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To our mums and our dads. We never would have got to where we are now without the love, support, and guidance you’ve given us over the years. We’ll always be grateful.
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Leah groaned in frustration as she watched the ball soar over the hands of the Crickle End goalkeeper. It hit the back of the net with a triumphant thwack. The whistle sounded. Opposite Leah, Ayo, the other defender, shook her head in defeat.


That was the third goal their opponents had scored. Crickle End High hadn’t even come close to scoring one and there was only a quarter of the match left.


‘Come on, guys!’ Miss Kaur shouted from the sideline as the team trudged back to their starting positions. ‘Don’t give up. We’ve still got time to turn this around!’


Leah wasn’t so sure. They’d known that the team from Thornton Brook were good and they’d expected a challenge, but she hadn’t thought it would be this difficult.


The weather wasn’t making things any easier. Rain fell over the pitch in a light mist. Their kits were soaked through, and the tips of Leah’s fingers were starting to go numb. She rubbed her hands together, but it did nothing to banish the chill.


‘This is torture,’ Mimi groaned, jogging over to Leah’s side.


‘I don’t understand how they keep scoring,’ complained William, as he and Ayo joined them.


Ayo scrunched up her nose. ‘Their strikers are just too fast,’ she said.


‘We can’t keep up with them,’ Leah agreed. She scowled at the opposing team.


‘We’re doing the best we can,’ Mimi said, placing a comforting hand on Ayo’s shoulder. ‘It’s no one’s fault.’


Leah bit her lip, averting her eyes. Mimi might not be placing blame, but Leah couldn’t help but feel responsible. It was her job to defend the goal, and so far she’d failed spectacularly. She had to do something to stop Thornton Brook’s imminent victory.


The four of them split up, jogging over to take their places. The whistle blew and Leah bounced on her toes. If they were going to turn the tide of this match, she had to focus.


The midfielder from Thornton Brook had the ball, and he sped down the pitch towards Leah, leaving the Crickle End High players trailing behind him. Ayo rushed forward to meet him, her feet dancing across the wet grass as she attempted to intercept the ball. But, just like before, the Thornton Brook player was faster, and he dodged and weaved around her, edging closer to the goal.


Leah felt adrenaline burn up inside her. There was no way she could let them score again.


She surged towards the midfielder. He was already preparing to pass the ball, but Leah was ready for him. She jerked to the side, cutting him off and forcing him to turn the ball in a clumsy circle. She saw an opening. It was tight, and a little bit risky, but Leah didn’t stop to think about it. She lunged forward, her foot hooking around the ball and dragging it away from the midfielder.


‘Yes!’ she yelled, a wild grin on her face.


And then a searing pain shot up her leg.


Her triumphant cry turned into a strangled yelp as her knee gave way, sending her crashing to the grass. It was like something inside her leg had snapped. The ball spun away from her, but Leah didn’t care as she gripped her knee, gasping. Her entire leg burned. She squeezed her eyes shut, breathing fast.


Vaguely she heard the whistle blow, and then there were people crowding around her.


‘L, are you okay?’ Mimi said anxiously.


‘What happened?’ George asked. He’d sprinted over from the sideline when he’d seen Leah go down.


Leah groaned in response.


‘Her face has gone totally white, miss.’


‘Thanks, William, I can see that,’ came Miss Kaur’s voice, and then Leah felt a hand on her arm. ‘Leah, can you tell me where it hurts?’


‘My knee,’ Leah managed to gasp. ‘There was a twang and it just . . . went.’


[image: Leah holds her knees in pain and cries, while Miss Kaur, Mimi, George and William surround her and look at her in concern.]


‘Oh dear,’ Miss Kaur said, her voice full of worry. ‘You must have pulled something. You’ll have to come off.’


Leah pushed herself up onto her elbows. ‘Miss—’


But the coach’s voice was firm. ‘Leah, you can’t play if you can’t run. You need to let your knee rest.’


Disappointment welled up inside Leah. She knew Miss Kaur was right, but that didn’t make it any easier.


With Miss Kaur’s help, Leah hobbled over to the sideline. She gritted her teeth against the pain throbbing through her knee.


‘Here,’ Miss Kaur said, directing her over to the bench. ‘Sit down and keep your leg elevated. I’ll send someone to get you an ice pack.’


