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For Maisy Rose

may you find your magic
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By the pricking of my thumbs,

Something wicked this way comes.

The Scottish Play

Macbeth, Act 4, Scene 1

William Shakespeare
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The sky split open with a roar that made the clouds tremble and the tumultuous ocean rise and thrash. Sea spray was thrown into the dark night, each droplet with the gleam of a shooting star. Lightning slashed blindingly, illuminating the scene for an instant like the flash of a camera.

The ship was sinking.

Elodie Crane gripped the ropes that were lashed on to the ship’s gunwale with one hand, and held tight to a cat carrier with the other. Her dad, Jack, was tying her life jacket with the sort of calm that means someone is actually deeply panicked. Dad never panicked if he could concentrate on a task. The life jacket was cold and wet already, and smelled strongly of rubber. It clung to Elodie in a horrible, fetid embrace.

In the cat carrier, Mr Biscuits was howling. At least, to everyone else he was howling. To Elodie, he was demanding to know what was happening, where were they going, what was going to happen next, were they safe?

Elodie had no answers for him, because she didn’t know herself.

The ship was sinking.

‘Jacket on, Harrison.’ Dad handed a life jacket to his husband who had just finished getting Elodie’s twin brother, Ed, ready first. ‘You’re supposed to put your own life vest on before helping others.’

Baba took the life jacket without a word, putting it over his head and fastening the sides silently. His usually happy face was grim in a way that made Elodie’s stomach churn. Her baba was never this serious.

‘Ed, are you still with us?’ Dad asked.

Ed looked as bad as Elodie felt. His already pale face was bone-white, his eyes were popping and he seemed to be frozen to the deck.

The ship was sinking.

The ocean crashed against the hull, rocking the already unstable boat, making Elodie cling on to the ropes even tighter. Baba held on to Ed, who looked unable to think for himself. Ed had always been wary of the water, but after last summer …

‘We need to swim!’ Dad was shouting over the rage of the storm. ‘We have to go – now!’ He looked at his husband. ‘You’re the stronger swimmer, you take Edward. I’ll help Elodie. OK?’

‘OK,’ Baba said with a nod, keeping Ed close. His eyes were wide and he was visibly shaking.

‘Wait, what’s happening?’ Elodie cried, her voice high and painful. ‘What do you mean swim?’

‘Elodie, we have to jump off the boat and get to safety,’ Dad said in a tone that brooked no argument. ‘It’s not far, we’ll be fine, and you’re a good swimmer, aren’t you?’

Elodie just nodded. The ship lurched again, with a groan of metal that sounded horribly human.

The water was rushing higher. The icy bite of the sea was tearing at the sinking vessel. There was no time to argue.

Baba lifted Ed into his arms and the two of them launched over the side and into the water. There was no splash to be heard over the scream of the wind and the pelt of the rain, but Dad was leaning over the side of the ship looking for them. He turned to Elodie with a satisfied look.

‘They’re away,’ he said. ‘We’re next, now.’

Elodie nodded, and hefted the cat carrier, ready to climb over the railing and jump, shaking in terror at the thought of the fall, the water, the depths … when Dad took hold of her arm.

‘Leave it,’ he said. He looked deliberately at the cat carrier.

It?

Elodie looked at the cat carrier, and then at her dad, not understanding. ‘I can’t take him out of the carrier, he might run away.’

‘Elodie, just … put the whole thing down. You cannae take it with you.’

She stared at him. ‘You want me to leave him behind?’ It came out like a question – she was baffled he would even suggest such a thing.

His answering face was grim and horribly sure. ‘Hen, you have to. You cannae swim with that carrier in your hand, it’ll pull you under.’

It didn’t make sense. It made perfect sense.

She looked at the carrier.

‘What’s happening?’ Mr Biscuits yelled in Cat from inside the box. ‘I can’t see – what’s going on? I don’t like it!’

‘He’s scared,’ she said, looking back at her dad. ‘He’s so scared, Dad, please! Please, don’t make me leave him!’

The ship gave its most violent lurch yet, and the two of them almost lost their footing. The walkway tipped as the ship rolled over on the water, barely staying upright.

