. All for the crime of simply using your magic. For being different. For being something they could never understand.


Suddenly, there was a thumping at the door – someone chapping the wood urgently. ‘Mrs Odhar! Mrs Odhar, please! I’m a friend.’


‘Don’t answer it,’ Eilidh snapped. She grabbed Mairi by the arm and dragged her over to the back door. ‘If they want me, let them have me. You keep running, my girl. Run until your heart bursts, do you hear me?’


Mairi could only nod.


The thumping came again. ‘Mrs Odhar! Please – I’m an Artezan. Your husband sent me to help you.’


Eilidh paused. ‘My husband knew no other Artezans,’ she called.


There was a soft laugh. ‘That’s what he had to tell you. To keep us all safe. Trust me – he knew a great many of us. His gift helped him know where we were, who we are. Please, let me in. I can help you.’


Eilidh bit her lip for a second. ‘Tell me this, stranger,’ she said. ‘What was my husband’s final prophecy? What damned him?’


The laugh came again, stronger this time, as if it knew a secret. ‘Well,’ the stranger said, ‘the official story is he was revealing secrets of the Earl – and that’s treason, you see? Penalty of death. But the villagers say Coinneach Odhar really knew the truth about the girlfriends the Earl keeps over in France.’


Mairi glanced up at her mother, whose lips were pressed thin.


‘However,’ the stranger went on, ‘neither of those are the facts. Your husband, Mrs Odhar, was arrested and tried for so-called witchcraft after prophesising that, one day in the far future, there would be a time where Artezans all over the world had their powers doubled and redoubled, and every one of them became a Master of Magic.’ There was the sound of a sigh. ‘The witchfinders don’t want that one getting out.’


Eilidh gave a nod, and let go of Mairi’s arm. ‘He’s telling the truth.’ She glanced at Mairi. ‘Let him in.’


Mairi was a good girl, she did as she was told. She went over to the lock and unlatched it, opening the door. The dying evening light outside fell on a rather frail-looking stranger, whose sandy-blond hair was buffeting about in the wind. He had a pack on his back, and a mule tied up close by, and scrolls of paper stuffed into his pockets.


He gave Mairi a smile. ‘Good evening. You must be Mairi. I’ve heard a lot about you.’ He raised his head to see Eilidh properly. ‘The Brahan Seer, they’re calling your husband. He’s not going to be forgotten, I know that much.’


Eilidh came forward. ‘I know you … you’re the scriever. You came across from the Eastern Shores.’ She frowned. ‘I thought you had some sort of … affliction?’


‘I do, mistress.’ The man gave a bow. Mairi could see his eyes were sunken and there was a faint tremble to his hands. ‘I am an Artezan, like your husband, but I suffered a Trial. The witchfinders clad me in iron and …’ he glanced at Mairi, ‘… questioned me severely. I was lucky to escape with my life, and what is left of my magic. I have been permanently damaged. But I told your husband I would come here, to help you.’


‘I’m no Artezan,’ Eilidh said. ‘And Mairi is yet to have her Reveal. She was supposed to … this summer … my husband was going to …’ She put a hand to her mouth. Mairi’s heart ached. She didn’t know if she wanted to be an Artezan or not. It seemed to be more of a curse than a blessing.


The stranger raised a hand. ‘Don’t worry. We’ll go somewhere safe. I know a place. Somewhere you will never have to worry about magic again.’


‘Thank you,’ Eilidh sagged a little in relief. ‘Thank you, we … need a friend, the now. I’ll just damp the fire.’ She quickly hurried over to the stove.


Mairi looked up at the stranger, whose gentle face was wearing a thoughtful look. ‘You’re an Artezan?’ she asked. ‘What’s your name?’


‘Finevan,’ the stranger said with a smile. ‘Jackie Finevan. And I’m going to make sure you never have any worries again.’
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North and North Again


Norway, Present Day


The town of Narvik, in Norway, had two moods – bustling, and empty. In the tourist seasons, you couldn’t move for visitors, vendors, people dressed as Santa, tour guides and airport transfers. When the visitor season finished, the people vanished and a sense of calm dropped over the town; the residents breathed a sigh of relief that they had survived the onslaught, and yet hoped that the tourists would return again to keep their businesses running next year.


There had been an early snow that September, due to a cold front from the top of the world that brought with it freezing clouds heavy with white. Blizzards had burst over the country and left the roads and buildings speckled with icing-sugar frost. The skiing season looked as though it would be starting early that year.


