[image: Box of Tricks]

    
      
        
          
            
              
              By Ellie Boswell
            

          

        

      

      THE WITCH OF TURLINGHAM ACADEMY

      UNDERCOVER MAGIC

      SECRETS AND SORCERY

      BOX OF TRICKS

    

  
    
      
        
          
            
              
              COPYRIGHT

            

          

           

          Published by Hachette Digital

           

          
            978-1-4055-2383-7

          

          
            
              
               

              All characters and events in this publication, other than those clearly in the public domain, are fictitious and any resemblance to real persons, living or dead, is purely coincidental. 

            

          

          
            
              
               

              Copyright © 2013 by Working Partners Limited

            

          

          
            
              
               

              The moral right of the author has been asserted.

            

          

          
            
              
               

              All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced, stored in a retrieval system, or transmitted, in any form or by any means, without the prior permission in writing of the publisher.

            

          

          
            
              
               

              The publisher is not responsible for websites (or their content) that are not owned by the publisher.

            

          

           

          HACHETTE DIGITAL

          Little, Brown Book Group 

          100 Victoria Embankment 

          London, EC4Y 0DY

           

          
            
              www.littlebrown.co.uk
            
          

          
            
              www.hachette.co.uk
            
          

        

      

    

  
    Box of Tricks

    
      
        Table of Contents
      

      
        	
          
            
            By Ellie Boswell
          
        

        	
          
            COPYRIGHT
          
        

        	
          
            
            Dedication
          
        

        	
          
            
            ONE 
          
        

        	
          
            
            TWO 
          
        

        	
          
            
            THREE 
          
        

        	
          
            
            FOUR 
          
        

        	
          
            
            FIVE 
          
        

        	
          
            
            SIX 
          
        

        	
          
            
            SEVEN 
          
        

        	
          
            
            EIGHT 
          
        

        	
          
            
            NINE 
          
        

        	
          
            
            TEN 
          
        

        	
          
            
            ELEVEN 
          
        

        	
          
            
            TWELVE 
          
        

        	
          
            
            THIRTEEN 
          
        

        	
          
            
            FOURTEEN 
          
        

        	
          
            
            FIFTEEN 
          
        

        	
          
            
            SIXTEEN 
          
        

        	
          
            
            SEVENTEEN 
          
        

        	
          
            
            EIGHTEEN 
          
        

        	
          
            
            NINETEEN 
          
        

        	
          
            
            TWENTY 
          
        

        	
          
            
            EPILOGUE 
          
        

        	
          
            
             
          
        

      

    

  
    
      
        
          

        

      

      With special thanks to Leila Rasheed

    

  
    
      
        
          ONE

          

        

      

      Sophie pushed through the crowd gathered in the grounds of Turlingham Academy and stood on tiptoe to see over someone’s shoulder. All the pupils, reporters and visitors were outside to watch the big event. Today the teachers of Turlingham Academy were digging up the time capsule, buried when the school was first built. Sophie couldn’t wait to see inside – it was 300 years old!

      The boys’ headmaster, Mr Pearce, and the History teacher, Mr McGowan, were digging away just inside the fence. They both looked hot and red-faced.

      Sophie heard her mum’s voice and craned to see her talking to a local reporter. ‘We discovered its existence as we were researching for a book about the school’s history,’ she said. ‘Turlingham has a quite extraordinary library…’

      Sophie felt a hand on her shoulder. ‘Hey, Sophie!’ It was Katy. And she was holding hands with Callum. ‘Extraordinary library is right, right?’ she said, her green eyes sparkling.

      Sophie grinned; she and Katy had had incredible adventures in the library. Sophie’s mum might be the headmistress, but even she hadn’t known about the real secret at Turlingham until a few weeks ago. There was so much more than a time capsule here: there was a magic library underground, full of spell books and magical booby traps!

      Sophie hugged her friends hello, then stood back and put her head on one side to look at them. ‘I know it’s cold, but do you have to hang on to each other’s hands quite so tightly?’ she teased.

      Katy and Callum turned matching shades of red. But they didn’t drop their hands. Sophie was glad they’d finally got together.

      ‘It is cold,’ Callum said. He leaned in to whisper to Sophie. ‘Hey, Sophie, can’t you do something about the temperature?’