Miserably, Leah did as she was told. George handed her a coat, and she pulled it on, putting up the hood to protect against the rain. On the pitch, the game restarted. Leah watched, her entire body itching to be out there with her teammates. She glared at her throbbing knee. She’d never had an injury like this before; she hoped the pain would fade soon and that it wouldn’t keep her benched for long.


But . . . what if it did?


Fear wormed through her as she thought about the professional footballers she admired. Some of them had suffered injuries that had stopped them from playing for months at a time.


Why had she made that tackle? She’d known it was a risky move, but all she’d been thinking about was stopping the Thornton Brook player from scoring.


Leah turned her attention to the match and tried not to worry about the burning pain in her knee. It probably wasn’t anything to worry about, she told herself. She’d be back playing next week. She was sure of it.


But by the time the match had finished and the defeated Crickle End High players trudged to the changing room, Leah’s knee was still throbbing painfully, and suddenly she wasn’t very sure at all.
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When Mimi and George poked their heads around the door of Leah’s bedroom that weekend, she was lying in bed, reading a book. She smiled at the sight of her friends and put it down.


‘I’m so happy to see you,’ Leah gushed as they came inside. Both of them were wearing jeans and hoodies, and behind them a familiar brown-and-white dog burst into the bedroom. It gave a happy woof and jumped up onto Leah’s bed, licking her face enthusiastically. ‘Rolo!’


‘I thought he might cheer you up,’ Mimi said. ‘Your mum said you were feeling a bit fed up.’


‘Is that all she said?’ Leah muttered grumpily. ‘I’m surprised she didn’t tell you not to get me overexcited.’


George and Mimi looked at each other.


‘She did, didn’t she?’ Leah cried. She closed her eyes and let her head tip back against her wooden headboard. ‘She’s a nightmare. I’m not ill, I’ve hurt my knee!’


‘She’s just worried about you,’ Mimi said gently.


‘Anyway, she wasn’t only talking about you,’ George added. ‘She also said she’d bring us some lunch soon. It’s nearly twelve.’


‘I bet it’s soup,’ Leah huffed. ‘That’s all she’s fed me since we got home from the doctor’s yesterday.’


[image: Leah lies on her bed wearing an ankle support. Rolo is on top of her, licking her face.]


George looked down, fixing his eyes on the cream carpet. ‘Yeah, she did say something about lentil soup, actually . . .’ He trailed off.


Leah huffed again and stroked Rolo’s ears. ‘I could probably deal with all of their fussing if I wasn’t so bored,’ she complained. ‘The doctor said I’ve got to rest and, of course, Mum and Dad are being all over the top about it. Dad won’t even let me go for a wee without help!’


‘Well, he is a nurse,’ George pointed out. ‘He knows what he’s talking about.’


Leah glared at him.


‘Does it still hurt?’ Mimi asked, pointing towards Leah’s knee. It was resting on a cushion, the electric-blue support bandage wrapped around it clearly visible.


‘Not any more,’ Leah replied. ‘I can walk on it like normal. But the doctor told me I can’t play football for another two weeks. She said if I do too much exercise, the pain will come back and I might damage my knee forever. I’ve got to wait for the swelling to go down.’


‘Two weeks?’ George said, his eyebrows raised. ‘That’s ages!’


‘I know,’ Leah said glumly, hugging a squirming Rolo to her chest. ‘It sucks.’


‘I’m sorry, L.’ Mimi patted her hand. ‘But if you do what the doctor tells you, you’ll be back on the pitch in no time.’


‘Which is a good thing, because the team is rubbish without you,’ George piped up, smiling mischievously.


‘Hey!’ Mimi exclaimed. She grabbed a fluffy pillow off Leah’s bed and threw it at George.


Leah and Mimi burst out laughing as George threw the pillow back. Rolo launched himself off the bed, bounding around them and filling the bedroom with his high-pitched barks. Leah only laughed harder, and some of the gloom that had been hanging over her since her doctor’s appointment started to disappear.


Once the laughter had died away, and as Rolo wandered away to sniff around Leah’s desk, Leah sighed. ‘I just hope the next two weeks go by quickly,’ she said. ‘I’m not very good at waiting on the sidelines.’


‘We know how much you love football, L.’ George’s face was serious. ‘But you just have to be patient.’


Leah didn’t say anything, gritting her teeth in frustration.


Suddenly, Rolo let out a yelp, and Leah leaned forward to see the little dog sitting patiently in front of her bookshelves. He stared at her expectantly.


‘What’s up, boy?’ Mimi asked, crouching next to him. She ran her hands over his silky coat.