Ingrid Johandotter was considering moving the winter stock of gloves, scarves and hats she kept in the back of her shop out to the front, and was checking the long-term forecast at the computer, when the bell over the door jangled. She glanced up, seeing a tweenage child in a thick parka entering the shop and moving to look at some of the maps for sale. She looked back at her screen. Kids never bought anything, unless they broke it.


The kid took one of the ‘Try Me!’ maps, and unfolded it, looking carefully at the squiggly lines and writing, before folding it up again and taking one of the sealed copies.


Ingrid raised an eyebrow to herself. A sale was a sale.


‘Um … excuse me?’


English. Or American. Either way, they weren’t speaking Norwegian, and Ingrid had very little time for people who didn’t at least make an effort. She typed 140kr into her calculator, and turned it to face the kid. ‘Anything else?’ she asked in English.


‘Oh, thank you. Sorry.’ The kid pushed the hood of their parka back. They had a lot of messy black hair, and a streak of dirt down the cheek of their brown face. ‘Um. Do you know where the train station is?’


Ingrid tapped the map the kid had put on the desk. ‘Check the map,’ she suggested.


The kid blushed. ‘Oh. Right, of course.’


The bell over the door went again, and another tweenage kid – a girl, this time – walked in. ‘Laurie, did you find a map?’ she asked.


‘Yes, but I was just asking about the trains,’ the first kid said. They handed over the money to Ingrid.


‘We should have learnt some Norwegian,’ the girl replied. Something shifted at her coat, and Ingrid blinked in surprise as a fluffy ginger head poked out the neck.


‘A cat?’ Ingrid said, in English.


‘Oh, aye.’ The girl looked a bit embarrassed. ‘He’s just keeping warm. It’s dropped cold.’


‘Early winter,’ Ingrid said. ‘Climate … disruption.’


The kids nodded.


‘Here for holiday?’ Ingrid asked. It was school time for Norwegian children.


‘Yes,’ the girl said. ‘With our parents. They’re waiting for us.’


‘Good. Stay safe.’ Ingrid turned back to her screen.


Laurie took the map, and the two kids left the shop quickly, the cat still zipped up into the girl’s coat.


It had been a very tough couple of months. Elodie Crane could barely believe the two of them were still going.


Back in summer, before the days began to grow ever shorter, Elodie and Laurie had made the treacherous ocean crossing to Norway from Eilan Dìomhair – the Secret Isle. The two of them, both not-quite teenagers yet, had done it by themselves, not an adult in sight, because they’d had no other choice.


Eilan Dìomhair had been equally a place of sanctuary and a place of great loss for them both. For Elodie, it was the island that had rescued her, her twin brother Ed, and their parents from a sinking ship in the middle of the North Sea. For Laurie, it had been the home of their foster parents, Isla and Ali Seaby, who had taken them in and given them the best of everything they had. It was an island populated only with Artezans, magic users, and for a while had seemed the perfect paradise – no need for anyone to hide their powers when everyone was magical. But Eilan Dìomhair was too good to be true …


Laurie’s foster family were discovered to be Droch Mancers – Artezans who stole magic from their fellow wielders, for their own gain. The Crane family had made a plan to escape the island, and to take Laurie with them. Rescue had arrived in the form of Nyx Oneiros and Jackie Finevan, teachers and lifelong friends of the Crane family, from Elodie’s home in Covensea … But joy was short-lived, as Finevan revealed himself to be a Droch Mancer also – and one who preyed on Artezan Masters, at that.


And that made him even more dangerous. Elodie and her twin Ed were not ordinary Artezans – they were two halves of an Artezan Master, the master of the Hidden and Unseen. A battle began, in order for the Crane family to escape. And Laurie discovered that they, too, wielded the power of an Artezan Master. Together, the twins and Laurie had managed to stop Finevan and leave him temporarily powerless on the island. But in a cruel act of malice, Finevan had made Elodie and Ed’s parents forget about them. Jack and Harrison Crane did not remember that they ever had children. All the family love they had shared was gone, perhaps forever. The twins and Laurie had fled, in the hopes of finding a legendary being known as a Spellbreaker, who might be the only person in the world who would be able to bring back their parents’ memories …


… when Ed had fallen at the last moment, mortally wounded. His life slipping away, he had grasped at a final scrap of his own magic, and vanished from the world. And he had not come back.


