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To our Uncle Nick,
who always supported our dreams,
and the dreams of many others too.
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The shrill squeal of a whistle sliced through the air. Puffing, Leah came to a stop. Miss Kaur had made them run farther than usual for their warm-up and Leah’s entire body was tingling with warmth, despite the chilly January air. She brushed strands of sweaty blonde hair from her eyes as Mimi appeared at her side.


‘Ugh, I’m not made for long-distance running, L. Especially on a Monday,’ her best friend moaned, bending over and planting her hands on her knees. Her skin shone with a light layer of sweat.


‘That’s not true,’ Leah said. ‘You’re a better runner than me. Much faster!’


‘Faster. Yes. Further? No.’


Leah laughed and they joined the rest of the football team heading towards the benches.


‘L! Mimi!’ A familiar voice rang out across the pitch. Leah saw George, the third member of their trio, waving at them from the sidelines. He was bundled up in a thick black coat, his red bobble hat barely containing the wild brown curls dancing over his forehead. Leah and Mimi split from the other players and jogged over to meet him.


‘Hey! What are you doing here?’ Leah asked.


George grinned and held up a fancy camera, its exposed lens glinting in the watery winter sun. ‘Miss Kaur asked me to take some pictures of your training sessions for the school newspaper. She wants to build up some hype before the big game on Thursday.’


‘Don’t remind me,’ Leah groaned, covering her eyes with one hand. ‘I’ve been trying not to think about it.’


‘What are you talking about?’ Mimi frowned. ‘I thought you were looking forward to it.’


‘I was, but after last week’s match . . . I’d be surprised if Miss Kaur even lets me start.’ The corners of Leah’s mouth turned down. ‘I can’t believe I missed that shot. She’s going to bench me for sure.’


‘You can’t be perfect all the time, L,’ George said. ‘Everyone has bad days.’


Leah shook her head. ‘Not this close to the end of the season, they don’t. I’ve got to be on top form.’


George and Mimi exchanged a look, but before either of them could respond, Miss Kaur’s voice drifted over from the benches. ‘Come on, team!’


Leah and Mimi joined the rest of the players streaming towards their teacher. George followed behind, his camera at the ready. The team arranged themselves in a rough semi-circle around the bench, Miss Kaur at the centre. A football was tucked into the crook of her arm, her silver whistle hanging on a string around her neck.


She clapped her hands together. ‘Right, you all know Thursday is a big game for us. Westfield High are a tough team to tackle.’


‘Which is why we’ve never beaten them,’ William Riley piped up. His beefy arms were crossed over his chest.


Miss Kaur tipped her head in acknowledgement. ‘No, we’ve never won against them, but that’s why this last training session is so important. It’ll give us a chance to iron out our creases.’ She paused. ‘Look, I know you’re all nervous about doing well, but you’re some of the most talented kids I’ve ever coached. Compared to a few years ago, you’re a wonder team! I know you can do this.’ Reluctantly, the players nodded. Leah didn’t think they looked very convinced.


Miss Kaur seemed to sense it too. She sighed and plucked up her clipboard from the bench, her eyes drifting down the page. ‘Before we even start thinking about tactics, though, we need to get our final team organised.’ She started to rattle off positions.


‘Oh no,’ Leah whispered. She looked at Mimi in panic. ‘This is it. She’s going to kick me off the starting eleven!’


‘You don’t know that,’ Mimi whispered back sternly, hands on her hips.


Leah gulped. She knew her friend meant well, but Mimi didn’t understand. Leah’s performance in the last game had been her worst ever. She’d been preparing for this moment ever since.


What if she cried? she thought suddenly. The thought was mortifying.


‘Leah!’ Miss Kaur’s voice broke through Leah’s thoughts. Her shoulders clenched as she braced herself for her teacher’s next words. She tried to compose her face – she didn’t want the team to see her shame and disappointment. She had to keep it together when Miss Kaur told her . . .


‘You’re going to be our primary penalty taker if that situation arises.’


Leah blinked. Next to her, Mimi whooped. There was a smattering of polite applause as Miss Kaur grinned at her astonishment.


Penalty taker? Did that mean she wasn’t being relegated to the bench? Was Miss Kaur actually giving her a second chance? She couldn’t believe it.


Neither could William. ‘Her?’ he spat in angry disbelief. ‘You can’t be serious! I’m the top scorer on the team, not her. Besides, she’s rubbish at penalties!’