Rolo barked again. Then he jumped up, resting his paws on one of the lower shelves. He nudged his nose against a silver metal box.


It was the box that Leah and her friends had found beneath a great, upturned oak tree in the park. Back then, it had only contained an old-fashioned pocket watch with a mysterious inscription on the back. But the watch did so much more than tell the time.


It had the ability to send them back into the past.


With the watch’s power, Leah, Mimi and George had been on a number of time-twisting adventures. Most recently to the Tanzanian rainforests in 1968, where they’d rescued a troop of chimpanzees from the clutches of a sinister poaching group. Even now, Leah couldn’t help but shudder as she remembered the way the leader of the poachers had sneered as he’d threatened Mwamba, a baby chimpanzee.


But since they’d returned, the watch had stayed inside the box, alongside three other magical objects that had gradually appeared after each of their adventures – a compass, a magnifying glass and, most recently, a key. It wasn’t that Leah and her friends hadn’t wanted to go back in time again, but they’d learned that the watch never worked when they wanted it to. It always seemed to have a plan of its own.


Rolo barked again, dragging Leah from her thoughts. She smiled and shook her head. ‘I don’t think there’ll be any adventures for me until my knee has healed up, boy,’ she said.


‘I wonder where the watch’ll take us next,’ Mimi pondered.


‘Nowhere good, probably,’ said George with a frown. ‘Definitely somewhere with snakes. We always end up somewhere with snakes.’


‘We never actually saw a snake in Tanzania, though,’ Leah pointed out.


George scoffed. ‘We were too busy with the dangerous poachers, enormous landslides and wild leopards!’


‘At least the baby chimpanzees were cute,’ Mimi offered with a weak smile.


Rolo barked again and Leah frowned. ‘Come on, Rolo, cut it out.’


But rather than backing away, Rolo jumped upwards, butting his head so hard against the side of the box that it went crashing down to the floor. The lid popped open and the contents fell out. Leah lurched up from the bed with a gasp, careful not to agitate her knee.


‘Rolo!’ Mimi scolded. ‘Look what you’ve done now!’ She leaned down, picking up the magnifying glass, whilst George collected the key, which had landed near his foot. Leah grabbed the compass, but then she froze. Where was the watch? She scanned the floor, desperately searching for the silver glint of its casing.


Rolo barked once more, but this time, the sound was muffled. It was as though something were stopping the sound.


Leah gasped.


The watch was in Rolo’s mouth!


Without thinking, Leah lunged forward, reaching for the silver chain hanging out from between the spaniel’s teeth. She hooked it on her little finger just as Rolo tried to scamper away.


‘No, Rolo!’ Mimi was shouting. ‘Drop it!’


‘Oh no,’ George muttered, his hands twisting nervously together. ‘Don’t pull too hard, L. What if it breaks?’


‘Come on, Rolo!’ she muttered through gritted teeth. ‘Let . . . go!’


And, suddenly, Rolo did as he was told – the watch popped free. Caught by surprise, Leah stumbled backwards, her feet tripping clumsily over the carpet. A sharp flare of pain in her knee made her gasp and she felt her leg buckle as she crashed backwards into her friends. Instinctively, Leah clutched the watch.


As she did so, her finger pushed against the little gold crown at the top of its casing. She felt it click twice. Her eyes flicked towards the clock mounted on the wall above her bed.


She already knew what it was going to say.


Twelve o’clock. Noon.


Leah’s stomach swooped as the familiar walls of her bedroom disintegrated into a twisting mass, the colours swirling together like oil and water. She squeezed her eyes shut, trying to ignore the twingeing pain in her knee as she, Mimi and George were catapulted into the tangled threads of the past.


[image: Leah, George and Mimi sit on the floor and look up at the swirling colours up in the air.]
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When the world stopped spinning, Leah found herself in darkness.


‘Ugh!’ came Mimi’s voice from the left. ‘I can’t see anything!’


‘Ah!’ squealed George. ‘Something furry just touched me!’


‘Hang on, hang on!’ Trying to ignore how fast her heart was beating, Leah stumbled forward, her hands outstretched. They met a cool surface, and she groped along it until she felt something familiar. A handle! She pushed down.


The door swung open and Leah tripped forwards. Mimi and George were just behind her and the three of them tumbled out of the darkness into a heap on the floor.


‘Hey!’ came a sharp voice. ‘Watch where you’re going!’