Jack Crane had a terrible look on his face. ‘I’m sorry, Elodie, but you’re more important.’ He grabbed her hand and wrenched her fingers off the carrier handle painfully.

Elodie screamed, and she heard Mr Biscuits scream as well as the carrier almost left her grasp. ‘No! Dad, you can’t!’ She scrabbled to keep hold of it. And failed.

‘Take me with you!’ Mr Biscuits howled, realising what was happening. ‘Take me with you!’

‘I can’t leave him!’ Elodie sobbed.

‘I’m sorry,’ her dad repeated. ‘I’m sorry, but we have to. Come on, Elodie. Come on!’

And then she was over the side, her hands empty and burning for a second before they plunged into the ocean.

She bobbed to the surface like a cork, the life jacket forcing her up and the shape of it awkwardly sticking up beyond her body making it difficult to swim properly.

Lightning streaked across the sky again, lighting up the scene around her, and Elodie could see her dad swimming towards her, with Baba and Ed already some metres ahead. Baba was pulling Ed along behind him by the front of his life jacket.

‘Swim, Elodie!’ Dad bellowed. ‘You cannae stay still, it’s too cold – you have to swim!’

Her heart breaking and her limbs on fire with the ice of the water, Elodie forced herself to kick and paddle, following her dad as much as she could. And then she saw what he was heading for.

A tiny group of boats close by, waving their torches and lanterns. Common sense told her they couldn’t get too close because of the sinking ship, but they’d come to rescue her. To rescue all of them.

Almost all of them.

Elodie was crying, chest-bursting, choked sobs of rage and defeat as she got close to one of the boats. Her tears were indistinguishable from the salt water of the ocean. The bitterness washed over her tongue.

Arms and hands grabbed her life jacket, under her arms, lifted her from the water in a rush of shouts and voices and electric lights. There were blankets and heaps of warm coverings and yells of encouragement, but Elodie couldn’t focus on any of it.

She kept her eyes on the ship until it sank entirely from sight, consumed by the freezing maw of the North Sea.
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Supper and Secrets

Before

The sound of the school bell was muffled through Elodie’s headphones, but she heard the dull buzzing noise enough to breathe a sigh of relief. The year was over, at last.

She didn’t race out of the doors like everyone else, though. There was always a scrum of students fighting to get on to the right bus home, and no one left Highland Royal Academy on time, ever. Elodie lowered her headphones as she took the stairs down to the ground floor. It had been a whole year, and she still wasn’t used to a school with an upstairs. Or so many kids. Her old primary school had thirty kids across three classes, but over a thousand students went to Highland Royal, bussed in from villages and towns all over the place. Even after a year it made Elodie’s head spin. Elodie still had her Covensea Primary School friends, and had even made plenty of new ones – she’d always been good at that. And the lessons were better here: there was more to do, more books in the library, more experiments in science and more cooking to do in D.T. – even if her fancy piece efforts were burned almost every time.

The June air was buzzing with the summer holiday energy that had been bursting to come out for days. Elodie passed kids writing on each other’s shirts, pulling party poppers and sharing enormous bags of crisps as they queued for the right bus home. Elodie and her brother Ed caught the Coastal Express that delivered them home to their village of Covensea.

‘Alright, bonatheid?’ A boy jostled Elodie as she headed for her bus. ‘Keeping your ears warm, are you?’

‘I know, it pains me to deprive myself of your cut-glass wit,’ Elodie said, rolling her eyes. Her friends in the line laughed. ‘Don’t miss me too much over the summer, will you?’

The boy blushed and tried to think of something else to say, before Elodie escaped on to her bus.

‘Are you coming to the top deck?’ Olwyn asked her.

‘I’m gonnae sit with Ed today,’ Elodie smiled at her friend. ‘I feel like I’ve no seen him for weeks since we’re on opposite timetables.’

‘Fair enough. Oh! I wanted to give you this for summer …’ Olwyn fished in her blazer pocket and pulled out a friendship bracelet, made with pink and blue beads. It had ‘Elodie’ spelled out in plastic circles, and a bead shaped like a cat’s face, too.