‘William,’ Miss Kaur said, her tone thick with warning.


William snorted, shaking his head. ‘The wonder team? More like the blunder team if you put her anywhere near the penalty area.’ A few of the players around him sniggered, and Leah couldn’t help the crimson flush that stained her cheeks.


‘That’s enough,’ Miss Kaur said sharply. ‘If you’re going to argue with my decisions, you can leave my pitch. Is that clear?’ William didn’t reply, but he shot Leah a look of pure venom.


Leah’s stomach writhed uncomfortably. William Riley was the worst bully in the school. Even most of the older kids went out of their way to avoid him. Now all of his attention was focused on Leah.


Miss Kaur shaded her eyes and she stared up at the sky. There was a shroud of dark clouds looming on the horizon that made her frown. She chucked the clipboard back onto the bench, then threw the football to William. ‘Let’s get out onto the pitch,’ she said. ‘I don’t like the look of that sky and I want us to get as much practice time as possible.’


As the team jogged onto the pitch, Mimi gripped Leah’s arm, her face breaking into an excited grin. ‘Leah!’ she exclaimed. ‘Penalty taker! This is awesome!’


‘Is it?’ Leah said faintly.


‘Of course!’ George had caught up with them. ‘It’s a big responsibility, but it shows Miss Kaur trusts you. Now, smile! I want to get a good shot for the paper.’ He raised his camera to his eye, clicking the shutter. The smile on Leah’s face felt false.


‘George, Mimi, will you give me and Leah a moment, please?’ They hadn’t heard Miss Kaur come up behind them.


‘Sure, Miss,’ Mimi said, and she and George hurried off to where the other players were gathering by the goalposts.


Leah gulped as she was left with Miss Kaur. She felt like her teacher was expecting her to say something, but she didn’t know what.


Eventually, Miss Kaur said, ‘Are you alright, Leah? I thought you’d be pleased to have been chosen as our penalty taker.’


‘I am!’ Leah blurted. It was true, especially because she’d been so sure Miss Kaur was going to bench her completely. ‘It’s just . . .’ she hung her head. ‘William’s right. I am rubbish at taking penalties.’


‘That’s certainly not true,’ Miss Kaur chuckled.


Leah continued as if her teacher hadn’t spoken, ‘And in our last game I missed that last shot. It was basically an open goal, but I bottled it!’


Miss Kaur’s expression turned serious. ‘Last week definitely wasn’t your best game, Leah, but everyone has off days. A penalty taker doesn’t always need to be the best goal scorer on the pitch. It’s more important for them to be calm and collected, no matter what’s going on around them. That’s why I didn’t choose William for this job.’ She patted Leah on the shoulder. ‘You don’t let your emotions get away from you. It’s a great quality in a leader, and in a high-pressure moment a leader is what the team will need.’


Leah scrunched up her nose. A leader? Her?


Leah considered for a moment. Was Miss Kaur right? Leah knew that if she stepped up to this role, everything would change. It would mean being brave enough to take charge and tell people what to do, not to mention standing up and making big speeches.


She shook her head so violently that her ponytail whipped against the back of her neck.


‘I can’t.’


Miss Kaur’s expression softened. She tilted her head to one side. ‘I know this sounds scary, Leah. But I wouldn’t have asked you if I didn’t think you had it in you. It’s time to step up to a new challenge.’


‘What if I freeze again?’ Leah asked, her voice dropping to a whisper. She hugged her middle, wrapping her arms around it.


Miss Kaur shrugged. ‘Well, there’s only one remedy for that. You’ll have to practise! It’s a good thing we’re starting today’s session with some penalties, isn’t it?’ She grinned and nodded her head towards the rest of the team. Leah gulped, noticing the bag of balls slouched against the goalpost. She bit her lip. She felt dizzy and a little bit sick. Could she really do this?
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The decision was taken out of her hands as Miss Kaur placed her whistle against her lips and blew hard. Conversations died as the team turned their attention towards their teacher.


‘We’re going to warm up with some penalties today,’ Miss Kaur declared, striding over to the bag of balls and beginning to pass them out amongst the players. Leah took hers reluctantly. ‘Mimi, you can get us started.’