Leah looked up to see a dark-haired man in a suit staring down at her with a frown. He shook his head in disapproval before stalking away.


‘Sorry!’ Leah called after him as she scrambled to her feet. Her knee was aching and she winced, rubbing at the blue bandage.


‘Oh no, L!’ Mimi gasped as she stood. ‘Is it your knee?’


Leah shook her head, reaching to help George up. ‘No, I’m all right. It was just a twinge.’


Once they were all on their feet, George straightened his glasses and looked around. ‘Where are we?’


The last time they’d travelled with the watch, they’d landed in the middle of a rainforest. Although Leah, Mimi and George hadn’t known exactly where they were, it had been obvious that they were no longer in Crickle End. This time, however, it was much harder to tell. They were in a long corridor, the mushroom-coloured walls stretching away in either direction. Behind them, the door they’d stumbled through revealed a dark storage cupboard, the vague silhouettes of mops and brooms lining its walls.


Leah pointed towards a mop. ‘There’s your furry friend, George,’ she said with a smile.


George grinned at her.


In the corridor, men dressed in suits hurried past them. Some gave Leah and her friends strange looks, but most ignored them, their heads buried in brown folders or deep in conversations.


‘It looks like some kind of office,’ Mimi mused. ‘Everyone seems very . . . smart and busy.’


‘Is it just me or do their suits look a bit weird?’ George asked.


As the three of them watched, the corridor seemed to get even busier. Leah, Mimi and George backed up against the wall.


‘We need to get out of here,’ Leah murmured. Pretty soon, someone was going to demand to know what they were doing.


‘Where are we going to go?’ George said. ‘The watch won’t send us back until we’ve done whatever it sent us here to do. Besides, we don’t even know where this office is.’


‘Hey!’ A loud shout came from the end of the corridor. A frazzled-looking man hurried past the children. ‘Wait for me!’


A group of people further up turned towards him. ‘Come on, Frank!’ One of them laughed. ‘We’re gonna miss it!’


The man caught up with his friends and the group hurried away, talking animatedly.


‘Guys! Did you hear how they spoke?’ Mimi gasped. ‘They were American!’


‘So . . . we’re in the United States?’ Leah asked uncertainly.


‘America is huge, though!’ George protested. ‘We could be anywhere!’


Leah knew that America was split up into fifty states and she’d once heard Mr Cross say that it was so big that the entirety of the United Kingdom could fit inside it forty times over. They’d have to do more detective work if they were going to work out exactly where the watch had deposited them, not to mention when. The clothes everyone was wearing looked more modern that the ones they’d seen in 1899 or 1921, but Leah couldn’t be sure.


‘Well,’ Leah said with a sigh and a shrug. ‘We’re not going to figure anything out if we just stay huddled against this wall. We need to look for clues.’


‘Where should we start?’ George asked, trying to look like the thought of being lost somewhere in the middle of the United States wasn’t anything to worry about.


‘What about going . . . wherever it is they’re all going?’ Mimi suggested, pointing at the stream of people still flooding past them.


‘Good idea,’ Leah said. She stared at the men hurrying past. Their faces were filled with excitement and anticipation. It reminded Leah of how she felt when she was on her way to watch a football match.


‘Is it?’ said George in a high-pitched voice. ‘What if someone decides we’re not supposed to be here and throws us out?’


‘We’ll just have to be really sneaky,’ Leah replied, trying to sound confident. ‘If we stay close to the wall, we might be able to keep out of sight.’


George grumbled, unconvinced, but Mimi nodded. ‘Let’s do it!’


Mimi took a step forward, but Leah grabbed her arm. ‘Wait! Does everyone have the magic items from the box?’ Thanks to Rolo, Leah assumed the metal box they usually kept them all in was still on her bedroom carpet. Leah slipped the watch’s chain over her neck and stashed the compass in her jumper pocket. George did the same with the key, and Mimi tucked the magnifying glass into her jeans. Leah gave a satisfied nod. ‘Okay,’ she said. ‘Let’s go.’


With Leah at the front, the three of them crept forward, keeping their heads down and trying to blend in with the crowd.


Eventually, the river of people spilled into a large, busy room. Leah, Mimi and George kept to the rear wall, whilst the adults hurried forward, pushing and jostling as though trying to get the best spot.


‘Look,’ George whispered, pointing towards the front of the room. ‘They look like football commentators!’


In front of the crowd were rows of desks, each with a blocky monitor perched on top of it. Sitting in front of each screen was a man wearing a bulky headset.


