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PROLOGUE

Long, long ago a king arrived in the North. They called himthe Red King
because he wore a scarlet cloak and his shield was enbl azoned with a
burning sun. It was said that he came out of Africa. This king was al so
a marvel ous magi ci an and each of his ten children inherited a small part
of his power. But when the king's wife died, five of his children turned
to wi ckedness and the other five, seeking to escape the corruption that
surrounded their evil siblings, left their father's castle forever.

Br okenhearted, the Red King vani shed into the

vi forests that covered the kingdons of the North. He did not go al one,

however, for he was followed by his three faithful cats -1eopards to be
preci se. W nust never forget the cats!



The mani fold and fabul ous powers of the Red King were passed down

t hrough his descendants, often turning up quite unexpectedly in someone
who had no idea where they came from This is what happened to Charlie

Bone and to sone of the children he nmet behind the grim gray walls of

Bl oor' s Acadeny

vii
1
CHARLI E HEARS VO CES

On a Thursday afternoon, just after tea, Charlie Bone saw snmoke. He
happened to be | ooking out of his w ndow when a dark cloud lifted above
the autum trees. The wind blew it south and it noved through the sky
like a great, floating whale.

Sonmewhere, on the other side of the city there was a fire. Charlie could
hear a fire engine racing toward it. He had no idea that in mysterious
and unexpected ways he was connected to it and would soon be drawn to
the place where it had begun

Charlie slept well, got up the next norning, and went to school. After
school, Charlie and his friend, Benjam n Brown, wal ked hone together, as
usual . The cl oud of snpke had gone, but the sky was storny and dark. A
fierce wind sent red and gold | eaves raci ng down Filbert Street.

Benjami n crossed the road to nunmber twelve, while Charlie stopped at
nunber nine. Mst of the
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peopl e who |ived at number nine conplai ned about the | arge chestnut tree
in front of it -how dark it made their roons, how danp and creaky it

was, and how it would probably fall on the roof one day and kill them
all in their beds. Needless to say no one at nunber nine did anything
about it. Conplaining to one another was as far as they went. They were
that sort of famly O, rather, those sorts of famlies.

As Charlie ran up the steps to his front door, the tree sighed and
rained a handful of chestnuts on his head. Luckily his thick, wiry hair
softened the blows. Thick hair had its uses, though not many Charlie was
al ways being told to smarten hinself up, an inpossible task for soneone
with hair |ike a hedge.

"Hell o, grandmas!" Charlie called as he stepped into the hall

There were two grandmas at number nine: Gandma Jones was Charlie's
nmot her' s nother, and Grandna Bone was Charlie's father's nother. G andma
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Jones was round and cheerful and bossy while G andma Bone spoke only to
conplain. She rarely smiled and not hi ng made her |augh. Her hair was
thick and white, and she wore long, stiff dresses in shades of black
gray or brown (never pink, which was Maisie's favorite color). G andma
Jones liked to be called Maisie, but Charlie wouldn't have dared to cal
Grandma Bone by her first nane, which was Gizelda. She liked to rem nd
peopl e that, before she had married M. Bone, she had been a Yewbeam
The Yewbeans were an ancient famly their history littered with artistic



peopl e and ot hers who had nore unusual talents, such as hypnotism
m ndr eadi ng, and be wi tchery

Charlie knew he had di sappoi nted Grandnma Bone by bei ng ordinary Even
worse, in her eyes, he was quite happy to be ordinary

When Charlie came hone from school, it was al ways Misie who gave hima
wet kiss on his cheek and pushed sonething to eat under his nose. Today
Mai si e

4
had a | arge bunmp on her forehead. "Silly chestnut,"” she told Charlie.

Grandma Bone was always sitting in a rocker by the stove, criticizing
Mai si e's cooking or the state of Charlie's hair. Today the rocker was
enpty That was the first unusual thing.

It was Benjamin's tenth birthday on Saturday and Charlie had decided to
make hima birthday card i nstead of buying one. He'd taken a photo of
Benjam n's dog, Runner Bean, sniling or, to be nore precise, show ng his
I ong, incredibly yell ow teeth.

Charlie had asked his nmother to get the photo enlarged at Kwi k Foto on
her way hone fromwork. He intended to draw a bal |l oon sayi ng HAPPY
Bl RTHDAY, benjam n! above Runner Bean's head.

The second unusual thing was about to happen

At five mnutes past four, Charlie's nother cane in with a box of
overripe apples and rhubarb. "They'll make a | ovely cobbler,"” she said,
dunpi ng the box beside Charlie's plate and ki ssing his shaggy head. Any
Bone worked part-tine in a greengrocer's shop, so
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there was al ways plenty of fruit and vegetabl es at nunber nine.

Charlie |l eaned away fromthe rotting fruit. "Have you got ny photo,
Mon®?" he asked.

Ay Bone poked around in her shopping bag and found a | arge orange
envel ope. She put it on the other side of Charlie' s plate.

Charlie opened the envel ope and reveal ed -not Runner Bean. Nothing |ike
Runner Bean.

It was at this noment that Grandnma Bone appeared. She hovered in the
doorway fingering her neck, touching her silver-white hair, and pulling
at her stiff black skirt. She | ooked sonehow as though she were on the
brink of fulfilling her destiny And in a way she was, though, at
sixty-five, you could be forgiven for thinking it was a bit |ate.

The phot ograph that Charlie now held showed a man hol di ng a baby The man
sat on an upright chair. He had thinning, grayish hair and a |ong,

mour nful face. His crunpled suit was black and his thick pebble glasses
gave his pale gray eyes a |lost marblelike stare.

6



I nstead of pushing the photograph back into the envel ope, Charlie
continued to gaze at it. In fact, he couldn't tear his eyes away from
it. He began to feel dizzy and his ears were filled with mysterious
sounds, like the hiss and swi sh of voices on the radi o when you can't
pi npoint the right frequency

"Oh," he said. "Um what... ?" H's own voice seened far away trapped
behi nd a kind of fog.

"What's wrong, Charlie?" asked his nother

"I's somet hi ng happeni ng?" G andna Bone crept forward. ?Aunt Eustacia
rang ne. She had one of her prenonitions. Are you a proper Yewbeam
after all?"

Mai sie glared at Grandna Bone while Charlie pulled his ears and shook
his head. If only the horrible muffled buzzing would stop. He had to
shout in order to hear hinself. "They' ve nade a m stake at the shop

Where's Runner Bean?"

"There's no need to shout, Charlie." H's nother | ooked over his
shoul der. "My goodness, that's certainly not a dog."

"OM" wailed Charlie. But suddenly the rmunbling
7
voi ces broke free of the buzz and made t hensel ves cl ear

First cane a woman's voice, soft and unfanmiliar: | w sh you woul dn't do
this, Mstyn.

Her nmother's gone. | don't have a choice. This voice was definitely male.
O course you do.

WIl you take her, then? said the man's voice.

You know | can't, replied the wonan.

Charlie | ooked at his nother. "Wo said that?"

She | ooked puzzl ed. "Who said what, Charlie?"

"I's there a man in here?" he asked.

Mai sie giggled. "Only you, Charlie."

Charlie felt clawike fingers sink into his shoul der. G andma Bone
| eaned over him "Tell me what you hear," she denanded.

"Voices," said Charlie. "I know it sounds silly but they seemto be
com ng fromthis photograph.™”

Grandma Bone nodded. "Wat do they say?"

"For goodness sake, G andma Bone, don't be ridiculous,” said Misie.

8



Grandma Bone gave Maisie a withering | ook. "I amnot being ridicul ous.”

Charlie noticed that his nmother had gone very quiet. She pulled out a
chair and sat down, | ooking pale and anxi ous.

Mai si e began to bang pans about, nuttering, "You shouldn't encourage it.
It's all garbage. | won't have it..."

"Shhhh!" hissed Charlie. He could hear the baby crying.

The strange wonman spoke again. You've upset her. Look at the canera,
Mostyn. And please try to smle. You | ook so gl oony.

What do you expect? said the man.

A canera shutter clicked.

There. Shall | take another?

Do what you want.

You' |l thank me, one day, said the woman behind the camera. |If you

really intend to go through with this, it's the only thing you'll have
to remenber her by.

Hrm
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Charlie noticed that a cat peeked out frombehind the man's chair. It
was an extraordi nary col or: deep copper, like a flane.

From far away Charlie heard his nother's voice. "Shall | take the photo

back, Charlie?"
"No," murrmured Charlie. "Not yet."

But it seermed that the photograph had nothing nore to say The baby
fussed for a nonment and then was quiet. The gloomy man stared silently
at the canera, and the cat... ? Was that a purr? Misie was naking such
a noise with the pots and pans it was difficult to hear anything el se.

"Hush!" commanded G andma Bone. "Charlie can't hear."

"It's all nonsense," Miisie grunbled. "I don't know how you can just sit
there, Anmy and |l et your crazy nother-in-law get away with it. Poor
Charlie. He's just a boy He's got nothing to do with those silly Yew beans."

"He's got their blood," said Charlie's nother, quietly "You can't get
away fromthat."
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Mai sie couldn't. She closed her nouth in a tight little line.

Charlie was very bew |l dered. In the norning he had been an ordi nary boy
He hadn't been touched by a magi c wand or banged his head. He hadn't had
an electric shock or fallen off a bus, or, as far as he knew, eaten a
poi soned apple. And yet, here he was, hearing voices froma piece of
phot ogr aphi ¢ paper.



To set his nother's mnd at rest, Charlie said, "I don't think it was
anything, really | just imagined it."

Grandma Bone | eaned even closer and breathed into his ear, "Listen
toni ght. Things work better after m dnight."

"He'll be asleep by then, 1'll have you know, ? said Misie, who had ears
as sharp as a rabbit's. "It's all garbage.”

"Hah!" retorted Grandma Bone. "Just you wait!" She wal ked away | eaving a
scent of nothballs and mint drifting around the kitchen

"I didn't hear anything," Charlie said when she had gone.
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?Are you sure?" his nother asked anxiously

"Honest. | was just doing it to tease Grandnma Bone.
convince hinmself as well as his nother.

He was trying to

"Charlie, you're a wi cked boy" Miisie said happily as she banged a neat
cl eaver into a nmeaty bone.

Charlie's nmother | ooked relieved and opened the evening paper. Charlie
sl i pped the photograph back into its envelope. He felt exhausted.
Perhaps a bit of TV would help himto relax. But before he could escape,
t he doorbell rang and G andma Bone could be heard saying, "It's Benjanin
Brown, isn't it? Charlie's in the kitchen. And you can | eave that mangy
Baked Bean outside."

"I't's Runner, not Baked," said Benjamn's voice, "and | can't |leave him
outside. It's raining."

"Dogs like rain," said Gandma Bone.

Benjami n and his dog appeared in the kitchen. Benjam n was a snall,

pal e-faced boy with hair the col or of danp hay Runner Bean was a | arge,

| ong- nosed dog also with hair the col or of danp hay For
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some reason Benjanm n was al ways bei ng picked on by other boys. People
stole things fromhim tripped him and |laughed at him Charlie tried to
help his friend but, sonmetines, Benjam n was beyond hel p. Sonetines, in
fact, Charlie thought that Benjamn didn't even notice that he was a

victim He lived in a world of his own.

Runner Bean, snelling the nmeaty bone, rushed straight to Miisie, and
began to lick her ankles.

"Cet off nme!" she yelled, sw ping himon the nose.
"You are coming to ny party aren't you?" Benjam n asked Charlie.

"OfF course | am" said Charlie, imediately feeling guilty about the
bi rt hday card.

"Good, because |I'mgetting a gane that needs two people to play it."



Charlie realized that no one else would be at Benjamin's party This made
himfeel even nore guilty Runner Bean began to whine, alnost as if he
guessed that he woul dn't be appearing on Benjamin's birthday card.

"I'"ll be there," said Charlie cheerfully He hadn't
13

bought a present yet. He would have to rush out to the store before he
began his quest. But what quest was that? Sonething seened to be
hi jacking Charlie's thoughts.

"Want to come for a walk with Runner?" Benjam n asked hopeful |y
"OK,

Mai si e shout ed sonet hi ng about supper as Charlie and Benjanmin |left the
house, but the wi nd how ed around their heads and a clap of thunder
drowned her words. Runner Bean yel ped as a chestnut hit his nose, and
Benj ami n managed to snmile at |ast.

As the two boys and the dog ran into the wind, |leaves flewin their
faces and stuck to fur and clothes. Charlie felt better in the open air.
Perhaps it really had been a trick of his inmagination. He hadn't heard
voices at all, it was just some silly nonsense that he'd nade hinsel f
bel i eve, and Grandnma Bone had encouraged him just to annoy Mi sie and
upset his nother.

"Yes," Charlie cried happily "It's all garbage."
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"And | eaves," said Benjamnmin, who thought Charlie meant the litter being
bl own down the street.

?And | eaves," sang Charlie. He saw a newspaper flying toward hi mand

stuck his foot out to catch it. But the paper lifted in a sudden gust
and wapped itself around his waist. As he pulled it away fromhim a
picture on the front page caught his eye.

A mean-1 ooki ng boy stood on the steps of a gray building. He had a | ong,
narrow face and a w spy nustache grew above his thin upper lip. H's dark
hair, parted in the center, had been drawn back into a ponytail

"What's that?" asked Benjam n.

"Just a boy" said Charlie, and yet he had the suspicion that this wasn't
just any boy

Benjam n | eaned over Charlie's armand read, "Mnfred Bl oor, age
seventeen, was rescued froma fire at Bl oor's Acadeny yesterday Manfred
said he was lucky to be alive."

"No, he didn't," said Charlie breathlessly

"What do you nean, he didn't?" asked Benjam n

15



"He didn't say that,"” Charlie rmurrmured, and he suddenly sat on the
ground, with his back to the wall. He held the paper at arm s |ength,
di smayed by the words that were creeping out of the picture.

Soneone's going to pay for this.

"How d you ... ?" Benjam n began

"Shut up, Ben," cried Charlie. "I"mlistening."
"What to?"

" Shhh!"

As Charlie stared at Manfred Bl oor, he heard a |lot of shouts and then a
worman' s voi ce broke through the others, Are you accusi ng soneone, Manfred?

You're right, | am said a husky voice
Way do you think it wasn't an accident?
The husky voice again. |I'mnot stupid, that's why.

A man said, The fire departnent told us a candl e was probably bl own
over. Don't you believe this?

ENOUGH . Whoever said this had such a deep and chilling voice, Charlie
dropped the paper. It whirled away and fl opped into the gutter
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"Charlie, what's going on?" asked Benjamnin

Charlie gave a deep sigh. "I'm hearing voices," he said.
"Ch, no." Benjanm n sat beside him and Runner Bean crouched beside
Benj ami n. "What sort of voices?"

Benj am n never, ever said, "That's garbage." He took life seriously
whi ch wasn't always a bad thing.

Charlie told Benjani n about the photograph of Runner Bean that had
gotten mxed up with a nan and a baby "It was going to be a surprise
birthday card for you," said Charlie, "and nowit won't be. |'msorry"

"Doesn't matter," said Benjami n. "Go on about the photograph.”

Charlie explained that he'd heard voi ces when he | ooked at the nan and
t he baby He'd even heard the baby cry and maybe a cat purring.

"Weird," Benjam n breathed

"I made mnyself believe I'd just imagined it," said Charlie, "but when |
saw t he newspaper, it happened again. | could hear reporters talking to
that boy on the front page. | could hear his voice, too. He sounded kind
of mean and sly And then soneone said,

17

?Enough! ? and that was the worst voice | ever heard in ny whole life."



Benj ami n shivered and Runner Bean whined in synpathy

The boys sat, side by side, on the danp pavenent, not knowi ng quite what
to do. The wind flung | eaves at them and thunder runbled in the distance.

It began to rain. Runner Bean nudged Benjami n and whi ned. He hated
getting wet. And then, during a particularly loud clap of thunder, a nman
appeared in front of the boys. He was wearing a dark raincoat and his
wet hair was plastered over his forehead in w de, black bands.

"I't's raining," the man announced. "Had you not noticed?"

Charlie | ooked up. "Uncle Paton!" he said in surprise.

Uncl e Paton was Grandna Bone's brother. He was twenty years younger than
she was and they didn't get along. Paton led a secret life, even eating
apart fromthe others. He never went outside in daylight.

18
"You're wanted at hone," Uncle Paton told Charlie.

Charlie and Benjam n stood up and shook their cranmped |legs. This was the
third unusual thing to happen today It wasn't nearly dark enough for
Uncl e Paton to venture out.

Charli e wondered what coul d possibly have happened to cause such drastic
action.

19
THE YEWBEAM AUNTS

It was difficult to keep up with Uncle Paton. He swept through wi nd and
rain as if he wore hip boots.

"I'"ve never seen your uncle outside in the daytinme,"
"He's a bit strange, isn't he?"

Benj am n pant ed.
"A bit," agreed Charlie, who was rather in awe of his peculiar uncle. He
hurried as Uncle Paton had already arrived at the steps of nunber nine.

Benjam n fell behind. "Something's up with your famly" he called to
Charlie. "I hope you can still come to ny birthday"”

"Not hi ng can stop ne," said Charlie, reaching his uncle.

"No dogs," said Uncle Paton, as Benjanmi n and Runner Bean came | eaping up
to them

?Aw, please?" asked Benjanin

"Not today This is fam |y business,” Uncle Paton said sternly "Go hone."
"OK. Bye, then, Charlie." Benjamn trailed away
20

foll owed by Runner Bean, his ears down and tail between his legs. A rea



hangdog.
Uncl e Paton ushered Charlie into the kitchen and then di sappeared upstairs.

Charlie found his nother and two grandnothers sitting at the kitchen
table. Maisie | ooked very put out, but a secret smle played on G andma
Bone's thin lips. Charlie's mother was nervously stirring a cup of tea.
Charlie couldn't inagine why His nother didn't use sugar

"Sit down, Charlie," said Grandna Bone, as if she were about to put on a
show entirely for his benefit.

"Don't let the Yewbeans get at you!" Misie whispered. She took
Charlie's hand and patted it.

"What's goi ng on?" asked Charlie.
"TheYewbeam aunts are coning," said his nother
"Why?" asked Charlie.

The Yewbeam aunts were G andna Bone's three unmarried sisters. Charlie
only saw them at Christnmas, and he'd fornmed the inpression that they
were deeply
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di sappointed in him They always |eft a strange assortment of gifts:
pai nt sets, rnusical instrunents, masks and cl oaks, and even a chem stry
set. Charlie had found none of these things the least bit useful. He

i ked soccer and TV and that was about it.

Grandma Bone | eaned across the table. Her eyes sparkled mysteriously "My
sisters are comng to assess you, Charlie. And if it is found that you
are worthy-that you are, as | suspect, endowed - then they wll provide
t he necessary funds to send you to Bloor's Acadeny”

"Me? At Bloor's?" Charlie was aghast. "It's for geniuses."

"Don't worry love. You won't pass the test,"” said Miisie confidently She
got up nuttering, "OF course, it's old Maisie who has to do all the
preparation for our Lady Micks, isn't it? | don't know why | bother."

There was to be a dinner for the aunts, Charlie's nother explained. The
best silver, the finest crystal, and the treasured china, would be
carried up fromthe cellar and laid in the chilly dining room a room
that was
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only ever used when the Yewbeam aunts came. Misie was defrosting
chi cken and fish and goodness knows what el se, as fast as she coul d.

Charlie would have been worried if he hadn't been conpletely convinced
that he wouldn't pass the aunts' test. He renenbered how he'd tried to
paint a picture for themand failed mserably How he'd unsuccessfully
attenpted to play a violin, a flute, a harp, and a piano. He had put on
t he masks they provided: aninmals, clowns, pirates, cowboys, and
spacemnen, but only managed to act the part of Charlie Bone. Finally it
had to be adnmitted that he was not gifted.



So as he waited for the great-aunts to arrive, Charlie was not as
fearful as he should have been.

Benjam n, on the other hand, was extrenely fearful. Charlie was his best
friend, his only friend. Anything that happened to Charlie woul d,
indirectly happen to him Sinister events were closing in on his friend.
Benj ami n sat by his bedroom w ndow and wat ched Charlie's house. As
darkness fell the streetlights
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cane on and |lights winked on in the building behind the chestnut tree:
in the basement, the attic, and all the bedroons. What was goi ng on?

The wind intensified. Thunder and |ightning coincided. That neant that
the stormwas right above. Benjamn clung to Runner Bean, and the big
dog hid his face in Benjanmn's sleeve.

The street was now deserted except for three shadowy figures. On they
cane, a line of black unbrellas hiding all but the henms of three dark
coats and six boots: four black and two red. In spite of the wind, there
was a strange rhythmin their novenents, alnost as if a dance were

t aki ng pl ace beneath those wi de unbrellas. The figures stopped beside
the chestnut tree, as Benjam n feared they would. And then they cli nmbed
the steps to Charlie's house.

For the first tine in his life, Benjamin was glad to be hinself and not
Charli e Bone.

At nunber nine the table was set, and danmp | ogs snoldered in the
fireplace. When the doorbell rang,
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Charlie was sent to answer it. The three great-aunts swept into the
house, stanping their feet on the tiled floor and shaking out their wet
unbrellas. Their coats were hurled across the hall, landing on Charlie
as if he were a coatstand.

"Pick them up, boy" commanded Aunt Lucretia, as Charlie scranbled
beneath the wet garnments. "They're val uabl e nol eskin, not rags."

"Now, don't be harsh, Lucretia," said Aunt Eustacia. "Charlie's got a
secret to tell us, haven't you, dear?"

"Urn," munbled Charlie.

"Don't be shy" Aunt Venetia, the youngest, canme swaying up to him "W
want to know everyt hing."

"Yewbeans, come in. Conme in!" Gandma Bone called fromthe dining room
The three sisters sailed through the door: Lucretia, the eldest, first,
Venetia, the youngest, last. Snatching glasses of sherry from G andma
Bone, they gathered around the dwindling fire, shaking their damp skirts

and patting their abundant hair: Lucretia' s white as

25



snow, Eustacia's iron-gray Venetia's still black and fol ded around her
head |i ke a raven's w ngs.

Charlie backed away and headed for the kitchen where Miisie and his
not her were busy around the stove.

"Take the soup in, will you, Charlie?" asked his nother.

Charlie didn't want to be alone with the great-aunts, but his nother
| ooked hot and weary so he did as she asked.

The soup tureen was very heavy Charlie could feel the glint of Yewbeam
eyes following himaround the |ong dining-roomtable. He put the tureen on a

-mat and ran to get the bow s before G andna Bone
A could conpl ai n about the drop of soup that had spill ed.

When everything was ready Grandma Bone rang a bell, which Charlie
t hought was rather silly, Everyone could see that the meal was on the
table. "Wiy do we need a bell?" he asked.
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"Tradition," snapped G andna Bone. ?And Paton has no sense of snell."
"But Uncle Paton never eats with us."

"Today" said Grandna Bone enphatically "he will."

?And there's an end to it," said Maisie with a grin, which soon faded
when the four sisters glared at her

Uncle Paton arrived looking irritated, and the meal began. Misie had
done her best, but ten minutes was rather short notice to create a neal
of any distinction. The soup was salty the chicken dry and the puddi ng
had a sad, drowned | ook. No one conpl ai ned, however. They ate fast and
heartily

Mai sie and Charlie's nmother cleared the table. Paton and Charlie hel ped.
And then it was tinme for the assessnent. Charlie discovered that his
not her was not allowed to be present. "I won't go in there w thout you!"
he said. "I won't."
"Charlie, you nust,"
| have nothing."

said his nother. "The Yewbeans have a | ot of nobney
"It beats nme why you want Charlie to go to that ridicul ous acadeny" said
Mai si e.
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"For his father's sake,” said Charlie's nother

Mai si e clicked her tongue and sai d nothing nore.

Charlie's father was dead, so why did it matter so much? H s not her

wouldn't tell him She gave hima little push toward the di ning room and
in he went.



"I want my nomin here, or I won't do it," said Charlie.
"My ny a boy who wants his mother," Aunt Venetia cooed.

"A boy who wants his nmother is a baby" said Aunt Lucretia sternly "Tine
to grow up, Charlie. This is a Yewbeamaffair. W don't want distractions."

At this point Uncle Paton tried to slip away but his ol dest sister
call ed hi mback. "Paton, you' re needed. Do your duty for once."

Uncle Paton reluctantly slid into the chair she indicated.

Charlie was nade to sit on one side of the table, facing the four
sisters; Uncle Paton sat at the end. Charlie wondered how the assessnent
woul d be conducted. There appeared to be no nusical instruments,
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no masks or paintbrushes on the table. He waited. They watched him

"Where did he get that hair?" Aunt Lucretia asked.

"His mother's side," said Gandna Bone. "A Wl shman." She spoke as if
Charlie were not there.

Ah!" The three great-aunts sighed, disapprovingly
Aunt Lucretia was funbling in a |arge | eather bag. At last she drew out
a brown paper package tied with black ribbon. She tugged the ribbon and

t he package fell open, revealing a pile of ancient-Iooking photographs.

Grandma Bone pushed the package over to Charlie, and the contents fanned
out across the table.

"What am | supposed to do with these?" asked Charlie, who had a very
good i dea what they wanted himto do.

The great-aunts smiled encouragi ngly

Charlie prayed that nothing woul d happen; that he could just glance at
t he dusty-1ooking collection and | ook away before he heard voices. But,
one qui ck | ook
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told himthat the people in the photographs were naking a great deal of
noi se. They were playing instruments: cellos, pianos, violins. They were
danci ng, singing, laughing. Charlie pretended not to hear. He tried to
push them away fromhim toward Aunt Lucretia. She pushed them back
"What do you hear, Charlie?" asked G andna Bone.

"Not hi ng," said Charlie.

"Come on, Charlie, try" said Aunt Venetia.

"And don't lie," said Aunt Eustaci a.

"O we'll make you cry" snarled Aunt Lucretia.



That made Charlie angry He wasn't going to cry for anyone. "l don't hear
not hi ng," he said, shoving the photographs away

?Anyt hing," said Aunt Lucretia, shoving them back. "You don't hear
anyt hi ng. Not nothing. G anmar, boy Has no one taught you?"

"He clearly needs to attend the acadeny” said Aunt Eustaci a.

"Just look at them Charlie, dear," said Aunt Venetia
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sweetly "Just for one mnute, and if nothing happens, we'll leave you in
peace and just..." she waved her long white fingers, "nelt away"

?AIl right," Charlie said grudgingly

He thought he could get away with it; just |ook at the photographs and
bl ock out the sounds. But it didn't work. The sounds of cellos, pianos,
sopranos, and great gusts of laughter came bursting out at him filling
the room The great-aunts were talking to him he could see their thin
i ps working away but he couldn't hear their words above the dreadful

cl amor of the photographs.

At last Charlie seized the pile and flung them facedown, onto the
table. The sudden silence was a wonderful relief. The great-aunts stared
at him quietly triunmphant.

It was Aunt Venetia who spoke first. "There, that wasn't so bad, was it,
Charlie?"

Charlie realized he'd been tricked. He'd have to watch out for Aunt
Venetia in the future. She was obviously
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nmore cunning than her sisters. "Wo are all those people, anyway?" he
asked m serably

"Your ancestors, Charlie," said Aunt Lucretia. "Yew beamblood ran in
all their veins. As it does in yours, dear clever boy" Her attitude had
changed conpl etely But Aunt Lucretia being nice was just as scary as
Aunt Lucretia being nasty

"You can go now, Charlie," said Gandma Bone. "W have things to
di scuss. Arrangenments to make for your future."”

Charlie was only too glad to go. He | eaped up and nmarched to the door
As he went he caught sight of Uncle Paton's face. He | ooked sad and far
away and Charlie wondered why he hadn't said a word the whole tinme he'd
been there. Paton gave Charlie a quick smle and then | ooked away

Charlie hurried to the kitchen where Miisie and his nother were eagerly
waiting for the results of his assessnent.

"I think |I've passed,"” he told themglumy
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"Well, 1'll be," said Maisie. "I thought you'd get away with it,



Charlie. Was it the voi ces?"

Charlie nodded m serably

"Those crazy Yewbeans." Misie shook her head.
Charlie's nother, however, was not so unhappy "The academnmy will be good
for you," she said.

"No, it won't," said Charlie. "I don't want to go. It's a boring old

pl ace for geniuses. | won't fit. It's halfway across the city and

don't know anyone there. Suppose | refuse to go, Mn®"

"If you refuse... all this could disappear,” said his nother, waving in
the general direction of the kitchen cabinets.

Charlie was astounded. Were his great-aunts witches, then? Making houses
di sappear at the touch of a wand, or naybe an unbrella?

"Do you mean the house coul d di sappear?" he asked.

"Not exactly" said his nother. "But our lives would change. Misie and
have not hi ng. Not a bean. Wen
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your father, Lyell, died, we were at the nercy of the Yewbeans. They
provi de for everything. They bought the house, they pay the bills. I'm
sorry Charlie, you'll have to go to Bloor's if that's what they want."

Charlie felt very tired. "OK," he said. ?And now |' mgoing to bed."

He had forgotten about the orange envel ope, but when he got to his
bedroom there it was on his pillow H s nother nmust have rescued it from
the piles of food and di shes on the kitchen table. Charlie decided not

to take a second | ook at the man and his baby He woul d take the photo
straight back to Kwi k Foto tonmorrow and maybe get Runner Bean in exchange.

When his nother came up to say good night, Charlie made her sit on his
bed and answer a few questions. He felt he deserved to know nore about
hi nsel f before he set foot in Bloor's Acadeny

"First, I want to know what really happened to ny father," Charlie said.

"Tell me again."”
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"I"ve told you so many tinmes already Charlie. It was foggy he was tired
He drove off the road and the car plunged into a quarry that was a
hundred neters deep."

?And why aren't there any photos of himaround? Not one."

A shadow passed across his nother's face. "There were," she said, "but
one day when | was out, they all disappeared. Even the tiny picture in
nmy | ocket."

Charlie had never heard about this. "Wy?" he asked.

At last his mother told himthe truth about the Yewbeam family; how



horrified they'd been when Lyell fell in love with her, Amy Jones, an
ordinary girl with no exceptional talents. In a word, unendowed.

The Yewbeans forbade the nmarriage. Their |aws were ancient and strong.
The wonen could marry whonever they chose, but every nmale with Yewbeam
bl ood must marry an endowed girl. Lyell broke the rules. He and Any
Jones had el oped to Mexico.

"W had a wonderful honeynoon,"” sighed Charlie's
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not her "But when we came hone | knew that Lyell was worried. He hadn't
escaped them after all. He was al ways | ooking over his shoul der, running
from shadows. And then, one foggy night, when you were two years old, he

got a phone call. A sumons, really G andma Bone was ill, he had to go

to her imediately So he got in his car and... drove into a quarry" She
gazed into the distance for a nmoment and nmurnured, "He wasn't hinself

t hat day Sonet hi ng had happened. It was alnpost as if he were under a spell."

She wi ped away a very snall tear. "I don't think Gandma Bone has an
ounce of love in her," she said. ?As far as the Yewbeans were concerned
when Lyell died it was just the end of an unfortunate epi sode. But they
were interested in you, Charlie. Suppose you turned out to be endowed?
They realized they would have to take care of you until they found out.
So they gave me a house and |l et Misie nove in. And then G andma Bone
arrived. To watch us. Uncle Paton canme shortly after that, because..
well, | suppose he didn't
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have anywhere else to go. | was grateful for everything, until the
phot os vani shed. It was sonething | just couldn't understand. G andna
Bone deni ed havi ng touched them of course."

Charlie listened to his nmother's story and put two and two together, "I
know why the photos vani shed," he nurnured, "G andma Bone didn't want ne
to hear what my father had to say"

But, Charlie, you were only two," said his nother. "She didn't know that
you woul d have this funny gift for hearing voices."

"She guessed, " said Charlie. "lIt's probably in the fanm|y"

H s serious face made his nother smile. She kissed himgood night and
told himnot to worry about the Yewbeans. ?And don't worry about Bloor's
Acadeny either," she said. ?After all, your father went there."

?And did he have a talent?" asked Charli e.

"Ch, yes," said his nother, fromthe door. "But not
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your sort of talent, Charlie. He wasn't endowed. He was a rnusician."
When she had gone, Charlie couldn't sleep. He had too rmuch on his nind
It was unsettling to think he was part of such a peculiar famly He

wanted to know nore. Mich nore. But where to begi n? Perhaps Uncl e Paton
could provide a few answers. He didn't seemas heartless as his sisters.



The stormblew itself out. The rain stopped. The wi nd died and the

cat hedral clock struck mdnight. On the twelfth stroke, Charlie felt a
sudden, strange breathl essness. Somet hi ng was happening to him It was
as if he were passing through a monent when he mght live or die. He

t hought of Lyell, the father he couldn't remenber.

The nonent passed and Charlie found hinself w de awake and restless. A
few mnutes later, he heard Uncle Paton creak downstairs and go to the
kitchen for a snack. Charlie had grown used to his uncle's nighttine
ranble. It always woke himup. Usually he
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woul d just turn over and go back to sleep. Tonight he junmped out of bed
and got dressed.

When his uncle left the house, Charlie crept downstairs and foll owed
him He'd often wanted to do this but had never had the courage. Toni ght
was different; he felt confident and determni ned. Paton nmoved fast. By
the tine Charlie had closed the front door, very softly behind him his
uncl e was about to turn a corner. Keeping close to the houses, Charlie
ran to the end of the street.

Pat on paused and | ooked back. Charlie shrank into the shadows. The
street they had turned onto was lit by small bell-shaped | anps that cast
a soft glow on the wet cobbl estones. Here, the trees grew cl oser, the
wal s were higher. It was a quiet and nysterious place.

Pat on Yewbeam was on the nove again, but now his purposeful stride had
become an aimess stroll. Soon, Charlie, hopping fromtree to tree,
found hinmself only a few paces behind his uncle.

A chill wind whistled near Charlie's ears and he
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began to wonder if his mdnight stal king was going to cone to anything.
Uncl e Paton hadn't turned into a vanpire or a werewolf after all

Per haps he just felt happier in the dark. Charlie was about to turn and
creep back home when his uncle suddenly stopped. He was standi ng about a
nmeter away from a | anppost and a strange sort of hunmi ng cane from him
Not hunmi ng, exactly because Charlie couldn't actually hear it. It was
nore |ike a feeling of humm ng, as though the air around his uncle were
charged wi th soundl ess nusi c.

The light in the lanp grew brighter, so bright that Charlie could hardly
look at it, and then, with a little crack, the glass shattered and
shining fragnents fell to the ground.

Charlie gave a | ow gasp. He rubbed his eyes. Perhaps it was just

coi nci dence. His uncle standing there, while a power surge made the
light in the lanp too hot for the gl ass.

Pat on noved on and Charlie followed, still hiding
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behind the trees. H s uncle slowed down as he drew | evel w th anot her
| anppost, but this tine, although the Iight becane fierce and bright,



Pat on wal ked past before the glass could shatter. And then, w thout
| ooki ng back, he said, "Wy are you follow ng ne?"
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THE FLAME CATS

Charlie froze. He couldn't believe his uncle had seen him But then the
guestion canme again, "Charlie, why are you follow ng ne?"

Charlie wal ked out frombehind a tree. "How did you know?" he asked in a
whi sper.

Paton turned to look at him "I haven't got eyes in the back of ny head,
if that's what you're thinking."

"No, | didn't think that," said Charlie. "But how?"

"I saw you, dear boy as | turned the corner. To tell the truth I was
hal f expecting it. | don't suppose you could sleep after that dreadful
evening." Paton gave a grimsnile

"I's that your talent, Uncle Paton?" Charlie asked. "Brightening the |ights?"

"Pathetic, isn't it? | ask you, what use is it? | wi sh you hadn't seen.”
Pat on regarded his |l ean fingers. "Come on, let's get you hone; |'ve done
enough for
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tonight." He held Charlie's hand and they began to wal k hone.

Charlie saw a new side to his uncle. Not many people could boost a Iight
just by being there. In fact, as far as he knew, no one had ever done
such a thing before. Lights played a big part in the nightlife of a city
Uncl e Paton could have a wild tinme downtown, where |ights w nked and
glittered on every surface.

"Have you ever -you know done what you just did to lots of |ights?"
asked Charlie. "Like in a place where all the theaters and novi es and
cl ubs are?"

For a nonent Charlie thought that Paton wasn't going to reply Perhaps he
shoul dn't have asked. And then his uncle nurnured, "Once, |ong ago, |
didit for a girl I knew

"Ww WAs she inpressed?”

"She ran away" said Paton sadly "and never spoke to ne again."

"I see. Wuldn't it be safer if you went out in the daytinme, Uncle
Paton? | mean, there aren't as many lights on."
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"Huh! You nust be joking," said his uncle. "Every shop w ndow has a
light init. There are lights everywhere. And people can see ne in the
daylight. Besides, it's becone a habit. | just don't |ike daylight and
won't be caught init."



They had reached nunber nine, and Charlie hurried back to bed before
anyone el se in the house woke up. He fell asleep al nost at once and
dreaned that Uncle Paton had turned up the light in every star, unti
they all exploded, like fireworks.

In the norning, Charlie woke up with a nasty sinking feeling. \Wether he
liked it or not, he would soon be going to Bloor's Acadeny Just thinking
about it made himfeel ill. He could only manage one slice of toast for
breakfast. The eggs and bacon Maisie put in front of himwere left

unt ouched.

"He's worried, aren't you, |ove?" clucked Misie. "Those m serable
Yewbeans. Why should you go to that nasty big school? W'll get you sone
chocol ate at the shops. That'll cheer you up."

Grandma Bone was not present. She al ways had
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breakfast in her room And Paton only ate at night, as far as Charlie knew

He gl anced at his nother, who was miles away in sonme kind of reverie.
"WIl | have to wear a special uniforn®?" he asked.

H s nmother | ooked up with a start. ?A blue cape," she said. "The
nmusi ci ans wear blue. Sapphire, a lovely color."

"But I'"'mnot a musician," said Charlie.

"Not strictly speaking," his mother agreed. "But they won't have a

department for your talent, Charlie. You'll be put into music, |ike your
father. Take your school recorder. |I'msure that will do."

"WIl it?" Charlie was doubtful. He'd never been good at mnusic and only
pl ayed his recorder when he was forced to. "Wien will | have to start?"

"Wthin the nonth," his nother told him
"So soon?" Charlie was horrified. "In the mddle of the senester?

"I"'msorry Charlie," his mother said regretfully "The Yewbeans think it
woul d be best. They say there's not
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a nonent to be lost, now that you... now that they are certain.”

"Poor little guy" Misie muttered.

It had begun to rain again and Maisie pulled on a bright pink raincoat.
Charlie's nother took an unbrella fromthe closet. She didn't Iike

weari ng raincoats.

"W won't be long at the shops,"” she told Charlie. "Do you want me to
t ake that phot ograph back?"

Charlie had al nost forgotten Benjanin's birthday card. For sonme reason
he was reluctant to | ose the photo just yet.

"No," he said. "But could you buy a birthday card for Benjam n? | don't



think "Il be using Runner Bean after all."

When Mai sie and his nother had gone, Charlie ran upstairs to get the
orange envel ope. He had just opened it and had pull ed out the photo when
the doorbell rang. No one answered it. G andna Bone was out, apparently
and Uncl e Paton woul dn't even answer the tel ephone during the day
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Still holding the photograph, Charlie went down to open the door
A very strange man stood on the step. Stranger still were the three

cats, w nding thensel ves around his |egs.

"Oni nobus and Flames, " said the man. "Pest control.
fromthe inside pocket of a furry-Iooking coat.

He produced a card

"Om nous?" asked Charli e.

“"Not at all," said the man. "Oninous. Quite different. Ovil. Ovil

Oni mous. " He gave Charlie a big smle, revealing sharp, bright teeth. "I
bel i eve you have a problem here. Mce?" He gave a funny sort of |eap and
| anded beside Charlie.

"I don't know, ? said Charlie. He'd been told never to let a stranger
into the house. But this one was in already "D d soneone send for you?"

"Something did. | can't tell you what it was, just yet. You m ght not
bel i eve ne."

"Real | y?" Charlie was intrigued.
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The cats had followed M. Oninous and were now prow i ng around the hall
They were nost unusual -1 ooki ng cats. The first was a deep copper color
the second a bright orange, and the third a fierce yell ow The copper cat
seened to know Charlie. It stood on its hind legs and rattled the

ki t chen door knob.

"Have patience, Aries," said M. Oninous. "WII| you never |earn?"

Aries had managed to turn the knob. The kitchen door swung open and he
ran inside, followed by the other two cats.

"Sorry about this," said M. Onimous. "He's an inmpulsive fellow, is
Aries. Leo's a bit pushy too, but Sagittarius has |ovely nanners. Excuse
me, |'d better keep an eye on them"

Before Charlie had tine to turn around, M. Oninous had slipped past him
and hopped into the kitchen, calling, "Flanes, don't et me dowmn. Do it
ni cel y"

All three cats were now paci ng before the pantry
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Charlie remenbered the rotting fruit, and before the cats could break
t hrough anot her door, he opened it and let themin.



A fierce pouncing, |eaping, and scream ng began. The pantry was
apparently full of mice. Not for long. The cats caught one nouse after
anot her, depositing their bodies in a neat line along the wall.

Charlie backed away He hadn't known there were any mice at all in the
pantry Way hadn't Miisie or his nother noticed? Perhaps they had al
arrived this nmorning, drawn by the snell of old fruit. Charlie was
rather fond of mice and wi shed he didn't have to watch the row of little
gray bodi es grow | onger and | onger.

When the line was fifteen mice |long, the cats appeared to have fini shed
the job. They sat down and vigorously washed their inmacul ate fur

"How about a cup of coffee?" asked, M. Oninous. "I feel quite exhausted."

As far as Charlie could tell, M. Oninmous had hardly lifted a finger
| et al one done anyt hi ng exhausti ng.

49

The cats had done all the work. But M. Oninous was now sitting at the
kitchen table, |ooking eagerly at the kettle, and Charlie didn't have
the heart to disappoint him He was still holding the photograph, so he
put it down and went to fill the kettle.

?Ah," said M. Oninpbus. "Here we have it. This explains everything."

"What does?" Charlie | ooked at the photograph that M. Oninobus was now
hol ding up to the light.

M. Oninous pointed to the cat at the bottom of the photograph. "That's
Aries," he said. "It was quite a few years ago, but he doesn't forget.
He knew you'd spotted him That's why he led nme here."

"Pardon?" Charlie felt weak. He sat down. ?Are you saying that Aries,"
he pointed at the copper-colored cat, ?Aries knew |I'd seen his photo?"
"It wasn't quite like that." M. Oninmous scratched his furry-I|ooking
head. Hi s pointed nails were in need of a good cut, Charlie noticed.
Mai si e woul d never have | et anyone get away with nails as long as that.

The kettle boiled and Charlie nade M. Oni nous
50

his coffee, "What was it |ike, then?" he asked, putting the cup before
his visitor.

"Three sugars, please," said M. Oninous.
Charlie inpatiently tossed three spoonfuls of sugar into the coffee.

M. Oninous beaned. He took a sip, beaned again, and then, |eaning close
to Charlie, he said, "He knew you were connected, Aries did. And so you
are; you have the photograph. These cats aren't ordi nary They know

t hi ngs. They chose ne because |'ve got a special way with aninmals. They
| ead ne here and there, trying to undo mschief, and | just follow,
hel pi ng where | can. This case,” his finger canme down on the man hol di ng
the baby "this is one of the worst. Aries has al ways been very angry
about it. Tine and again he's tried to put it right, but we needed you,



Charlie."
"Me?" asked Charli e.

"You're one of the endowed, aren't you?" M. Oninmous spoke softly as if
it were a secret, not to be spoken out | oud.

"They say so," said Charlie. He couldn't help but
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| ook at the photograph, with M. Oninous' finger stuck so accusingly on
the man's face. And as soon as he | ooked, he began to hear the baby crying.

Aries ran over to himand, placing his paws on Charlie's knees, |et
forth an earsplitting yow. H's cry was i medi ately taken up by orange
Leo and yellow Sagittarius. The noise was so painful, Charlie had to
press his hands over his ears.

"Hush!" conmmanded M. Oninmous. "The boy's thinking."

When the yow i ng had died down, M. Oninpus said, "You see. You are
connected, Charlie. Nowtell ne all about it."

Al t hough deci dedly odd, M. Oninous | ooked kind and trustworthy and
Charlie was badly in need of help. He told M. Oninpbus about the m x-up
wi th the phot ographs, the voices, the horrible Yewbeam aunts and their
assessment, and their decision to send himto Bloor's Acadeny ?And
really don't want to go there,"” finished Charlie. "I think I'd al nost
rather die."

"But, Charlie boy that's where she is," said M. Oninous,
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"the | ost baby At least, that's what the cats seemto think. And they're
never wong." He stood up. "Conme on, cats, we've got to go."

"You mean the baby in the photograph was |ost?" asked Charlie. "How can
you | ose a baby?"

"I't's not for me to say" said M. Oninpus. "You take that photo where it
bel ongs, and perhaps they'll tell you."

"But | don't know where it belongs," said Charlie, beginning to panic.
M. Oninous was slipping away without hel ping at all.

"Use your head, Charlie. That's an enlargenent, isn't it? Find the
original and you'll find a nane and address."

"WILo1?"

"Wthout a doubt.” M. Oninpbus smoothed the pile on his coat, turned up
his collar, and nade for the front door

Charlie stood up, uncertainly questions bubbling in his head. By the
time he reached the open door, all that could be seen of his visitor was
a smal | disappearing figure,
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followed by a flash of hot colors, like the bright tail of a conet.
Charlie closed the door and ran upstairs. Seizing the orange envel ope,
he shook it fiercely and out fell a snmall photograph - the original of

t he enl argenent downstairs. He turned it over and there, sure enough

was a nane and an address, witten in bold, flowing letters:

M ss Julia Ingledew, Number Three Cathedral C ose.

Where was Cat hedral Cl ose, and how was he to get there? He would have to
| eave the house before Miisie and his nother got honme. They woul d never
agree to his roamng off on his own, to a place he didn't know And if he
didn't act now, he might not get back in time for Benjam n's party But
he'd have to | eave a nessage, or his nother would worry

As far as he could renenber, Charlie had never been inside his uncle's
room before. A DO NOT DI STURB sign hung permanently on the door

Recently Charlie
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had begun to wonder what Paton did inside all day Sonetines a soft
tappi ng could be heard. Usually there was silence.

Today Charlie would have to ignore the sign.

He knocked on the door, hesitantly at first, and then nore vigorously
"What ?" said an angry voi ce.

"Uncl e Paton, can | cone in?" asked Charlie.

"Why?" asked Paton

"Because | have to find sonewhere, and | want you to explain to Mom"

There was a deep sigh. Charlie didn't dare open the door until his uncle
said coldly "Cone in, then, if you nust."

Charlie turned the doorknob and peered inside. He was surprised by what
he saw Hi s uncle's roomwas overflowing with paper. It hung from

shel ves, dripped frompiles on the windowsill, covered Paton's desk, and
| apped like a tide around his ankles. Were was the bed? Under a bl anket
of books, Charlie guessed. Books lined the walls, fromfloor to ceiling,
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they even clinbed around the desk in teetering towers.

"Wl | ?" asked Paton, glancing up froma nound of paper

"Pl ease can you tell me where Cathedral Cose is?" Charlie asked nervously

"Where do you think? Beside the cathedral, of course." Paton was a
di fferent person in daylight - chilly and forbidding.

"Ch," said Charlie, feeling foolish. "Wll, I'm going there now But
could you tell Mn? She'll want to know, and..."



"Yes, yes," nurnured Paton, and with a vague wave, he notioned Charlie away

"Thanks," said Charlie, closing the door as quietly as he coul d.

He went to his roomhurriedly pulled on his jacket, and tucked the
pictures in their orange envel ope, into his pocket. Then he |left the house.

From hi s bedroom wi ndow, Benjanmin saw Charlie wal king past with a
det er mi ned expression
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Benj am n opened his wi ndow and cal |l ed, "Where are you goi ng?"
Charlie | ooked up. "To the cathedral," he said.

"Can me and Runner Bean cone?" asked Benjami n

"No," said Charlie. "I'"mgoing to get your present, and it's got to be a
surprise.”

Benj am n cl osed the wi ndow He wondered what sort of present Charlie
could buy in a cathedral. A pen with the cathedral's nane on it?
Benj ami n had plenty of pens.

"Still, I don't really mind,"” he told Runner Bean. ?As |ong as he cones
to nmy party"

Runner Bean thunped his tail on Benjamin's pillow He was |ying where he
wasn't supposed to, on Benjamn's bed. Luckily no one but Benjam n knew
about it.

The cathedral was in the old part of the city Here the streets were
cobbl ed and narrow The shops were smaller, and in their softly lit

wi ndows, expensive clothes and jewelry lay to fold of silk and vel vet.
It seened like a very private place, and Charlie felt al nost as though
he were trespassing.

As the ancient cathedral began to | oom above him
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t he shops gave way to a row of ol der houses. Nunber Three Cathedra

O ose, however, was a bookshop. Above the door a sign in ol de worlde
script, read | NGLEDEW S. The books displayed in the wi ndow were aged and
dusty | ooking. Sone were bound in leather, their |eaves edged in gold.
Charlie took a deep breath and went in. A bell tinkled as he stepped
down into the shop, and a woman appeared through a curtai ned space
behi nd the counter. She wasn't as old as Charlie expected, but about the
same age as his nother. She had thick chestnut hair piled up on her

head, and kind brown eyes.

"Yes?" asked the woman. "Can | hel p you?"

"I think so," said Charlie. Are you Julia Ingledew?"

"Yes." She nodded

"I"ve come about a photograph,” said Charlie.



The wonman's hand went to her nmouth. "Goodness!" she said. "Have you"
"I think so," said Charlie, handing over the orange envel ope.

The wonman opened the envel ope and the two
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photos fell onto her desk. "Oh, thank you," she said. "I can't tell you
how glad | amto have these."

"Have you got mine?" asked Charlie. "My nane's Charlie Bone."

"Come through," said Mss Ingledew, notioning Charlie to follow her
t hrough the curtain.

Charlie wal ked cautiously around the counter and through the curtain in
the wall of books. He found hinself in a roomnot unlike the shop. Al
books agai n, packed tight on shelves or laying in piles on every
surface. It was a cozy room for all that; it snelled of warm rich
words and very deep thoughts. Afire burned in a small iron grate and
tabl e | anps gl owed t hrough parchmnent -col ored shades.

"Here we are,"” said Julia Ingledew, and froma drawer she produced an
orange envel ope.

Charlie took the envel ope and opened it quickly

"Yes, it's Runner Bean," he's ny friend' s dog. |I'mgoing to nake a
birthday card with it."

?A lovely idea," said Mss |Ingledew "Mre personal. | always |ike
personal . It shows one cares, doesn't it?"
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"Yes," said Charlie uncertainly

"Well, I"'mvery grateful to you, Charlie Bone," she said. "I feel you
shoul d have a reward of some sort. | haven't got nuch cash about, but I
wonder. .. "

"It doesn't matter," said Charlie, alittle enbarrassed, though he could
have used a little nobney to buy Benjamn's present.

"No, no, really | think you're just the person. In fact, | feel that

t hese have been waiting just for you." She pointed to a corner and
Charlie saw that his first inpression of the roomhad been m staken. It
was not filled entirely with books. A table in one corner was piled high
wi th boxes: wooden boxes, netal boxes, and big cardboard cartons.
"What's in those?" asked Charlie.

"My brother-in-law s effects," she said. ?All that is left of him He
died | ast week,"

Charlie felt a lump rising in his throat. He said, "Un..."

"Ch, dear. No, not his ashes, Charlie," said Mss Ingledew "They're his



-what shall | call them -
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i nventions. They only arrived yesterday He sent them by courier the day
bef ore he di ed. Goodness knows why he left themto ne." She got one of
t he boxes, renoved the Iid, and took out a nmetal robotic-Iooking dog.
"It's no good to nme," she said. "Do you want it?"

Charlie thought of Runner Bean, and then of Benjamin. "Does it do
anyt hi ng?" he asked. Because inventions usually did sonething.

"OfF course. Let me see." She pulled down the dog's tail. It barked
twi ce, and a voice said, "I am nunber two. You have already pulled ny
tail, so you know how to nake nme play To fast-forward press ny left ear

To rewind press ny right ear. To record press ny nose. To stop pull ny
right foot up. To replace tapes open ny stomach." The voice that gave
these instructions was fanmiliar to Charlie.

?Any use to you?" asked Mss Ingledew "Or would you like to see the others?"

"It's perfect," said Charlie. "Brilliant. But the voice, is it your... ?"
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?Yes. My brother-in-law. Dr. Tolly The device was one of his earliest,
but he never bothered to sell it. Once a thing was nade, that was it. He
was a lazy man, Charlie. Clever, but |azy"

"It's himin the photo, isn't it?" Charlie didn't nention that he'd
recogni zed the voice. How could he?

"Yes, that's Dr. Tolly He did something terrible once.”" Mss Ingledew s
mouth closed in a grimline.

"Why did you want his photo, then?" asked Charlie.

The bookseller darted hima quick | ook, as if she were sizing himup
"It's the baby | want," she said at last. "It's all | have to remenber
her by" And suddenly M ss Ingledew was telling Charlie about the
dreadful day when her sister Nancy died, just before her daughter's
second birthday and how a few days later, Nancy's husband, Dr. Tolly had
gi ven hi s daughter away

"I didn't think you could give children away" said Charlie, horrified.

"You can't," said Mss Ingledew "l was sworn to secrecy
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| should have taken her, you see. But | was selfish and irresponsible.
didn't think I could cope. Not one day has passed, since then, when I
haven't regretted ny decision. | tried to find out whom she'd been given
to, where she had gone, but Dr. Tolly would never tell ne. She was | ost
in a systemof lies and tricks and forgery She'd be ten years old now,
and |'d give anything to get her back."

Charlie felt very unconfortable. He was being drawn into a situation he
didn't nuch like. If only he hadn't heard the voices in the photograph
How coul d he possibly tell Mss Ingledew that three cats thought the



| ost baby was at Bl oor's Academnmy She woul d never believe him

In a shadowy corner, a grandfather clock struck twelve and Charlie said,
"I think I'd better go home now Momil|l be worried."

"OfF course. But take the dog, Charlie, and"- she suddenly darted to the
table and withdrew a long silver case fromthe bottomof a pile -"w |
you take this one as well?"
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She didn't wait for an answer, but plunged it into a bag marked

| NGLEDEW S BOOKS. Handing the bag to Charlie, she said, "You can put the
dog in as well, there's just enough room™

The bag was unbelievably heavy Charlie carefully placed the dog, inits
box, on top of the netal case. Then he stunbled to the door, wondering

how on earth he woul d manage to heave the bag all the way hone.

Julia Ingledew hel ped himup the step and opened the shop door, which
gave anot her nel odi ous ri ng.

"I hope you don't mind ny asking," said Charlie, "but what's in the case?"
The answer was rather surprising. "I don't know, ? said M ss |ngl edew

?And 1'mnot sure | want to. Dr. Tolly exchanged it for his baby

Whatever it is, it can't be worth as nmuch as a baby can it?"

"N-no," said Charlie. He put the bag on the ground.

"Please take it, Charlie. You look like just the right person. |I've got

to get it out of the house, you see." She | owered her voice and darted a
qui ck | ook down
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the street. ?And can | ask you to keep it a secret, for now?"

"That's a bit difficult,"” said Charlie, even nore reluctant to take the
strange case. "Can't | even tell ny best friend?"

"Tell no one who you wouldn't trust with your life," said Mss I|Ingl edew
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THE | NVENTOR S CASE

Before Charlie could think of anything to say the bookseller gave hima
brief wave and then cl osed her door. He was alone in the shadowy street
wi th somet hing that had been exchanged for a baby

Why hadn't M ss | ngl edew opened the case? Wat coul d be inside? Charlie
began to talk to hinmself as he struggl ed over the cobbl estones and
several people glanced at hi m suspiciously Perhaps they thought he had
stolen the bag. He turned a sharp corner and nearly fell over a big,
shaggy dog.

"Look out!" cried Charlie, dropping the bag. "Runner Bean, it's you!"

Runner Bean junped on the bag and licked Charlie's face.



"Cet off!" said Charlie. "That's valuable."

Benjami n cane hurrying up to them "Sorry" he panted. "I couldn't stop him"
B
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"Were you followi ng ne?" asked Charlie, who was quite pleased to see
Benj am n.

"Not really |I was just taking Runner for a walk. | think he nust have
got your scent." Benjamin stared at the inpressive black bag. "Wiat's in
t here?"

?Your birthday present," said Charlie, "but you'll have to help nme carry
the bag. It weighs a ton."

"Ww What ? No, | rmustn't ask," said Benjamn shyly

Charlie had to confess that there was a mysterious sonething else in the
bag, but after a quick peek, Benjam n said he didn't mnd at all that he
was going to get the small cardboard box, instead of the |arge netal case.

"It's a funny place to come for a present," Benjamn remarked, with a
backward gl ance at the | oom ng cat hedral

"I didn't know | would find one,” said Charlie. "I cane here to | ook for
Runner Bean's photo." He told Benjam n about the strange | ady bookseller
and the mysterious case the lazy inventor had sent her
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Taki ng a handl e each, the boys began to carry the black bag honme. They
didn't notice that they were being followed. If they had | ooked behind
them they m ght have seen that a weasely red-haired boy badly disguised
as an old man, was hiding in doorways and then creeping up on them
Runner Bean grow ed softly and nudged the bag, trying to hurry the boys.
It was very troubling to the dog. There was sonethi ng behi nd hi m and
something in the bag that weren't right.

As Charlie and Benjamin turned onto Filbert Street, Runner Bean whirl ed
around and ran toward the stal ker, barking furiously The red-haired boy
junped away fromhimand fled up the street.

"What was that all about?" asked Benjanmin as the dog cane boundi ng back
Runner Bean coul dn't expl ain.

When they reached Benjam n's house, Charlie asked his friend if he would
take the bag inside with him He didn't want Misie or G andna Bone
poking their noses into it.
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Benj am n | ooked dubious. "I don't know Wiere will | put it?"

"Under the bed or sonething. Please, Benjanin. My grandnmas are always in



my room but no one seens to hassle you."
"OK, " he said.

"Don't open your present until | come back," he told Benjamin. "I'd
better go honme now, or there'll be trouble."

Charlie was about to turn away when he heard a hol | ow knocki ng from

i nside the bag. Benjam n | ooked up, rather scared, but Charlie pretended
he hadn't heard and ran down the steps. He wal ked into the kitchen where
his two grandnothers were arguing fiercely Wien Charlie appeared, they
glared at him

"Charlie Bone!" screamed Maisie. "How could you? You awful boy How did
t hi s happen?" She pointed at the row of dead mice. Charlie had
conpletely forgotten about them

He expl ai ned how M. Oninpbus and the cats had | eaped into the house
bef ore he could stop them ?And
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then | had to rush out and exchange the photo,"
envel ope. "lI'msorry | forgot about the nice."

he waved the orange

"Yell ow cats, orange cats?" said Grandma Bone, with a catch in her
voi ce. Charlie could have sworn that she was afraid.

"Well, | suppose they did a good job," said Misie, beginning to forgive
Charlie. "I'd better clean this up."

Grandma Bone was not in a forgiving nmood. "I knewit," she muttered
angrily "You brought them here, you wetched boy You're |ike a nagnet.
Bad bl ood mixed with endowed. It never works. | won't rest easy unti
you're shut up in Bloor's."

"Shut up? You nmean | won't be com ng out?"

"Weekends," snapped G andma Bone. "Unfortunately”

Qut she swept, her black boots rapping on the floor |ike drunsticks.

"I didn't know that | would be shut up," cried Charlie.

"Nor did I, love," puffed Maisie, busily disinfecting
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the floor. "Wat do | know of these fancy school s?Your nother shoul dn't
bring honme so much produce. Beats ne how the pest control knew about it.
I never told them"

"The cats," said Charlie. "They knew'

?You'll be telling me next that cats can fly.?nmuttered Misie.

Per haps those cats can, thought Charlie. Aries, Leo, and Sagittarius

were not ordinary cats, that was for sure. And Charlie had a suspicion
that Grandma Bone knew this. But why was she afraid of thenf?



He went to his roomto nmake the birthday card. But he found it hard to
concentrate. The card went crooked, he left the "h" out of "birthday"
and then the speech balloon slipped over Runner Bean's ear. Charlie
flung down the scissors. Ever since he'd discovered he coul d hear

phot ographs, his world had been turned upside down. If only he'd been
able to keep quiet about the voices, he wouldn't have had to go to a
horri bl e school where he'd be inprisoned for weeks at a tine, with a | ot
of weird children who did peculiar things.
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He heard his nother cone in and call to Maisie. If only she woul d take
his side and fight theYewbeans. But she seened to be afraid of them
Sonehow, Charlie would have to fight them hinself.

Mai si e had cooked veget abl e spaghetti for lunch. Charlie wondered about
the mice in the pantry but kept his thoughts to hinmself. H s nother had
bought him a sapphire blue cape, which she nade himtry on as soon as

t he spaghetti was finished. The cape reached alnpbst to Charlie's knees.
It had slits at the sides for his arms and a soft hood that hung down

t he back.

"I"'mnot going to wear a cape in the street,"” said Charlie, "and that's
final. Everyone'll laugh at ne."

"But Charlie, there'll be other children wearing them" said his nother
?And sone will be in purple or green.”

"Not in our part of town," said Charlie, pulling off the cape. "They'l
all be fromthe Heights."

The Heights sprawl ed up the side of a wooded hill that | ooked down on
the city The houses were tall and
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grand and the people in themlacked for nothing. The | arge gardens were
full of flowers that seenmed to bloomall year

"I know for a fact that not every child will cone fromthe Heights,"
said Charlie's mother. "There's a girl just two streets away divia
Vertigo, she was in the papers. She'll be in drama, so you'll see her in

a purple cape."

"Hym " nuttered Charlie "If you mean Dragon Street, that's just as smart
as the Heights." He decided he'd tuck the cape under his jacket until he
got to the acadeny

Even Maisie was beginning to give in. "lIt's really cute,”" she said of
t he blue cape. "Such a nice color."

Charlie grudgingly took the cape up to his roomand stuffed it in a
drawer. (Later his nother would cone up and carefully hang it in the
closet.) Then he put Benjanin's birthday card in the orange envel ope and
ran downstairs. "lI'mgoing to Benjanin's birthday party now, ? he called
to his nother.
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Runner Bean greeted himwi th a | oud barking. He wouldn't even | et



Charlie through the front door

"What's the matter with Runner?" he shouted as Benjam n cane bounding
down the stairs.

"It's that case you left," said Benjanin. "He hates it. | pushed it

under the bed like you said, but Runner growl ed and snarled and tried to
pull it out again. He's chewed up the bag and scratched the lid with his
claws. "

Charlie managed to squeeze past the door while Benjamn haul ed Runner
Bean away Finally the dog gave a great how, ran down the hall, and
banged t hrough his doggi e-door into the back garden

Now that Charlie had arrived, Benjamin wanted to open his present. He
ran upstairs to get it.

There was absolutely no sign that a party was about to take place.
Benjami n's parents worked every day of the week and Saturdays as well.
Charlie wished he'd asked Maisie to nake a cake for his friend, but he'd
had too nuch on his m nd.
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"It looks really exciting," said Benjanin, shaking the box. "Come on
let's go into the living room"

No sign of a party here either
Benjami n sat on the floor and opened the box. "Ww A dog!" he said.

Charlie pulled the dog's tail and Dr. Tolly's voice rapped out the
i nstructi ons.

Benjami n was so excited he could hardly speak. At |ast he managed to say
"Thanks, Charlie. Thanks. Ww, thanks!"

"I should have gotten you a new tape," said Charlie, "then you'd have..."

He was interrupted by Runner Bean, who tore into the room barking madly
He paced around the nmetal dog, glaring at it, and then he began to whine.

"He's jealous," said Benjanin. "That's all." He flung his arns around
Runner Bean, saying, "I |love you, Runner. You know | do. | couldn't live
wi t hout you."

The big dog licked Benjamin's face. He was everything to Benjam n:
not her, father, brother, and grandparent. He was al ways there when
Benj amin's parents
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were out. And the boy could go anywhere, at any time of day or night. As
| ong as Runner Bean was with him he was safe.

Charlie gave Benjanin the birthday card. "I nmade it after all," he said.
Benjam n didn't notice any of Charlie's mstakes. Gazing at the picture,
he told Charlie it was the best card he'd ever had in his Iife. And then
Runner Bean | ooked up at the ceiling and how ed.



Tap! Tap! Tap! The sound was faint but definite. Benjam n's room was
ri ght above them

"It's that nmetal case," said Benjanmin. "I wish you' d take it away There
could be a bonb in it, or something."

"Mss Ingledew didn't look like a terrorist,” said Charlie. "Nor did Dr.
Tol | y*

"How do you know?" said Benjanmin. "Terrorists are good at disguises.
Let's go and have a | ook."

Runner Bean followed the boys upstairs, growling softly This time he
woul dn't even cone into the bedroom
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Charlie pulled the bag fromunder the bed and, together, the boys drew
out the metal case. The tapping had stopped. Charlie undid the clasps on
either side of the handle, but the case wouldn't open. It was | ocked,
and the key was ni ssing.

"Didn't that wonan tell you what was inside?" asked Benjami n.

Charlie shook his head. "She said she didn't want to know Whatever it
is, it was swapped for a baby Her very own niece."

?A baby?" