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‘A riveting tale full of secrets, suspense and the power of storytelling. Just beware reading it if camping out in a dark, spooky wood …’

Jamie Littler,

Author of Frostheart

‘Set in a centuries-old theatre amid rumours of a witch’s curse, this magical tale is distinctive, dark and mysterious – a thoroughly intriguing adventure’

Katherine Woodfine,

Author of The Sinclair’s Mysteries

‘A cursed theatre, a witch’s play and a warm-hearted heroine determined to follow her dream. I loved this perfectly paced mystery showcasing the magic of storytelling and the power of friendship’

A.F. Steadman,

Author of Skandar and the Unicorn Thief

‘A brilliant, spine-tingling mystery that kept me on the edge of my seat’

Ewa Jozefkowicz,

Author of The Dragon in the Bookshop

‘Bewitching and beguiling – The Wildstorm Curse is a heartwarming and spine-chilling tale of friendship, bravery, and the intoxicating magic of storytelling. Once you step foot into the Wildstorm Theatre, you’ll never want to leave’

Jack Meggitt-Phillips,

Author of The Beast and the Bethany

‘Fabulously gripping. I couldn’t put it down’

Abi Elphinstone,

Author of Sky Song
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‘An assured debut from a notable new talent’

Sunday Times Children’s Book of the Week

‘A wonderful tale of dark magic, supernatural forces and family secrets’

The Week Junior

‘This irresistible, spellbinding tale is full of supernatural twists and turns’

BookTrust

‘A totally thrilling, mysterious adventure’

Michelle Harrison,

Author of A Pinch of Magic

‘Dark, intoxicating, so full of killer twists I didn’t know who to trust’

Emma Carroll,

Author of Letters from the Lighthouse

‘A deliciously spine-tingling story with sisterhood at its heart. I loved it’

A.F. Steadman,

Author of Skandar and the Unicorn Thief
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For Sorcha, my old friend.

Thank you for all the adventures.




[image: ]


[image: image]

Tig had no reason to suspect that the letters would contain the start of something – and the end of everything else.

The first letter arrived on a school night and smelt of pine needles and damp earth. Tig almost stepped on it as he came through the front door, his mind on science homework and his missing PE shorts. He picked it up and felt a hard lump inside the brown envelope. It was addressed to Tig and Elsa Dourwell and had a stamp illustrated with a tiny emerald tree.

‘Elsa, there’s something from Grandfather Killian here,’ said Tig, taking it into the kitchen.

Doctor Killian was a distant figure, like a character in a book Tig had half forgotten. He lived somewhere abroad, Tig was not quite sure where, and he only ever sent letters to them at Christmas. Today was not a letter day.

Elsa, Tig’s older sister, was already busily making their after-school snack. Tig placed the letter on the table and joined her at the kitchen counter. Tig and Elsa took snacks seriously. Today was toasted bagels.

Tig started on the toppings: peanut butter and raspberry jam; garlic cream cheese; and chocolate spread with sprinkles. Tig began making artistic swirls with the cream cheese. At school, Tig was known for speaking to people’s shoes and staring out of windows. A recent growth spurt had made him one of the tallest boys in his class but Tig had much preferred being short and had started hunching his shoulders as if this might persuade his body to stop getting any taller.

Elsa was energetic and practical, and was generally overseeing the whole bagel operation. She bounced on her toes and would occasionally launch into star jumps if she stood still for too long. She talked with her hands and had a shout like a referee’s whistle.

Perhaps because Elsa was naturally loud, it had made Tig naturally quiet. He didn’t mind. If you were quiet, you were less likely to attract trouble. Tig knew people thought he was a scaredy-cat but he didn’t know how to be anything else. Both siblings had inherited the Dourwell family features: dark eyebrows and eyes black as winter nights. Elsa’s hair was fair and sleek and Tig’s hair was dark and dishevelled.

‘Go on, then,’ said Elsa, as they sat down with the bagel mountain between them. ‘Open the letter.’

‘Shouldn’t we wait until Dad gets back?’ asked Tig. ‘It’s for us, isn’t it?’ said Elsa. ‘Anyway, Dad will just get all weird about it. You know what he’s like about The Grandfather.’

‘Yeah, probably,’ conceded Tig.

Their dad didn’t like talking about his father; whenever the topic came up, he would say, ‘We’re very different people,’ and start talking about the weather. Tig was secretly enchanted by their mysterious relation. There was a photo of him in Dad’s bedroom: in it he was a bright-eyed figure, stooped over a notebook, glancing at the camera. Grandfather Killian stared out of the frame as if an incredible idea had just popped into his head and he desperately needed to share it with someone. The strange homemade cards he sent all featured drawings of animals – wild horses, giant octopuses and lions with snakes’ tongues – Tig kept them in a box under his bed so he could copy them into his sketchbooks. Tig often daydreamed about sharing his own drawings with his grandfather, but he never found the courage to do anything about it.

‘Oh, come on, Tig,’ prompted Elsa, her mouth full of bagel. ‘I’ve got netball in ten minutes.’

There was no point arguing with Elsa. She was thirteen, a year older than Tig, and took her duties as an older sister seriously, as if she had won the position over lesser candidates and was eager to prove herself. She could often be bossy but Tig knew that was just Elsa’s way of showing she cared.