‘Oly, this is so cute!’ Elodie squealed as she took it. ‘Wow, it’s got an actual catch on it.’

‘The elastic ones snap,’ Olwyn said. ‘Take a photo with it on, when you’re away on your holidays.’

‘I will!’ Elodie gave her friend a hug. ‘Message me!’

‘Course I will!’ Olwyn went up the stairs to join the other girls.

Elodie just had time to secure a window seat and admire her new bracelet before Ed sat down beside her, dropping his bag on the floor. ‘Fit like?’ he asked, copying their family friend Finevan’s Doric dialect.

‘Nae so bad.’ She shrugged, smiling. She pulled her headphones down, happy to give Ed her undivided attention. No matter how much time they were apart, whether it was an hour or a week, the feeling of completeness she got when her twin was around never went away. They were siblings, best friends and something more powerful still. But right now, they were just happy to be sat next to each other. ‘Good day?’

‘Meh,’ he replied, sitting back and folding his arms. ‘Glad to be out of there for a wee while at least.’ He shut his eyes. ‘That year felt like forever.’

‘Well, don’t relax too much,’ Elodie said. ‘We’ve got a busy summer ahead of us. Again.’

‘No summer camp this year, at least,’ Ed replied.

The bus pulled away and began the stop-start journey along the coastline, pausing every so often to let a bunch of kids off. The sea was visible through the windows – an iron-grey expanse with white accents that made Elodie feel cold just by looking at it. The road they drove along was winding – the sort with single tracks and passing places, so if you didn’t keep your eyes on the horizon, you got travel sick. But it was a familiar journey, and had been so even before it was their bus route home – the twins had been raised on the Moray coast their whole lives, and it never got old. How could it, when you could see pods of dolphins from the school bus windows, ospreys flying overhead, and the promise of toasting marshmallows under the light of the Aurora in the winter months?

Elodie rested her chin on her hand. Their dads always went on about the beauty of where they lived, and sometimes it felt like they talked about nothing else. But when you really stopped and looked … it was a magical place.

Ed nudged her as the bus started to slow down. ‘We’re here, wake up.’

They disembarked on to a featureless verge of grass and ferns, thanking the driver before trudging through the woods that surrounded the village of Covensea. Their home, a bungalow known as The Nest, was just the other side of some woodland made up of scraggly pines, thick gorse bushes and endless animals hidden in the undergrowth.

‘Feels weird not to be staying home for the summer. We never go travelling at this time of year. I can’t get used to the idea,’ Ed said, but Elodie only read his lips, as his voice was cut off by her noise-cancelling headphones, which she had pulled back on as soon as they got into the woodland.

To Ed, the woodland was filled with the sound of rushing wind through the trees, and occasional bird song. To Elodie, she might as well have stepped into a noisy crowd at a football match.

A lot had changed since last summer.

Elodie’s headphones were not just for listening to music, they were for cancelling out sounds from the outside world. As many of the sounds as possible. Elodie winced as she stepped over the forest floor – the headphones were pretty effective, but nothing worked completely.

‘Hey.’ Ed noticed her expression and touched her on the elbow. ‘You alright?’

She made an exasperated face at him, the same face he made at her when she asked a daft question.

Elodie and Ed weren’t identical twins – in fact, they barely seemed to be twins at all. Besides being born on the same day, they were quite dissimilar. Where Ed was skinny and serious and taller than the average twelve-year-old ought to be, Elodie was politely average height, fat, and with a pretty face that seemed to be permanently smiling. Until last summer, both twins had black hair crowning the tops of their pale faces, but now Ed sported a streak of white at the front of his hair, and where Elodie’s eyes were both a burnt amber shade, one of Ed’s was light blue. Iron damage, that’s what had caused his hair to change colour. Pure iron was dangerous to magical beings, including Artezans. Long enough exposure to the metal could strip an Artezan of their powers. Last summer, in a fight for his life and his magic, Ed had come into contact with pure iron, the metal leaching his very soul away as he battled. Fortunately, Ed had retained his magic but he had lost the melanin in his hair, turning a strip of it bone white. His blue eye was also a scar of the fight he’d had – bleached of colour, but still able to see. But where Ed’s changes had happened physically, for Elodie the changes were in her head, and her head alone.