      Sophie shivered, but laughed. She could hear waves pounding on the cliff below the lighthouse and the wind blustered around her ears. She looked up at the lantern room at the top of the lighthouse, where the beacon was. That was where she’d cast her very first spell, only a few months ago.

      ‘You’ve got used to the idea of me being a witch pretty fast!’ she whispered back. Callum was her oldest friend, and it had been really horrible having to keep her magic secret from him. She still couldn’t tell most people – there were too many witch hunters on the prowl, searching for witches like her to demagick, or even kill. But Callum would never betray her to the witch hunters.

      Not that all witch hunters are bad, of course. She smiled at Katy. In fact, one of them is my BFF!

      ‘Give me your gloves,’ she told Callum. She took them and rubbed them together in her own gloved hands. ‘Earth, water, wind and fire,’ she whispered. ‘Great forces of the Earth, make these gloves doubly, triply, um… quadrupedly warm!’

      The crescent-moon ring she wore beneath her glove tingled as magic flowed through it. Then she handed the gloves back to Callum.

      ‘Wow, toasty! Thanks, Soph.’ He pulled them on, then hurriedly took Katy’s hand again. ‘Better hold hands anyway, just in case,’ he mumbled.

      Sophie laughed; magic was no substitute for love!

      ‘Guys!’ A loud American voice cut through the crowd. Sophie looked up to see Erin grinning as she hurried towards them, pulling her boyfriend Mark along behind her. After them came Kaz with her boyfriend, Oliver, and then Lauren and Joanna.

      ‘This is so awesome!’ Erin jumped up and down in excitement, her blond plait jiggling. ‘A three-hundred-year-old time capsule! That’s like, older than the USA. Um – I think.’ She frowned and began counting on her fingers.

      ‘Yeah, who would have thought that Mr McGowan’s research would actually have turned up something interesting?’ Kaz agreed.

      ‘I can’t wait to find out what’s in it.’ Little Lauren rubbed her freckled nose, which was pink with cold. ‘Maybe it’ll be worth millions.’

      Erin’s eyes lit up. ‘Gold bracelets… necklaces… rings… what could be cooler?’

      ‘I’ll tell you what’s cooler – the anniversary party!’ Kaz said, and everyone agreed loudly. ‘Have you heard anything about it from your mum, Sophie?’

      Sophie nodded. ‘It’s going to be huge! They’ll be displaying the contents of the time capsule at the party. And there’s going to be a school concert with everyone involved.’

      ‘Great!’ Joanna clapped her hands. ‘I’ve been practising my violin.’

      ‘They’re going to invite parents and people from the village too,’ Sophie continued.

      ‘I was thinking of getting a band together,’ said Oliver. ‘Do you think we could perform?’ He mimed air guitar and Kaz joined in.

      Sophie opened her mouth to reply that she thought so, but at that moment there was a loud clang and Mr Pearce shouted out, ‘I’ve hit something! I think we’ve found the time capsule!’

      There was a murmur of excitement from the crowd and everyone surged forward. In the confusion, Sophie was pushed to one side, and stumbled. Someone grabbed her arm and saved her from going over.

      ‘Thanks!’ she gasped. She caught her balance and turned round to see who had caught her. ‘I almost fell head over…’ She tailed off as she found herself looking into a familiar face – Ashton Gibson, Katy’s brother, was holding her arm.

      ‘Are you OK?’ he asked.

      Sophie was speechless for a moment, and not just because of his gorgeous deep green eyes. It was the first time she’d seen him since he had asked her out, and she had said no.

      She gave him a shy smile. ‘Yes, I’m fine. Thank you.’

      He let go of her arm and stepped back. She could see the disappointment on his face as he said, ‘Sorry. I didn’t mean to… I’ll go now. I know you can’t stand me.’

      Sophie felt sorry for him as he turned away – at least, that’s what she thought she felt. When it came to Ashton, sometimes Sophie didn’t know what to think. He was a witch hunter, and she was a witch. He’d been horrible to her when he first arrived… but he said he was going to change.

      ‘Wait,’ she said quickly. She reached out and touched his arm. ‘Don’t go. I’d like us to be friends. If you want to.’

      He turned back. ‘I’d like that.’

      Sophie twisted her gloves in her hands as Ashton walked away. He looked so sad that she wished she could run after him and give him a hug. Maybe there was more to him than she’d thought…

      But no. She couldn’t forgive him for being so horrible to her and Katy.

      She hurried after her friends and caught up with them at the edge of the hole.

      ‘Stand back, kids,’ Mr Pearce was saying. He and Mr McGowan wrestled to pull something out of the ground. It shone bright in the winter light: an iron box, secured with a heavy clasp.

      Everyone around Sophie sucked in their breath.

      Mr McGowan lifted the box up so everyone could see it. His face was red and sweaty but delighted. ‘Ladies and gentlemen, boys and girls of Turlingham Academy! Here it is – the time capsule buried in 1713 by the first Master of Turlingham.’ He put the box on the ground. ‘This is a great moment in history; as we shake hands across centuries with our predecessors. Who would have thought that back in the 1700s, when as we all know the Enlightenment was flourishing not only in Europe but —’

      ‘Just open it already!’ called Erin.

      Sophie giggled and even some of the teachers laughed.

      ‘You’re quite right,’ said Mr McGowan. ‘This isn’t a History lesson, this is history in action!’

      He tried to undo the metal clasp but it didn’t move.

      ‘Ah… it seems to be stuck. Not surprising, of course, it’s been buried for so long.’ He shifted his grip on the box and tried again. Sophie watched with everyone else as he fumbled.

      ‘May I help?’ Mr Pearce moved forward. ‘It seems quite simple, there’s a pin here…’

      Together, the teachers struggled with the box, their smiles slowly fading. The crowd had fallen silent now and the sun seemed to have gone in.

      ‘Why won’t it come open?’ Lauren murmured.

      ‘Why are we wai-ting…’ Kaz sang under her breath. Sophie giggled.

      Sophie’s mum stepped forward with an embarrassed laugh and addressed the crowd. ‘So sorry for the delay. I’m sure they’ll have it any minute now.’

      ‘Let me try.’ Mrs Freeman, the girls’ housemistress, strode forwards and aimed the blade of her shovel directly at the clasp of the box.

      ‘What are you doing? That’s an ancient artefact!’ Mr McGowan leapt forward, but he was too late to stop her. The shovel hit the clasp. Sophie winced, expecting the shovel to shear through the metal. But instead there was a clang and the blade bounced off.

      Sophie looked at the box. It didn’t have a mark on it.

      ‘Wow! It’s bulletproof,’ said Erin in astonishment.

      ‘That’s so rubbish,’ Kaz moaned, and everyone nearby echoed her.

      ‘What’s the point of a time capsule you can’t open?’ said Lauren.

      Callum frowned and opened his mouth as if to speak, then seemed to have second thoughts.

      ‘I must apologise,’ Sophie’s mum said, looking embarrassed. ‘It looks as if it doesn’t want to open. But not to worry! We’ll work on it, and we’ll have the contents on display at our anniversary party.’

      There was some polite applause, but Sophie could still hear disappointed muttering. The crowd broke up, the visitors heading for the big iron gates, the students drifting back towards the school. It loomed up like a great grey cliff, all turrets, spires and gables, with seagulls surfing on the wind overhead.

      Sophie was left alone with Katy and Callum.

      ‘Well, that was a bit of an anti-climax,’ she said, shrugging at her friends, expecting them to agree. But they didn’t. They were both pulling the exact same face – frowning and biting their lips.

      ‘What?’ she asked.

      Callum and Katy looked at each other, then at her.

      ‘Don’t you think it’s strange,’ said Callum, ‘that an iron box, buried in mud for three hundred years, hasn’t got a bit of rust?’

      Sophie thought about it for a second. ‘You’re right,’ she said. ‘And it’s not like it was covered in plastic or anything. How weird!’

      ‘And the shovel couldn’t dent it.’ Katy was looking across the field, towards the school. Sophie turned to follow her gaze. The teachers were walking back, Mr McGowan carrying the box as if it were a baby. But Katy wasn’t looking at them. She was looking at Ashton, who was standing in the shadow of the lighthouse. Brother and sister exchanged a meaningful glance before Ashton nodded once, turned and followed the teachers back into the school building.

      Sophie’s heart beat faster as she tried to understand what Katy was thinking.

      ‘I think I know why they couldn’t open the box,’ said Katy.

      ‘Why?’ asked Sophie. What could Katy know about a box that had been underground for 300 years?

      ‘I can sense something,’ Katy whispered. ‘There’s magic inside that capsule.’
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