Elodie did not know where he was. Or if he was even alive. Or if she would ever see him again. Her twin … her other half … her best friend …


He was gone.


‘The train goes as far as Bodo,’ Laurie said, reading the map. Their hands were encased in leather gloves. If Laurie touched anything bare-handed, their magic activated. ‘It’s the wilderness, after that.’


‘Good, plenty of mice,’ Mr Biscuits chirruped.


‘Always thinking of your stomach,’ Elodie replied. Only she could understand the cat. Elodie could understand everything. Every language, even non-human ones. But since Ed’s disappearance, her power had been on the blink. She understood what humans, and most animals, were saying about three-quarters of the time. For the rest, it was as if her magic was refusing to switch on.


‘He’s not the only one who’s hungry,’ Laurie said. ‘Can we get some food before we head to the trains? Something hot? And I still think we should try to get hold of a phone.’


‘Phones can be traced; I saw it on YouTube.’ Elodie folded the map up and put it in her pocket. The map was in Norwegian, and Elodie couldn’t read it, but she could have understood it if someone read it out loud to her. Her gift was very annoying, sometimes.


Laurie rubbed their hands together. ‘Every time we travel, it gets colder. This is a big town, maybe we should buy more clothes.’


‘You said you didn’t like taking money,’ Elodie said. ‘You said it was stealing.’


‘Well, it is.’ Laurie pouted. The two of them hadn’t brought any money with them. They had been forced to resort to using Laurie’s magic to pickpocket unsuspecting tourists. Laurie kept a list of everything they took, determined to pay it all back, one day. ‘But I’m still cold,’ they instead. ‘And it’s not going to get warmer.’


‘Alright. Food, and then clothes, and then train, OK?’


The two of them smiled at each other. The journey had been long, and difficult. Most people, even best friends, would have had awful rows the whole way. But Laurie and Elodie had soldiered on, driven by their mission. They had journeyed from the island, over the sea, to find the Last Spellbreaker – the person they believed would be able to both bring Ed back, and restore the memories of Ed and Elodie’s parents.


Mr Biscuits jumped down on to the pavement and shook out his ginger fur, which puffed out in all directions. He didn’t mind the cold. ‘Can we get some fish? I love fish.’


‘Not fish again,’ Elodie groaned. And the three of them began walking back into the centre of town.


When the children had gone, Ingrid got up and went over to the window. Hidden behind the displays, she watched the two children open the map and have a conversation about it, chattering with each other and then apparently with a cat who was doing a lot of loud miaows and looking up as though he was involved. Strange. Cats didn’t normally behave like that.


Ingrid squinted at the strangers. They had to be tourists. Their coats looked warm but very new, like their boots and hats. As though they’d bought everything that morning. Ingrid watched as the cat miaowed, and the girl laughed, and said something to her friend. As if sharing the cat’s joke. This was definitely strange …


She pulled back from the window as the children set off back into town. It was probably nothing, but if she ignored it …


Ingrid went to her front door, and flipped the sign over to Stengt – closed. Then, she went through the back of her shop to the tiny courtyard at the rear, where the rubbish bins were kept. She put two fingers to her mouth, and blew, hard, producing a piercing whistle.


She waited.


After a moment or two, a black raven swooped into the yard, and perched on top of one of the rubbish bins. It stretched its wings out and gave a soft caw in recognition.


Ingrid smiled. ‘Hello, Muninn,’ she said, reaching out a hand for the bird to perch on. ‘I need you to deliver a message for me …’
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Darkness and Dread


Elsewhere


When you fall asleep, you seem to slip from the waking world into the Land of Dreams instantly – there’s no gap between the two. The truth of the matter is, time does not move the same way in the land of sleep and dreams as it does in the waking world. By the time a dream finds you, it has crossed an unseen barrier that even it may not be aware of.


There are gaps and spaces everywhere, even between worlds, even between magic.


Edward Crane did not know how long he had been wherever he was. One moment he had been lying on the grass, shaking and panicked as his magic and his life literally drained away. The next, he had been clutching a piece of sea-glass with a hole in it, and then the glass was turning to sand and he was standing … here.


The magical movement from one place to another was not what confused Ed. As an Artezan – the Laird of Dreams and Nightmares, to be precise – he was very familiar with magical movement. His dominion lay in the Land of Dreams, beyond the reach of wakeful people. In order to travel from our world to that of the night, Ed would hold a piece of sea-glass in his hand tight, and wish himself away. Each piece could only be used once. When he returned home, it dissolved into sand.


Except that this time, something had gone wrong.


Ed was not in the Land of Dreams and Nightmares. His sea-glass tuil had already dissolved. He was somewhere he had never been before. And without a tuil, there was no way back, and no way out.


He was also aware that he was not alone.


The place was gloomy and dark, and he could feel eyes on himself. But he could see nothing and no one. A slight breeze lifted the white streak that lanced through his otherwise black hair. It was a mark of iron damage, just like his mismatched eyes – one the burnt amber he had been born with, one newly blue. Scars from a battle, with the Sandman himself.


Ed twitched his fingers. This place might not be the Land of Dreams, but something about it wanted to respond to him – he could feel it in his blood. He raised a hand, and swept it aside as if opening a curtain. The dark gloomy haze moved too, gliding out of the way a little, but not lifting completely. Ed didn’t know it, but his power was suffering the same as his twin’s – they were both operating at reduced power.


‘Where am I?’ he said aloud. ‘I’m the Laird of Dreams. What is this place?’ He sounded much more confident than he felt, and he hoped his words had enough power even if his magic did not. He raised his voice. ‘What is this place?’ he asked again.


‘Hello, Edward Crane,’ a voice smiled from behind him. ‘Greetings, to the Laird of Tir Aislingean. We have been waiting for you. Though we are very sorry you are here.’


Ed turned around, a hand raised slightly, as if he might conjure a weapon. If this were the Land of Dreams, he would have been able to conjure an army, but right now even a simple stick felt like it would be too difficult. ‘Where are you?’ He squinted. ‘I cannae see you.’


There was a wisping movement, like a gossamer curtain fluttering in the breeze. ‘You cannot see us?’


‘Us?’ Ed asked. ‘How many are you?’


‘Hundreds,’ came the sad reply. ‘Hundreds, and hundreds, and hundreds more.’


‘I can’t see a single thing,’ Ed said. His heart was hammering, his pulse racing, sweat beginning to frost his back. He felt sure that there was a press of beings around him even if he could not see them, and he just hoped to Bel they were friendly.


‘There is nothing to fear,’ the voice said. ‘Stay where you are, Edward Crane, and we shall help you to see.’


Ed felt something cold press into his hand. He looked down, and saw a shadow on his hand. As he watched, the shadow solidified, and hardened, and got heavier, until he could see he was holding a stone – a grey-white stone flecked with red. It had a hole in the centre of it.


‘A hag-stone?’ he asked, holding it up. It had sharp bits along the edge and lumps to hold on to. It was the sort of thing he used to find on the beach, at home in Covensea, when he would be looking for precious pieces of sea-glass to take home.


‘An Adder Stone,’ the voice came in reply. ‘Raise it to your eye, Laird of Dreams, and behold the truth of what is hidden and unseen all around you.’


Ed’s stomach swooped with nerves, but he couldn’t back down now. He held the Adder Stone tight, then raised it to his injured eye.


And gasped at what he saw.
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Thievery and Reflection


Norway


This far north the daylight barely had time to register before the dark came creeping back in. High in the sky, faint wisps of the Aurora could be seen just starting to paint themselves through the clouds. The brightest stars, or perhaps they were shining planets, could already be seen glittering in the sunset. There was no moon.


‘Be careful,’ Elodie whispered to Laurie. ‘Make sure they don’t see you.’


‘We’ve been alright so far,’ Laurie said softly. They were both watching a man who was checking his phone and using a vape outside a restaurant. He was a rich man – the place he had been eating was very posh, and he was wearing clothes that were smart and elegant and not suited for the weather – he could afford to get a car home, and pay to stay inside, in the warmth.


Not that any of these facts helped Elodie feel less guilty. She still wished there was another way of doing this, but what else was there? She and Laurie had left the island with just the clothes on their backs. The crossing over the North Sea had been horrendous. Landing at the first beach they came to in Norway, the two children had been soaked to the skin and frozen stiff. When you needed to survive, you didn’t think too hard about what rules you might be breaking. Besides, Laurie was keeping a list of what they owed to who.


The man turned, to take a photo on his phone of the festively-lit street. His coat pocket was loose and inviting.


Laurie pulled one of their gloves off, and silently planted their hand against the restaurant wall.


Thin, wire-like vines sprouted from their finger-tips and crammed into the brickwork before snaking along, silent and stealthy, towards the man.


‘Hurry!’ Elodie whispered.


Laurie didn’t reply, but frowned in concentration. The creeping vines left the wall and reached out into open air, towards the man, towards his pocket …


… and darted inside it. Deft as a ghost and making as much noise, the vines tangled around the man’s wallet, lifted it from his pocket, and raced back to Laurie in less than half a minute.


Elodie snatched the wallet as Laurie tore their hand from the wall, and the two of them melted down the alleyway, walking casually and slow, talking together about the weather, in case the man should have noticed anything.


But, of course, he hadn’t. Inside the fancy restaurant, the laughter and clinking of glasses and cutlery continued, and the man went back inside, oblivious to the magical pick-pocketing.


When they were several streets away, Laurie and Elodie examined the wallet. There was plenty of cash inside; Norwegian kroner and some euros, as well as credit cards. They left the cards alone, but Elodie did take a book of stamps the man had been carrying – who knew, maybe they would come in handy. They posted the wallet, with its credit cards, into a red posten-box. It would get back to the man somehow.


Laurie checked their gloves were refastened. Back on the island, Laurie had worn unusual gloves, given to them by their foster parents to prevent them using their power – the ability to grow things with their hands. The gloves had been lined with iron, a metal that leeched magic from Artezans. The gloves they wore tonight were filled solely with wool. And, free from the pain of the iron-laced gloves, they had begun to properly practise with their powers. They were so used to the feeling of having covered hands that just wearing the ordinary snow-proof gloves was enough to keep their powers in check. ‘Taking things from people is grim,’ they said. ‘Will that be enough money, do you think?’


‘It looks like enough for a hotel room and some breakfast, plus the train,’ Elodie said, counting it. ‘But after that … we’re down to coins again.’


Laurie chewed their lip for a second. ‘What are we going to eat when we get up to Bodo?’


Elodie had been thinking about it, but didn’t have any answers. Their adventure so far seemed to be more about staying fed and warm than discovering anything magical. She was tired, and miserable – deep in her bones, she was miserable with the sort of longing you only feel when you’re more alone than you’ve ever felt before. Even trying to make a plan was difficult; it was as if her body needed to sleep for weeks, and her brain had given up back on Eilan Dìomhair. It wasn’t just the loss of her parents, though that hurt her every second of every day. It was Ed’s absence. His not-being-there was like a pull around her heart. But there was hope there, too. If something was pulling, that meant there was still a connection, right?


‘We should try to buy things here,’ she said eventually. ‘Dried meats, biscuits, things that keep for a long time. Freeze-dried fruits, and nuts and stuff.’


‘What about Mr Biscuits?’ Laurie asked. ‘Tins of cat food are heavy.’


‘He’ll have to go on to the all-mouse diet,’ Elodie said grimly. ‘At least he can hunt. We can’t.’


The two of them walked back through the town. The September snow was falling again, blurring the Aurora and quietening down the world. Elodie’s dad had called it snow silence. The blanketed sensation you got on the morning of a snowfall, when everything was soft and quiet, the noises of the garden muffled. Elodie always loved that – the smooth birthday-cake icing that had been draped over the house and leas. Ed had been the opposite. He’d get his coat and wellies on and charge outside the moment he was awake, storming through the winter wonderland to start making snow-people, snow-fortresses and snow cats, to the confusion and annoyance of Mr Biscuits.


Elodie brushed the snow out of her eyes. Everything reminded her of Ed.


‘What if we don’t find them, the Last Spellbreaker?’ she asked out loud. It was the first time she’d said it, and she regretted it instantly.


Laurie stopped walking, and stared at her. ‘Don’t say that,’ they said. ‘Don’t even think it. We’re going to find them. And they’ll help us. You heard Finevan’s thoughts, right?’


Elodie nodded. When her power had been charged in battle, and Ed had been at her side, she had heard not just the chatterings of her cat and songs of the birds overhead, but also the truth behind people’s words. It wasn’t exactly hearing someone’s thoughts, but it was close enough. Now, with her powers malfunctioning and only half-working … she felt as if she had been deafened.


‘What do you think will happen to him?’ Laurie asked, walking again. ‘Finevan, I mean. He said he’d been … taking Artezans’ powers for himself.’


‘Not just Artezans. Artezan Masters,’ Elodie said. ‘The whole reason we started this journey, way back when we left Covensea, back in Scotland before we even met you, was to find the Masters.’ The folk tales said that there was one Master for each branch of magic, and Elodie and Ed had set out to find them. ‘I’ve been thinking,’ Elodie said. ‘The Master of the Hidden and Unseen is me and Ed together. The Master of Growth and Regeneration is you, Laurie. The Master of Stories and Journeys used to be Finevan. But honestly, I don’t think he counts anymore. When I’m with you, and we both use our magic, it feels right. Like, we’re part of a set – me, you and Ed. With Finevan, everything about him felt wrong. He’s corrupted and he shouldn’t be counted as a Master.’


‘But if he doesn’t count, where is the last Artezan Master?’ Laurie asked. ‘The Master of Stories and Journeys?’


Elodie had been thinking about it, and she did not like the conclusions she had come to. ‘Maybe there isn’t one,’ she said. ‘Maybe there can’t be another until Finevan is no longer. Until he’s …’


‘Dead?’ Laurie supplied, helpfully. They shrugged. ‘Well. I don’t want to wish that on anyone, but …’


‘But …’ Elodie agreed.


‘He’s a bad man,’ Mr Biscuits interjected from knee-height. ‘He’s a very bad man. A thief, and a liar.’


‘And a murderer,’ Elodie said. ‘There’s nothing good about him at all. And he killed – undid – Nyx, our friend. Just like that.’


Laurie reached out and took Elodie’s hand, holding it tight. Elodie let them, fighting back tears that would have frozen on to her cheeks had they fallen.


Finevan had done so much, so horribly, in such a short time. He had confessed to being a Droch Mancer, erased Elodie’s parents’ memories, and made Ed’s beloved teacher, Nyx Oneiros simply … disappear. Stop existing. He undid Nyx’s whole life, because they had only ever been a person he invented, to get close to the twins. He thought nothing of making Nyx cease to exist. It had all been a terrible game for him.


‘Good thing he’s trapped on the island,’ Laurie said, bitterly.


Elodie squeezed their hand. ‘But for how long?’


‘If he was close, we’d have noticed by now.’


‘You think so?’


‘I know so. It’s not as though there’s spies lurking around every corner, is it?’


Across the road, on a painted fence that ringed a small garden, a raven gave a soft caw sound. Elodie turned, her ears interpreting the caw as a sound of curiosity.


‘Hello Mr Crow,’ she said. ‘What are you doing here? You’ll freeze your feathers off.’


Caw. Little girl and her friend in the snow. Caw.


‘Funny old thing.’ Elodie shrugged, and kept walking. ‘And I’m not little, I’m thirteen soon.’


‘Crows are really intelligent,’ Laurie said. ‘They can recognise individual humans, and make plans, and even learn to play games and make tools.’


‘Just as long as they’re not making tuils,’ Elodie laughed.


Caw. Walking in the snow. Together. Caw. The raven took flight, scattering powder ice with its wings, and making Mr Biscuits hiss as it flew overhead, disappearing into the falling snow and over the rooftops.


‘And when we get to Bodo,’ Laurie said, ‘we can ask about the Heks – what they call Artezans in Norway. There’s always been powerful Artezans here.’


‘Trials, too,’ Elodie said. ‘That’s humans for you. Can’t stand anything different.’


‘People get scared,’ Laurie said.


‘But they shouldn’t! It’s because of the Trials we have to live in secret, and … it’s not easy for all of us, is it?’


‘True. But wouldn’t you rather have magic than not?’


Elodie didn’t reply for a moment. ‘I wish there was a way to just have a bit of magic,’ she said eventually. ‘Like Dad, and – and Baba. Like Granny M, like my friend Rhea Shah. Just enough magic to make life interesting. Not enough to make life difficult.’


Laurie hummed in agreement. ‘I was told my power was dangerous. That it would hurt people, damage the environment, get me into trouble. In some ways, they were right. But to never make anything grow again? That’s not who I am, either.’


Elodie looked up at the falling snow, a flake kissing her on the nose. ‘But,’ she said, ‘if anyone had to be an Artezan Master, I’m glad it’s us.’


‘Oh, for sure.’ Laurie laughed. ‘We’ve seen what power can do in the wrong hands.’
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