Tig picked up the letter and dug his fingers under the fold. The hairs on his arms stood up as his fingertips touched something ice cold inside the envelope. On to his palm fell two small silver charms. A wolf and a fairy, no bigger than coat buttons. And there was a letter:


Dear Tig and Elsa,

I send you two gifts. Two silver charms. These gifts must be treated with the utmost care for they have been made in Grimmhart.

In Grimmhart, fairy tales aren’t just stories: they are living legends. The trees in the forest are ancient, older than the Pyramids, so old that some believe they have grown their own souls. It is a place where secrets are kept and never shared.

But these silver charms do not belong in Grimmhart, for all is not well here. I am trusting you to keep them safe.

Do not write to me. I will not reply.

Yours,

Doctor Killian Dourwell

P.S. Ice wolf for the boy. Giggling fairy for the girl.



Tig re-read the letter three times. He felt peculiar, as if he had drifted up from his seat and was floating above the table. He had a strong feeling he had just read something that he would never forget.

‘Well, this is the weirdest letter ever,’ said Elsa, her voice making Tig flinch. ‘We’re way too old for fairy tales.’

‘Yeah, it’s weird,’ replied Tig faintly as he pushed the letter back into the envelope.

Do not write to me. I will not reply. He felt dizzy. Elsa reached over and picked up the fairy charm to examine it.

‘Why do I have to get the stupid fairy?’ she complained. ‘At least wolves are cool. I bet he thinks I want a pretty little doll because I’m a girl.’

The fairy charm had webbed wings like a wasp and a wicked pointed face. It didn’t look like a pretty doll to Tig. Strangest of all were its tiny eyes, which seemed to sparkle menacingly. Tig supressed a shudder.

‘What does he want us to do with them?’ said Tig nervously.

‘I dunno. Does it matter? Ah, I’m late!’ Elsa sprang up from her chair and threw the fairy charm into her gym bag. ‘I cannot miss this match – I might have to resign as captain if we lose!’ She paused in the doorway. ‘Hey, Tig!’

‘What?’

‘Don’t worry about this, OK?’ His sister gave him a familiar look of concern, like a doctor checking a troublesome patient. ‘It’s just Grandfather having a bit of fun.’

‘Yeah, I know,’ said Tig quickly. ‘Go! Good luck.’ Elsa gave him a grin, shouted goodbye from the hallway and slammed the front door.

Tig remained at the table. His heart felt like a spring in his chest, tense and coiled. Slowly, he reached for the wolf charm. As he touched it, the kitchen seemed to go very quiet. The hum of the fridge, the traffic on the main road and even the barking from their neighbour’s dog seemed to hush – almost as if everything was holding its breath. The little silver wolf was mid-prowl, its silver nose to the sky and one silver paw raised. Just like the fairy, its eyes seemed to glitter. It was almost as if the wolf was watching him.

No! Tig was being silly. He dropped the charm back into the envelope.

The traffic noise resumed and the neighbour’s dog began to yap happily. It was just another regular afternoon. As Tig heaved his school bag upstairs, his mind was already drifting back to ordinary things, like the sculpture he was making from straws and what was for dinner. The last thought he gave to the silver wolf charm and the letter was to stuff them in the back of his sock drawer and allow the darkness to hide them from view.

The second letter arrived late on Friday evening. This time their dad found it.

Since the first letter, daily life had continued as normal. Elsa won her netball match and the three of them celebrated with fish and chips. Tig successfully avoided the cruel-tongued bullies in the year above by walking the long way around the science block at the end of class. He spent that evening drawing a tree with his new oil pastels, which Dad had stuck on the fridge. It wasn’t until the next morning that Tig realised he’d drawn the emerald tree from the stamp on Doctor Killian’s letter. The realisation made him feel uneasy. Tig had tried very hard to forget what was hidden in his sock drawer.

That Friday, it was Tig and Elsa’s night to cook. A big pan of spaghetti bolognese was bubbling away as Tig threw frozen peas across the kitchen for Elsa to catch in a bowl. They were laughing so much that they didn’t notice their dad standing in the doorway. But then he spoke:

‘He’s dead.’

The bowl slipped from Elsa’s hands. The peas rolled away across the floor.

‘Who?’ she gasped.

Their dad was staring at a letter in his hands.

‘He – Grandfather Killian,’ croaked Dad, and he read aloud, in the voice of a sleepwalker: ‘“We regret to inform you that Killian Abel Dourwell died two days ago. His house and papers are passed to you, his only son.”’

Tig couldn’t think what to say. He’d never seen Dad so ghostly pale.

‘Dad, are you OK?’ murmured Elsa. ‘Do you need to sit down?’

At Elsa’s words, their dad jerked out of his daze. In a sudden movement, he folded up the letter and straightened his tie.

‘We need to leave,’ he said abruptly. ‘Go upstairs and pack.’

‘What about dinner?’ Elsa protested.

‘There’s no time,’ said Dad. ‘I need everyone in the car in ten minutes.’

Elsa glanced at Tig. He stared helplessly back, his whole body numb. Dad had that wild glint in his eyes that Tig associated with catching trains and reorganising the kitchen cabinets.

‘Dad? Where are we going?’ said Tig, nervousness tugging at his insides.

Their dad looked at them as if he’d only just remembered they were in the room.

‘We’re going on a journey,’ said Dad. ‘We’re going to Grimmhart Forest.’
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‘An enchanting adventure rich with dark fairy tale magic.’
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