‘I wonder what they’re here for,’ Mimi mused.


Suddenly the far wall flickered to life, and Leah realized that it was actually an enormous screen.


‘I think we’re about to find out,’ she murmured as the screen flashed from blue to white and back again, until an image finally appeared: a long, white tubular shape set against a brilliant blue sky.


It was a rocket.


George gave an awed gasp. ‘No way!’


A few heads turned their way and one man shushed him. George clamped his lips together, huddling closer to the wall.


Mimi’s eyes glowed with excitement, but she kept her voice low as she said, ‘If that’s a real rocket, maybe we’re in Florida, at Cape Canaveral!’


A hush fell over the room at the rocket’s appearance and a tinny voice announced, ‘T minus two minutes until launch.’


‘When did the first American go into space?’ Leah asked Mimi in a whisper. For her birthday last year, Mimi’s aunt had given her a big book on the history of space and Mimi had read it cover to cover multiple times.


Mimi frowned, thinking. ‘1961. His name was Alan Shepard. Why? Do you think he could be in there?’ She pointed towards the rocket.


Leah bit her lip, eyes shining. ‘I don’t know. Anything’s possible right now.’


Mimi opened her mouth to reply, but before she could say anything, the tinny voice began speaking again.


‘T minus five seconds until launch. Four . . . Three . . . Two . . .’


It felt like the entire room was holding its breath.


‘. . . One. Launch!’


On the screen, the rocket burst into life, tangerine-coloured flames shooting from the bottom amidst a mushroom of cloud-like smoke. Cheers erupted throughout the room as the rocket began to rise, hovering in the air as though it were being yanked up by puppeteer strings. Then it paused and began to tilt, turning onto its side.


Then it burst into flames.


Everyone froze in horror.


Less than two seconds later, with an ear-shattering bang, the entire thing exploded.


The screen went black.


Silence settled over the crowd as everyone stared at the space where, just moments before, the rocket had begun its doomed launch.


All at once, the shouting started. Men turned to each other, their voices rising louder and louder. At the desks, the workers in headsets typed frantically, their lips moving rapidly as they spoke through their microphones.


Leah, Mimi and George looked at each other, taking in what they’d just witnessed. Leah’s stomach was a wriggling mess. She really hoped that no one had been inside the rocket.


She opened her mouth, but then a heavy hand fell on her shoulder.


[image: People sit in front of blocky monitors in the control room and type furiously on their keyboards. A large screen on the far end of the room displays a rocket shooting into the sky.]


Mimi inhaled sharply as Leah looked up to meet the piercing stare of a moustachioed man in a security guard’s uniform. His eyebrows lowered into a menacing frown as he glowered down at Leah and her friends.
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‘What do you kids think you’re doing?’ the security guard growled, his hand tightening on Leah’s shoulder. ‘You shouldn’t be in here!’


Leah’s tongue felt thick in her mouth.


‘I . . . er, I mean . . . we . . .’ Leah’s mind had gone completely blank. It might have been easier to come up with a lie if she knew exactly when and where they were. She looked frantically at Mimi – she was normally the best in these situations – but Mimi’s eyes were wide with panic as she stared up at the guard.


‘What’s going on here?’ came a confident voice.


The security guard’s head snapped up and he seemed to stand a little straighter as a white man came to a stop beside him.


He looked like he was around forty, the same age as Leah’s dad, and he was wearing a crisp brown suit. His dark hair was slicked back from his head, and a matching moustache lined his upper lip. Above a straight nose, kind eyes twinkled, faint lines appearing at the sides as he cast a bemused smile down at them.


‘I found these suspicious stragglers, Mr Whistler, sir,’ the security guard said, his voice full of respect. ‘Nothing for someone as important as the Director of the NACA to bother with, though. I can deal with them.’


‘Deal with them?’ Mr Whistler repeated.


The security guard puffed up his chest. ‘Well, I just thought they might be—’


‘Might be what?’ Mr Whistler interrupted, raising one disbelieving eyebrow and tilting his head to the side. ‘Soviet spies?’


The security guard blushed. ‘Well, sir, I . . .’


‘But, of course, you wouldn’t be suggesting such a ridiculous thing. Even the Soviet Union wouldn’t stoop so low as to use children to gather intel on our developing space programme.’ Mr Whistler paused, running his gaze across Leah and her friends. ‘And if, by chance, these children were Soviet spies, they aren’t very good ones to have been caught out in the open like this.’


The security guard rushed to nod in agreement. ‘Oh yes, sir, absolutely!’


‘But that does still beg the question . . .’ Mr Whistler continued as if the security guard hadn’t spoken. His voice was now distinctly disapproving, and the kindness in his eyes had faded to ice. ‘What on earth are you three doing here?’


‘They’re with me, sir!’


Leah’s head whipped around as a girl materialized next to her. The girl’s attention was focused on Mr Whistler, her mouth fixed into a respectful smile. She had brown skin and her dark hair was bound in two thick plaits, secured with white ribbons. She was wearing a dress the colour of buttercups, with a white collar and matching capped sleeves. On her feet, frilly ankle socks disappeared into pink pumps. There was a little pocket on the chest of her dress with what looked like a screwdriver handle sticking out, and, for a second, Leah thought she saw something move inside the pocket.


The steel in Mr Whistler’s expression melted into weariness. It was the same kind of expression Leah’s mum often wore when she asked Leah to do something repeatedly and Leah wasn’t listening.


‘Cindy,’ Mr Whistler rumbled. He didn’t seem surprised to see her. ‘You should know better than to be running around here, especially on a day like today.’


‘Oh, but I couldn’t miss it, sir!’ Cindy gushed, her eyes flicking to the now blank screen. Her accent was different from Mr Whistler’s. His was flat and rigid, but Cindy’s rolled up and down, like waves. ‘And besides, my friends were real eager to see a rocket up close.’


Mr Whistler pinched the bridge of his nose. ‘That may be, but you can’t just bring anyone into the NACA. Am I going to have to speak to your mother about this again?’


Cindy’s lips thinned and Leah thought she saw her eyes flash. ‘No, sir! Please don’t tell my mom! I promise it won’t happen again.’


Mr Whistler narrowed his eyes and then sighed. A smile curled at the edges of his mouth. ‘Well, that’s good enough for me. And you’ll head right back to the West Computing Area?’


‘Of course, sir.’ Cindy nodded. ‘We’ll keep out of the way. Won’t we?’


For the first time, Cindy looked directly at Leah and her friends. Her dark eyes glittered in the harsh light of the control room. When Leah didn’t respond immediately, they widened ever so slightly, as if urging her to play along.


‘Er, yes,’ Leah said finally, turning back to Mr Whistler. ‘We won’t cause any more trouble.’


Mr Whistler nodded. ‘That’s good. I’ve got enough to deal with here without having to worry about you four.’ He looked over his shoulder at the chaos still rampaging through the room as men shouted questions and clacked loudly at their computers. The giant screen remained blank. ‘Mr Jones! Do you have any answers for me? I need an explanation for this before the President calls!’ he said as he turned away.


The security guard still didn’t look like he trusted them, but Cindy started marching towards the door before he could say anything.


‘Come on,’ she ordered.


Leah, Mimi and George looked at each other. After a second, Leah shrugged. What choice did they have? Cindy had decided to help them out and it seemed like she knew her way around. Maybe it was a smart idea to stick close to her until they could figure out why the watch had brought them here.


They followed the sound of Cindy’s heels back out into the corridor. She didn’t speak to them, but Leah didn’t mind. Her head was whirling with everything she’d seen and heard. The image of the exploding rocket was imprinted on her brain and she kept thinking about how the flames had consumed it, the explosion happening too fast for anyone to stop it. Mr Whistler had mentioned something about the space programme, the Soviet Union and the NACA. Leah didn’t know much about any of those things, but perhaps George or Mimi did.


Cindy came to an abrupt stop outside of a door. She opened it and ushered Leah, Mimi and George inside. She came in last and then shut the door behind them.


For a second, the four of them stood in complete darkness. But then Cindy turned the light on, illuminating the room around them. Leah looked around, eager for more clues, but . . .


They were back in the cleaning cupboard.


Familiar brooms and mops lined the walls and great vats of cleaning chemicals crowded the shelves.


Leah frowned. ‘What—’


Cindy rounded on her. ‘I’ll be asking the questions here!’ she declared, her hands on her hips. ‘And you three are going to answer them.’


Eyes wide, Leah looked at Mimi and George in bewilderment.


‘You’re going to tell me who you are and where you’ve come from.’ Cindy sniffed. ‘I’ve never met you and I know everyone at the NACA. And don’t even think about lying to me. If you do, I’ll head straight back to the control room and hand you over to Mr Whistler.’
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