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  [image: ]organa Le Fay stood on a stone bridge, watching as the early spring sun rose in the sky, its bright rays chasing

  away the curtain of mist that was draped over the land. Morgana’s jet-black eyes glittered.




  ‘So, those girls defeated me yet again,’ she muttered angrily. ‘Well, they will never rescue the last two Spell Sisters of Avalon. I still have powers to use!’ She

  clicked her long pale fingers. ‘Come, my beauties!’ she hissed. ‘I command you. Come to me!’




  For a moment there was no movement at all, and then suddenly, one after another, an army of rats scuttled up the bank. Their tails were long and bare, their whiskers twitched at the end of their

  pointed noses and their dark eyes gleamed. They surrounded Morgana.




  ‘Oh, yes,’ Morgana breathed, looking down at the moving, squeaking carpet of black fur, ‘I still have power. You will help guard my prisoner, little ones. If those girls dare

  to come here, they will be sorry.’ She stamped one foot angrily and the rats cowered. ‘The lunar eclipse is not far away at all now. Soon – so very soon – the

  island of Avalon shall be mine!’ Morgana laughed harshly. ‘From now on, those girls will not stop me,’ she snarled to the rats. ‘They will suffer if they even

  try!’
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  [image: ]rrr. . . rrrrr. . . grrrr!’




  The fluffy white puppy crouched under the table that had been moved out on to the lawn, and he snarled as Gwen tried to coax him out. It was a beautiful, unusually warm, early spring day, but

  the little puppy was obviously not enjoying the sunshine the way everyone else was.




  ‘Come on now,’ Gwen soothed. ‘No one’s going to hurt you.’




  The dog responded with another volley of suspicious yaps. Gwen frowned. Dogs usually liked her. Why was Aunt Matilda’s new dog, Louis, being so unfriendly?




  ‘Do be careful, Guinevere,’ Aunt Matilda said anxiously. ‘I’m not entirely sure he’s safe.’




  The girls were supposed to be starting some lessons out in the gardens with Gwen’s aunt, but the dog had been such a distraction that they hadn’t even started yet – not that it

  bothered Gwen too much. The longer they could hold off Aunt Matilda’s lessons, the better.




  Gwen held out her hand. ‘Come on! Don’t be so silly, boy.’




  Louis lunged at her hand, teeth bared. Gwen snatched her hand back just in time and the puppy barked fiercely at her again.




  Aunt Matilda patted her coiled bun, looking flushed. ‘Oh dear. I know I asked for a lapdog, but why on earth did Richard get me a naughty one like this as a present?’ She

  sighed. ‘This dog has been misbehaving ever since he arrived here yesterday. I wanted an affectionate, friendly puppy, not a bad-tempered, aggressive one.’ She shook her head

  disapprovingly and Gwen recognised the look straight away. It was similar to the look Aunt Matilda gave her when she did something ‘unbecoming for a young lady’. She tried to hide a

  giggle at the thought.




  ‘You’re right, Aunt Matilda. He really doesn’t seem very happy,’ Gwen said, sitting back on her heels and looking at the dog. He caught her eye and snarled, his lip

  curling up over his teeth.




  ‘And yet Richard said he was so sweet and well-behaved when he saw him at the de Glanvilles’ castle a few days ago.’ Aunt Matilda frowned. ‘I don’t know what

  I’m going to do. I really can’t bear much more of this racket.’




  ‘Mother! Here, I’ve fetched him some food. Maybe this will help calm him down?’ Hearing her cousin’s voice, Gwen glanced round. Flora came hurrying across the castle lawn

  towards them, carrying a bowl containing oat biscuits and some scraps of mutton from their supper the night before. As usual, Gwen’s cousin looked like the perfect example of a young noble

  girl. Her blonde hair was neatly tied back in two long braids trimmed with blue ribbon that matched her long dress and her big eyes. Her leather outdoor boots were polished and clean and she wore a

  lightweight cloak fixed with a shining brooch in the shape of a blue flower. But as she reached them, Flora tripped a little on her skirt, almost sending the food flying.
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  ‘Whoops!’ she cried, recovering her balance just in time. Gwen grinned as she reached out to steady Flora. Her cousin was very lady-like, but she was also a little bit clumsy!




  ‘Come on, Louis,’ said Flora, bending down to try and tempt the dog with the bowl of food. ‘Would you like a treat?’ She held out a biscuit. The dog glared at her. It

  seemed as if even the scraps wouldn’t tempt him out from under the table.




  ‘Maybe we should just try putting it on the floor until he gets used to us,’ suggested Gwen, tucking her tangle of long deep-red hair behind her ears. ‘I tamed a fox cub once.

  To start with I just let him get used to me sitting near him while he ate and then little by little he let me get closer and touch him.’




  ‘You tamed a fox cub!’ Aunt Matilda raised her arched eyebrows. ‘Dear me, Guinevere. No wonder your mother sent you here to learn how to conduct yourself. The more I hear of

  your childhood, the more it sounds like you were just left to run wild. Sometimes I don’t know what my sister was thinking.’




  Young noble girls were often sent away from their homes to live with relatives, to learn all the skills they would need when they were grown-up noblewomen. Gwen had been living at her aunt and

  uncle’s castle for the last two years. Aunt Matilda insisted on good manners at all times and was teaching Gwen and Flora how to manage a large household full of servants as well as things

  like the properties of plants and flowers. She also made them practise the skills all young ladies were supposed to master such as singing, playing an instrument, painting and speaking French.




  Even though Gwen loved living at the castle with Flora, who was not just her cousin but her best friend too, she found the lessons her aunt taught her very dull. She’d much rather be

  outside, riding, exploring the woods and shooting with her bow and arrow. She was allowed to do those things, but her aunt didn’t really approve, and Flora wasn’t so keen on that sort

  of activity. Sometimes Gwen wished she was a boy. The pages at her uncle’s castle, who were the same age as her, got to go riding and practise archery as well as having races, doing

  gymnastics, learning to wrestle and fight with swords and joust with lances. . . It really wasn’t fair.




  Flora put the scraps on the grass and Louis started to edge closer. He gobbled the mutton up eagerly and then started to gnaw on the hard biscuits. He certainly seemed to have a good appetite.

  Aunt Matilda breathed a sigh of relief. ‘Well, at least we’ve got some quiet now. Sit back on your chairs, girls. Hopefully he will have a sleep after he’s eaten. We shall carry

  on with your lesson on flowers and just ignore him.’
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  Now it was Gwen’s turn to sigh. It was a pity that dealing with Louis hadn’t put off their lesson for longer. Aunt Matilda looked determined to start teaching now, so she knew they

  had no choice. Gwen sat down obediently next to Flora. As it was such an unusually warm day for the time of year, Aunt Matilda had instructed the servants to bring a table and chairs outside into

  the grassy castle grounds so that she could teach the girls their lesson about flowers in the fresh air. She had put some dried flowers on the table and began to explain their properties to the

  girls.
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