Elodie shut her eyes, just focusing on Ed’s hand on her arm. He understood what it was like to struggle, even without her having to say a word. She let him steer her through the forest quickly, until the noise around her quietened down a little and she knew they were at their house. She opened her eyes, and Ed let go of her arm with a concerned frown creased between his eyebrows.

‘Is it getting worse?’ he asked.

‘It’s not really bad,’ she said, lifting one of her headphones up. The noise was still there, but now they were out of the woods it was much easier to handle. She pulled them off her head completely. ‘It’s just … endless. Constant. Like someone’s got the telly on too loud. Or, like when everyone’s talking in the cinema before the film starts.’ She turned her headphones over in her hands. ‘It’s hard to explain what it’s like to hear and understand every single living thing that makes a noise.’

Every single sound made by any single creature. Constantly.

And sometimes the noises were just … too much. School was fine – the huge amount of noise coming out of people’s mouths meant there was no room to concentrate on anything else. But the quietness of the woods, or an insect-heavy garden or a salmon-stocked river, made Elodie feel as though she was standing in the middle of a chattering audience, all of whom had plenty to say.

Ed grinned. ‘Remember the days when you could only understand the cat?’ He huffed out a laugh. ‘And we thought that was amazing. Should have known you had something else up your sleeve.’

She laughed. ‘In my humble opinion, the cat still has more than enough to say. And Mr Biscuits knows I can understand him, so he takes advantage. Constantly yapping about what he wants for dinner or an interesting piece of string he found …’

Ed shook his head in amusement. ‘One year ago we were wondering if we’d have any magic at all.’

Elodie had to laugh. It had been the summer they’d waited for their entire lives – to find out if they, like their dads, were magical. The odds were against them, as magic was dwindling from the world, and the two of them were adopted. But during the Reveal ceremony, the twins’ fears had been unfounded – both of them had magic! But what branch …? In Artezan magic, there were three different branches – the Branch of Stories and Journeys, the Branch of Growth and Regeneration, and the Branch of the Hidden and Unseen. And it had turned out that both twins had that last type – Hidden and Unseen magic, defined by their purple aura that was only rarely visible.

‘Be careful what you wish for, right?’ Elodie said, remember what had come next.

‘Always,’ Ed said.

The two of them exchanged knowing looks. It had been a dream come true, for both of them to find out they had inherited magical gifts. But dreams, as they had discovered, sometimes twisted themselves into nightmares …

It was the evening before the Crane family would set off travelling and, as such, the fridge was almost empty. No one wanted to try to cook a meal from forgotten bags of pasta and suspicious tins with no labels, so the family headed out to meet their friends at the only restaurant in Covensea – a tiny, family-run Italian place that did amazing fresh pasta and gelato.

Granny M – or Granny Morgana – was going to house-sit whilst they were away, and was joining them for dinner. A funky older woman, she always dressed head to foot in various shades of purple – the colour of her Artezan aura, same as the twins. But in a twist on her usual fashion, Granny M had dyed her hair bright pink for a bit of variety this summer. Granny M was going to be missed by the twins, with her colourful demeanour and her handbag full of sweets and tins of shortbread – Elodie was glad she’d only be a phone call away.

Also joining them for food were Nyx Oneiros and Jackie Finevan – the twins’ teachers from last year’s summer school. The two of them were a scatterbrained and slightly odd couple, but forthright and steadfast tutors who each had their own unique powers. The teachers were already seated when the Cranes arrived, with Nyx knitting away whilst perusing the menu and Finevan writing something in a cheap, scrappy-looking lined notepad.

‘Lovely to see you,’ Nyx said, putting their knitting down to shake hands with everyone except the twins, to whom they gave a hug, all three of them together in a clutch, before letting go. ‘Glad to be shot of school?’

‘You bet,’ Ed grinned. Ed and Nyx had similar powers, both dealing with dreams, and the two of them had always got on very well. They sat down next to each other and started chatting about dreams and school. Elodie gave Finevan a smile, and he flashed a brief one back. Finevan’s magic meant that, unfortunately, he was almost completely unable to stop writing. He could pause to eat and sleep and go to the toilet, but that was about it. He politely said hello to everyone in his soft Aberdeenshire accent, keeping his right hand scribbling away on the page without even looking down at it.