As the goalkeeper took his place in the middle of the net, Mimi danced up to the penalty spot, placing the football down with precision. Then, forehead creased in concentration, she took a run-up and kicked the ball, hard. It soared into the top-right corner of the goal.


‘Yes!’ she cried, jumping up and down on the spot. Miss Kaur clapped in approval.


‘Yeah, yeah, well done. Do you want a medal or are you going to move out of my way?’ William snarled. He stepped up behind Mimi, looming over her.


Mimi narrowed her eyes, but she stepped aside, moving next to Leah. ‘Let’s hope his big head doesn’t weigh him down and cause him to trip,’ she muttered. Leah laughed.


William didn’t trip. He took the penalty with a confidence that Leah couldn’t help but envy. The ball soared effortlessly into the net, and William shot her a smug smile.


‘Beat that,’ he said. He strode past her, his shoulder smacking purposefully into hers and making her stumble.


‘What a jerk,’ Mimi muttered.


Leah tried to shake it off. She rolled back her shoulders as she stepped up to the mark. Above, the sky had grown very dark, and an ominous rumble reverberated around the field. As she stepped backwards, preparing to make her run-up, Leah’s heart began to hammer in her chest. She stared at the goal and the great expanse of space around the goalkeeper. She could do this. There were plenty of places she could send the ball. In her mind, she imagined it darting through the keeper’s outstretched hands and hitting the back of the net with a satisfying woosh.


‘She’s bottled it again.’ William’s rude shout cut her visualisation into ribbons. ‘She can’t do it!’


‘Hush, William!’ Miss Kaur’s voice was angry. ‘Come on, Leah! You’ve got this!’


But she didn’t. The reality of the situation came crashing down on her all at once. Leah began to breathe faster and faster, the breath hissing through her teeth. William was right. The goal was too small. The goalkeeper was too fast. Leah’s aim wasn’t good enough. All the reasons why she couldn’t take this penalty spiralled through her mind.


Suddenly, a fat droplet of water splashed onto her forehead. It was followed by another and another as the heavy, metal-grey clouds above released a torrent of cold, wet rain.


Miss Kaur blew her whistle and frantically began collecting up the footballs. ‘Quick,’ she shouted, beckoning them towards the changing room. ‘Inside!’ The team didn’t need telling twice. Teeth chattering, everyone sprinted towards the benches.


Everyone but William.


He picked up his ball and threw it casually towards Leah, his mouth crooked into a malicious smile. ‘Great penalty practice,’ he said nastily. ‘You’re really gonna lead us to victory.’ Then he turned and jogged after his teammates.


Clutching the football, Leah trudged miserably after him. She’d frozen. Again. In spite of what Miss Kaur had said. Disappointment and embarrassment surged through her. What kind of player couldn’t take a penalty? And if she couldn’t even do it successfully during training, what hope did she have of doing it in a proper match? What a complete disaster.


By the time Leah reached the changing room, most of the other players had left. Only Mimi and George lingered, waiting as Leah silently changed out of her wet kit and grabbed her coat. They headed to the school gates, securing their hoods and dashing out into the storm, past the shopping centre across the road and into the park. They slowed down as they neared the twisted oak tree at the centre. Its bare branches looked black against the gloomy mass of clouds overhead, like gnarled fingers outstretched to catch the ferocious raindrops.


‘See you here at eight-thirty tomorrow morning?’ George shouted over the roar of the rain.


Leah and Mimi nodded in agreement. Leah then opened her mouth to respond, but suddenly the hairs on her arms rose and a sharp crack ripped through the air as a light flashed. She blinked frantically, trying to clear the black spots that danced before her eyes. There was a slight ringing in her ears.


‘What was that?’ George gasped. He was hunkered down, his hands protectively clutching his camera, which he’d managed to zip underneath his coat.


Mimi lifted her arms up in front of her. ‘I think it was lightning! The hairs on my arms stood up like soldiers! That’s always a tell-tale sign. It’s the electrical charge,’ she shouted. Mimi always paid attention in science.


‘It must have been really close. It could have hit us!’ Leah exclaimed. All thoughts of football training had vanished from her mind.


‘We should get inside, quick,’ George said nervously. Rain dripped from his nose and his teeth chattered.


[image: Leah, Mimi and George run across a road looking scared. Above them, lightning strikes, illuminating the sky, while heavy rain pours down.]


‘Good idea,’ Mimi agreed. ‘The next one could be even closer!’


Shuddering at the thought, they waved goodbye and, with one final look at the ominous silhouette of the oak tree, hurried away towards home.
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Leah found it impossible to sleep that night. Outside, the rain continued to pour down and battered against the house. She squeezed her eyes shut, but her thoughts rushed about noisily in her head. She couldn’t stop them. William Riley’s smug face danced tauntingly behind her eyelids. Even when she managed not to think about him, the big match against Westfield High on Thursday loomed in her mind. Plus, there was an important history test scheduled for the next day and she hadn’t even thought about opening her textbook to revise.


Leah sighed noisily and shook her head, trying to dislodge the troublesome thoughts from her mind. When she finally did fall asleep, her dreams were full of empty penalty spots and a deep thunder that seemed to shake everything.


The blaring of her alarm woke her. She rolled over with a groan, slapping a hand over the clock and hauling herself up. She rubbed her eyes and yawned. Outside, blue skies sparkled and sunlight poured into her bedroom. Leah grinned. The storm was gone!


‘Leah!’ her mum called. ‘Hurry up, or you’re going to be late for school!’


Leah just had enough time to scoff down a piece of toast before she scooped up her backpack from where she’d left it at the bottom of the stairs the night before. She shouted goodbye to her mum as she set off, slamming the door behind her.


The morning was bright and perfect; you never would have guessed that a vicious storm had wracked the town just hours before. The only thing that gave it away were the numerous puddles that Leah leapt over as she rushed to the oak tree, where she always met Mimi and George before school.


It didn’t take her long to reach the park. Leah slowed her steps as she took the meandering path that led to the tree at the centre of the green, admiring how pretty everything looked in the sunlight.


Suddenly Leah stopped, gasping in horror. The tree!


Where once the old oak tree had stood tall and proud, there was now nothing but a tangle of roots reaching up into the sky. The trunk lay across the path, its branches snapped and broken. Leah stepped over them delicately as she inched closer, her eyes wandering over the destruction.


Leah looked up to see Mimi and George hurrying towards her from the other side of the park. They gaped at the fallen oak.


‘Look,’ said Leah, pointing towards the trunk. A great crack split the middle, the pale wood inside exposed like the innards of a giant fruit. The edge of each side was black, as if it had been charred over a barbecue. ‘I think it might have been hit by lightning.’


George snapped a photo. The little box-shaped camera whirred as it spat out a small square photo. George plucked it out, staring at it impatiently while the picture developed.


Mimi shrugged. ‘It could be, but I think that’s probably more likely down to the wind. It was really strong last night.’


‘That’s so sad,’ said George, sliding the photo into his pocket.


Mimi peered at the roots, poking at them with a fallen branch she’d picked up. Leah joined her. The underside of the tree looked like a map, each root a thin road criss-crossing over another.


Mimi had turned her attention to the unearthed soil beneath the tree. She stuck the branch into it and moved the mud to and fro.


‘Hey!’ George said. ‘Smile and pretend to dig!’


The two girls beamed up at him, their makeshift spades raking through the soil as he raised his camera and took their photo. As he pressed the shutter, Leah’s branch sank further into the dirt. There was a muffled clunk as it hit something solid.


‘What was that?’ Mimi exclaimed.


‘I don’t know,’ Leah frowned. ‘Quick, help me move this mud!’


Using both their hands and the branches, Leah, George and Mimi burrowed through the soil until they could see a hint of something metallic and shiny peeking through. Leah dug her fingers around the corners and, after a couple of insistent tugs, the item reluctantly came free.


It was a plain silver box, locked with a small padlock. Leah tried to wipe off as much of the mud as possible, looking for any clues as to what it might be. But there was nothing.


‘Maybe it’s buried treasure,’ Mimi suggested.


‘Like pirate loot?’ Leah raised her eyebrows.


‘It could be a time capsule,’ George suggested.


‘It would be a very old capsule if someone had planted it underneath that massive tree,’ Mimi said slowly. ‘Can you open it, Leah?’


Leah shook her head. ‘No. Look at the . . .’ She broke off abruptly as she touched the padlock. She’d thought it was locked, but as soon as she touched it a tingle swept over her fingertips and it swung open. The trio exchanged a look. Carefully, Leah unhooked the padlock, prying the lid open slowly. She peered inside.


‘What is it?’ Mimi demanded, jostling Leah’s shoulder. George had his camera raised, finger poised over the shutter button.


‘It’s a . . .’ Leah frowned. ‘It’s a pocket watch.’


Leah reached in and scooped out the watch, and its thin chain unspooled beneath it. It was heavier than she’d thought it would be. Its silver casing winked in the sunlight. Delicate filigree patterns were etched into its curved body and Roman numerals ringed the edge of the white face that was encased beneath a panel of glass. Two black hands reached out from the centre, their pointy tips like tiny spears. Leah waited for them to move but they were motionless . . . She held the watch up to her ear, listening for the tick-tock, but it was silent.


[image: A hand holds a pocket watch, the watch has Roman numerals on its face.]


‘It’s broken,’ Leah said disappointedly.


‘Wait!’ George said. He took the box from Leah and stuck his hand in. ‘There’s something else!’ It was a scrap of paper, yellow and crinkled.


‘Is it a love letter?’ Mimi cried excitedly.


George shook his head. ‘It says, “For those who might need it most”. That’s it.’ He scrunched up his nose and showed them the paper. Leah could see the words written in a faded, cursive script.


‘Oh man,’ Mimi moaned, rolling her eyes. ‘We got all muddy for nothing.’


Leah peered at the watch. Who would bury a watch beneath a big old oak tree? It must have been there for years, waiting for someone to dig it up.


‘What do you think it means? What kind of person would need a broken pocket watch?’ she asked.


George shrugged. He leaned forward and took another quick picture. ‘Whoever it is, I don’t think it’s us.’


‘I hate to interrupt this episode of Time Team,’ Mimi piped up, her phone in her hand. ‘But this mystery is going to have to wait for another time. If we don’t get a move on, we’re going to be late for school. I don’t fancy getting on Mr Cook’s bad side first thing in the morning.’


Mimi was right. If they didn’t hurry, they’d be in trouble! Leah stuffed the metal box into her backpack. But for some reason she couldn’t bear the thought of the watch rattling around in there, so as they dashed through the park, she slipped it into her trouser pocket, where it would be safe.
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Leah slid into her seat just as the morning bell rang. She itched to look at the watch once more, but she didn’t want to risk any of the teachers seeing it. Instead, she stuck her hand into her pocket and ran her fingers over the engraved edges. Her form tutor had to call her name three times before she answered for the morning register.


Maths wasn’t much better. Leah was only dimly aware of the numbers Miss Maloney was writing on the board. She couldn’t stop thinking about the watch. It seemed a strange sort of thing for someone to bury beneath a tree. What use was a watch if it was hidden under piles and piles of mud and a massive oak? Besides, hadn’t the watch’s owner known that the tree would grow too big for anyone to be able to find it?


Leah shook her head. It didn’t make any sense. If not for the storm, who knew how long it would have been hidden under all those roots.


Unable to resist, Leah slipped the watch from her pocket. The silver casing looked even shinier in the glow from the classroom’s fluorescent lighting. She flipped it over in her hand, marvelling at how pretty it was.


Wait a minute . . . There were words on the back! In the rush to get to school, Leah hadn’t noticed them. She frowned and brought the watch closer to her face. The letters were etched so finely that it was difficult to read them properly, but if she just tilted it a little bit . . .


‘Two hands meet at noon or night . . .’ she murmured to herself. ‘Click once, click twice and set time right.’ What on earth did that mean?


‘Leah!’


Leah jumped, her hands automatically shoving the watch beneath the table and into her pocket. Heart thumping wildly, she looked up at Miss Maloney, who was staring at her with an irritated scowl on her face.


‘S . . . sorry, Miss Maloney,’ Leah stuttered. ‘What did you say?’


Miss Maloney’s frown grew even deeper, but now she looked concerned rather than angry. ‘I asked if you could answer the question on the board.’


Leah bit her lip. She hadn’t been concentrating at all. She fumbled her way through the sum, trying to ignore the excited buzzing in the back of her head. She couldn’t wait to tell Mimi and George about what she’d found!


‘What does that mean?’ Mimi asked as they strode towards their history class. ‘It sounds like gobbledygook to me.’


Leah shook her head, turning the watch over in her hands. ‘I don’t know, but I feel like there’s something special about this watch. There are just too many things that don’t add up.’


George looked dubious. ‘Are you saying you think it’s, like, magic or something?’


‘No,’ Leah said quickly, blushing a little. ‘I know that magic isn’t real, George. I’m just saying it’s strange, that’s all.’


‘Hey!’ Mimi suddenly exclaimed, stopping in the middle of the hall. ‘I think I’ve worked it out!’


‘Worked what out?’ George said, puzzled.


‘The riddle!’ Mimi grabbed their arms and pulled them to the side. ‘Two hands meet at noon or night, click once, click twice and set time right! The noon bit is obvious – that just means midday, right? But I bet the “night” bit is talking about midnight. They’re the same thing – the hands meet at the twelve!’


‘But . . . the watch is broken,’ George replied slowly. ‘The hands don’t move.’


‘Duh,’ Mimi replied. ‘But we can move them ourselves. That’s what that little sticky out bit does.’ She pointed towards the button-like dial at the top of the watch.


‘I think it’s called a crown,’ George said.


Leah felt a fizz of excitement bubbling in the pit of her stomach. Mimi was right! Tentatively, Leah touched the crown, pushing it gently. She’d expected it to be stiff after having been buried beneath the ground for so long, but the small silver knob twisted easily. As it turned, the black hands on the clock face began to move too, inching from ‘III’ to ‘IV’. Leah twisted it again and again until the spiked heads of both hands were pointing at the numeral XII.


‘Okay, what now?’ George asked, peering at the clock face in trepidation.


Leah shrugged. ‘The inscription says we need to click once, click twice. The only thing I can see that looks like a button is the crown itself. So . . .’ She looked up at her friends. George and Mimi huddled closer, leaning over the watch eagerly. Leah’s hand hovered over the crown. She took a deep breath, squeezed her eyes shut, and pressed it twice.


Nothing happened.


‘Oh,’ George said, disappointed. ‘It really is broken.’


Leah blew her breath out in one big rush. She’d known it was silly to expect that the watch might do something. It was just a clock, after all. But she’d been so sure there was more to it than two long-stopped hands. Why else would it have been buried? And with such a mysterious note, too! But it really was just an old, broken watch.


Abruptly, Leah felt a twist of anger. She could feel her cheeks burning. She shoved the watch into her pocket without looking at it.


‘Well, at least we tried,’ Mimi said, her lips pursed into a despondent pout.


‘Move out of my way, losers!’ Something barged into Leah’s shoulder and Mimi lurched forward, stumbling over her feet. George just managed to catch her before she tipped over and landed square on her face.


‘Hey!’ Mimi shouted. ‘Watch where you’re going!’


A cruel laugh answered her and Leah looked up into the face of William Riley. As if things couldn’t get any worse! He was flanked by his cronies, Katie MacIntyre and Toby Henderson. Toby was big and burly, like a bear, while Katie was as thin as a kebab skewer, with a long nose and a pointy, weaselly chin.


‘Look who it is,’ William sneered, his sunken blue eyes bright. ‘Our fearless leader. Ready for another training session, Leah?’ His tone was taunting and Leah felt her face growing hot.


Mimi started forward, her mouth tight with fury, but Leah caught her arm. ‘Don’t, Mimi. He’s not worth it.’


Katie and Toby snickered. Wearing a broad grin, William leaned forward. ‘See, guys? She’s too chicken to do anything. I don’t know what Miss Kaur was thinking, choosing her.’


‘I hate to interrupt this very important “meeting”,’ came an imperious voice from down the corridor. ‘But, as surprising as this may be to you, I don’t have all day to waste waiting for you lot to decide whether or not you’d like to attend your history lesson.’


Leah fought the urge to groan as she, Mimi and George turned towards the voice. It was Mr Cook. He was standing in the doorway to their history classroom, hands on his hips, his impressive eyebrows drawn into a disapproving frown.


William smiled angelically towards their teacher. ‘I was just telling these three that they needed to hurry if they didn’t want to miss your lesson, Mr Cook.’


‘It’s a shame more students aren’t as conscientious as you, William,’ Mr Cook gave an approving nod.


The three of them followed William, Katie and Toby into the classroom. They murmured their apologies as they hurried past Mr Cook, cringing under his stare. Leah shook her head as she sat down, pushing both William’s words and her thoughts about the pocket watch out of her mind. She wouldn’t let William get to her, and she certainly wasn’t going to fixate on a stupid old clock. As soon as school was finished, she’d put it back in the box and return it to the tree.
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