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Welcome to the kingdom of Avantia. I am Aduro – a good wizard residing in the palace of King Hugo. You join us at a difficult time. Let me explain…

It is written in the Ancient Scripts that our peaceful kingdom shall one day be plunged into peril.

Now that time has come.

Under the evil spell of Malvel the Dark Wizard, six Beasts – fire dragon, sea serpent, mountain giant, horse-man, snow monster and flame bird – run wild and destroy the land they once protected.

Avantia is in great danger.

The Ancient Scripts also predict an unlikely hero. It is written that a boy shall take up the Quest to free the Beasts from the curse and save the kingdom.

We do not know who this boy is, only that his time has come…

We pray our young hero will have the courage and the heart to take up the Quest. Will you join us as we wait and watch?

Avantia salutes you,

Aduro


PROLOGUE
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Albin ran across the ice field towards the football, ignoring the painful stitch in his side. He willed his legs to work faster, faster…

His team were a goal down, and it was getting dark. Soon everyone would return to the nomads’ camp for dinner and the game would be over. If only he could equalise…

He reached the ball just a second ahead of the goalkeeper and booted it wildly. It flew through the open goal in a shower of snow.

“Yes!” he yelled, and his team surrounded him, whooping with delight.

“Your turn to get the ball,” said the goalkeeper sulkily. He wasn’t happy!

There was no net in the goalpost, and Albin had kicked the ball so hard that it had landed somewhere in the snow dunes behind the ice field.

“You’d better be careful,” said another boy. “The elders say they’ve seen snow panthers in the dunes.”

“Of course I’ll be careful,” Albin grinned.

He had lived in the icy north of Avantia all his life and knew the wintery white landscape like the back of his hand – the ice fields, the frozen sea and lake, the snow dunes, and the nomads’ camp where he and his family lived. There’s nothing to be scared of! he thought.

He ran to the edge of the ice field and scrambled up a snowy dune. From the top there was nothing to see but the hard, white landscape stretching out into the distance, glimmering in the evening light. Albin shielded his eyes against the glare of the setting sun, but he couldn’t see the ball anywhere. In the distance he heard his friends shouting and laughing as they made their way back to the camp.

He skidded down the other side of the slope to a narrow icy path that wound between the snow dunes. There was the ball. But…it had been squashed flat. He looked at it, puzzled. What had happened to it?

Then he heard a different noise. A strange, high, tinkling sound – like a bell.

As Albin gazed down at the ball, a shadow passed over him. A huge shadow.

With a sudden feeling of dread, he looked up.

A towering creature, five times his size, stood over him, rocking from side to side on its huge hind legs. Its shaggy fur was thick and white. Blood-red eyes glared down at Albin, and huge, curving, ivory claws sliced the air. Drooling jaws snapped open, showing razor-sharp yellow fangs. The Beast wore a small brass bell on a chain about its neck, but the fur there had been clawed away to reveal raw pink flesh.

Albin was too scared even to scream. He tried to turn and run, but his legs had turned to jelly, and instead he slipped and fell on his back.

The monster stamped one massive paw down on the icy path.

The shockwave jarred every bone in Albin’s body. Panic-stricken he scrabbled up, hurling himself at the side of the snow dune to get out of the Beast’s way. The monster’s claws swiped against his side, tearing through his thick clothes to the flesh beneath. Albin yelled with pain. He put a hand to his side and felt warm, sticky blood. Desperately he scrambled up the dune. If he could only get to the top, in sight of the camp, he might be safe…


CHAPTER ONE

THE NORTHERN QUEST BEGINS
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“Of all the places our Beast Quest has taken us,” Tom said, “this must be the most amazing!” He stood still and stared out at the icy wastes. They stretched into the distance as far as the eye could see, bright shimmering white under a sky of vivid blue. It was late afternoon and the sun was strong.

“It’s very bleak,” Elenna said, shivering. “But it is beautiful, too.” Her pet wolf Silver pressed up to her, his grey fur speckled with snowflakes and studded with tiny icicles. She hugged him, grateful for the warmth of his body against her legs.

“I’ll check the map and see how much further we have to go,” Tom announced. He pulled the well-worn scroll that Wizard Aduro had given him from his pocket.

His stallion, Storm, stood like a coal-black shadow against the whiteness all around, and gave a soft whinny as Tom patted his neck. Tom and Elenna could not ride him on the ice fields. His hooves kept slipping on the snow and ice, so their journey had been slow.

“We’re close to the northern-most edge of Avantia. We must be nearly at the end of the trail.” Tom pointed to the red glowing path on the map that showed them their route.
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