‘So, have yous figured out where you’re going on this trip?’ Nyx asked, when everyone had ordered. ‘Last I heard it was tae Norway, but that’s a pretty big country, so d’you plan on getting more specific?’

‘We’re going tae visit a few places,’ Dad said casually, pushing his long blond plait back over his shoulder. ‘Hire a car, drive around, see what we can see.’

Elodie caught Ed’s eye, but neither of them said anything. The truth was, the family wasn’t simply planning on making a trip just for the sake of sight-seeing.

The server brought over a tray of drinks. ‘I’ve got lemonades, orange juice, some sparkling water, a couple of coffees, an Irn Bru …’

‘That’s mine,’ Dad said at the last one, flashing him a brilliant smile.

Instantly, Elodie burst out laughing. She clamped her hands over her mouth. Where had that come from? she wondered, then realised she wasn’t the only one. Everyone at the table, including the bewildered server, was suddenly howling with laughter as if they’d all just heard the most amazing joke of all time. Finevan was banging his fist on the table, Nyx had thrown their head back against the wall, and Baba was crying as everyone roared laughing.

‘I’m – I’m so sorry,’ Dad said through peals of laughter. ‘I didn’t mean that …’ He then winced, as if something was painful.

And the hilarity vanished instantly.

Everyone sat up, looking at each other, worn out from the laughter attack. The server was shaking his head slightly and looking around the table as if he couldn’t believe they were there. ‘Erm … sorry about that,’ he said, looking confused about whether he should apologise or not for the contagious outburst. ‘Um, here you go.’ He handed the drinks out, and wandered away, looking slightly dazed.

The group all turned to stare at Dad, who was bright red and looking mortified. ‘I’m sorry,’ he said in a small voice. ‘I cannae help it. My magic just burst out.’

Baba patted him on the back. ‘It’s alright. No harm done. There’s worse things than laughter, after all.’

Elodie pinched the tablecloth between her fingers. Dad wasn’t the only one having trouble with his magic, and neither was she. The truth was, all Artezans were.

For over a year now, magic across the world had been disrupted, and even adult Artezans were suddenly having trouble controlling their powers. Dad, a magical joybringer all his life, was now more likely to cause hysterical laughter than a simple cheery mood when he entered a room. Elodie’s Artezan ability to hear the unseen chatter of the world had increased in power every day since her Reveal ceremony, and as for her brother …

Last summer, Ed had found out that he not only had the power to create and control dreams, but that he was the Laird of Dreams and Nightmares entirely, in complete command of the peoples and beings of Tìr Aislingean – the land where dreams and nightmares dwelt. He actually travelled, physically, to this other world, on the other side of sleep. In these strange lands, he had met blue mice, angels, selkies, monstrous billowing and devouring fog-creatures, fairies and vampires and maggots with multiple munching teeth.

But in discovering his lairdship, Ed had also discovered that the separated lands of dreams and nightmares had once been a single place, whole and together, but they had been forced apart by an unknown power, with both sides blaming the other for the separation. After that, things had rapidly become more complicated …

‘I ken that ya gaan over there for the summer,’ Finevan said, his Doric language the most colourful thing about him, ‘but I cannae figure as tae why?’

‘It’s just a holiday,’ Baba said with a shrug, refusing to elaborate on the why. ‘We’re not keeping secrets, we just want a bit of flexibility with where we end up.’ Baba was English, and his voice stuck out at the table like a traffic cone in the heather.

Finevan made a disbelieving face, then shrugged. ‘Fan ye aff? Soon?’

‘We’re setting off in the morning,’ Dad said. ‘So this is the last supper, if you like.’

Nyx snorted. ‘Last supper … You know that’s why they say it’s unlucky to have thirteen around a table? Lucky there’s only the seven of us. Seven’s a guid number. Artezans like sevens.’

Granny M took the bait and immediately launched into a history of numbers in relation to Artezan history. Nyx caught Elodie’s eye and winked, then turned to Ed and whispered something, but Ed laughed softly and shook his head.

Finevan drew a smiley face on his notepad and looked at Elodie. ‘Don’t mind Nyx tryin’ tae get aathin out your brother. They’re just convinced you’re keeping something close.’

‘There’s nothing to get out of him,’ Elodie said innocently. ‘He’s an open book. No secrets here.’

But there was a secret. A big one. And it wormed around inside her. Nyx and Finevan were right to be asking about why the Cranes were going to Norway. And it felt bad not to be sharing the truth with their friends.

Finevan, his right hand still writing away, paused, and then spoke again, his Doric put to one side as if he knew he had one chance to say plainly what he meant. ‘We don’t know for sure what’s gone on with everything, since last year,’ Finevan whispered, ‘and for all Nyx is jostling yous, we’d never pry for real. If you wanted to tell us, you would. We know that. But we saw what happened, last year at the camp. An’ all the trouble young Ed had with his powers before that … and what’s happened to everyone’s magic since then.’ His eyes were wide, and Elodie saw a glint of fear in them. It was the same look she caught herself wearing, when the noises around her became too much to handle. She wondered how Finevan’s gift had been affected, and whether he suspected she and Ed were at the root of it all.

Finevan blinked, and his expression went back to its normal shy calm. ‘But,’ he said, ‘if there’s aathing we can do tae help – I mean it, anything at all … you know where we are. I swear it, we’d come running if you needed our help, no matter what. No matter where.’

Elodie smiled. ‘Thanks, Finevan.’

He gave a nod, and sat up to raise his voice again. ‘An when will we fower meet again, eh?’

‘In thunder, lightning, or in rain?’ Elodie finished the misquote from Macbeth with a grin.

Nyx looked up. ‘Did you know Shakespeare was an Artezan?’ they said, as much of an enthusiast for Artezan history as Granny M.

‘What – really?’ Ed spluttered. ‘The Shakespeare we learn about in school?’

‘Aye.’ Granny M nodded at Nyx. ‘That’s true enough. Why’d you think his words have lasted so long, or why he invented so many of them? Magic.’

Elodie laughed. ‘That cannae be true, our teachers are always telling us you cannae just make words up.’

‘All words are made up,’ Finevan said, eyes on his notebook. ‘Trust me on that.’

‘An’ if words were his magic, of course they’d last forever,’ Nyx added. ‘Artezan magic cannae be undone, except by the one who started it. Or, by a Spellbreaker.’ They shrugged.

‘What’s a Spellbreaker?’ Elodie asked.

‘Spellbreakers don’t exist,’ Dad tutted. ‘They’re just an auld story.’

‘Not just a story, they’re a myth. A legend,’ Nyx corrected, raising a finger. ‘They may have existed. Before the Trials. In the days of the Artezan Masters.’

‘What did they do?’ Ed asked, curiously.

‘Depends on who you ask, what accounts you read,’ Nyx shrugged. ‘Some stories say they could bring an end to all Artezan magic. Others say that they were a sort of Artezan police.’

‘But the stories all agree that they could stop an Artezan’s magic in progress,’ Dad said. ‘Normally, two different Artezans fighting against each other would be like trying to push the blue ends of two magnets together. You can force it, if you really try – put out someone’s fire with water, for instance, but you can’t stop them making more fire immediately afterwards, do you understand? But a Spellbreaker would, in theory, be able to grab on to someone else’s magic and make it stop. Stop completely, unable to restart until the Spellbreaker released them.’

‘So Spellbreakers are like an off switch?’ Elodie asked. Though it sounded horrible for someone to be able to stop another Artezan’s powers, she had to secretly admit that being able to switch her magic off now and again was quite tempting.

‘It’s just a story,’ Dad insisted, swatting his hands as if he could bat the myth away like an annoying fly. ‘If you ask me, it was invented as part of the fears Artezan people had about the Trials.’

‘I think you’re right there,’ Nyx agreed. ‘People will come up with all kinds of stories to make themselves and their families feel better when they’re feart. Spellbreakers, Droch Mancers, even auld legends like the Gyre-Carlin … There’s been all sorts of Artezan tales in the past.’ They picked up their knitting again, but just then, the food arrived.

‘Keep in touch, don’t be strangers,’ Nyx said as they got ready to leave.

‘As if we could avoid talking to yous,’ Dad laughed, but then nodded. ‘Aye, we will. Thank Bel for the internet, eh?’

‘Quite.’ Nyx turned to Ed. ‘If you get intae any trouble with your magic, or you just want to know something about dreams … I’ll do my best to help. Remember, I’m only a phone call away, and I’ve plenty of books about magic.’

Ed smiled. ‘Thanks, Nyx.’ They shook hands.

Elodie hugged her arms around herself. Going on the trip was going to be exciting, but the talk about potential trouble was making her nervous.

She and Ed hadn’t ever told anyone besides their parents about who they truly were – that they were no ordinary kids, and no ordinary Artezans. They were, together, the Master Artezans of the Hidden and Unseen. Two people with a shared destiny, a shared responsibility over magic. A twice-made phenomenon that had to stay a secret, for now.

But Nyx and Finevan had to suspect. To the teachers’ credit, neither of them had asked directly, and everyone seemed happy to leave the secret unspoken.

It wasn’t that being a Master Artezan was a bad thing – far from it. But Master Artezans were thought to be extinct, gone forever from the world, until Ed and Elodie discovered the truth. Together, the twins were one third of a whole set of new Artezan Masters, and until the others were found, magic would remain disrupted, and Artezans would struggle to contain their own magic.

Which was the real reason for the trip to Norway.

There was a time, long ago, when Artezans had done hugely impressive fantastical feats like transforming into animals or toppling mountains, but magic had been dwindling and softening as the years went by; the great feats of the past were thought to be gone from the world.

But now, with new Masters, and newly unlocked powers ready to be commanded, magic had rushed back into the world at full strength, like water gushing from a crack in an ancient dam.

That was why the twins’ dad, whose power was to bring happiness and good moods to people close by, was apologetic about the sudden rush of good feelings in the restaurant. What he thought would be a simple uplifting atmosphere had the effect of the greatest news ever. Baba’s magic was equally unpredictable even though he used a tuil to wield it. A tuil was an object that allowed some Artezans to use their powers. A tuil could be anything: a cooking pot, a broomstick, a piece of wood, an animal friend – those were the traditional objects associated with magic. But a tuil could also be a bit of sea-glass, a paintbrush, a pair of scissors, a pen … but whatever it was, a tuil was the key to its Artezan using their powers.

In Baba’s case, he used paintbrushes and art materials to create his magic, which meant he could control aspects of the weather, from thunderstorms to floods to meteor showers in the night sky. Now if Baba so much as absent-mindedly waved a paint-laden brush about he could cause lightning to strike, or clouds to burst out of a clear blue sky.

Elodie knew it wasn’t just them. All their family’s Artezan friends were struggling. Nyx’s magic had always been channelled through knitting, but their teacher-friend had now found they could create a dream by doing other crafts too, such as cross-stitch. Their tuil was evolving. And poor Granny M, whose magic was the ability to conjure up any amount of storage space whenever it was needed, had accidentally put her houseboat into her handbag and hadn’t been able to find it since. She had been staying at the family’s bungalow, taking care not to tidy away anything too important for fear it might never be found again.

With magic in uproar, and Artezans struggling to conceal themselves from non-magical people, Elodie and Ed had come up with a plan. Perhaps, by finding the still-missing new Masters, magic might become manageable once again, for everyone.

And so they’d spent the past year covertly searching for any rumour, hint or whisper about a possible Artezan Master, sending letters and emails to every part of the world, until, finally, they found a clue.

In Norway, there were legends of the Heks, the Norwegian name for Artezans. The stories about them had been retold and worn out for hundreds of years, but recently a town nearTop of FormBottom of Form Jostedalsbreen National Park had started telling new tales about a kind of magic that had not been seen for many, many years. A magic that had re-emerged after a long absence, and was to be held in great reverence.

It was the only real clue they had, and soon the Cranes had made plans to travel to the land of the midnight sun.

There were two more Artezan Masters out there, somewhere.

And they were going to find them.
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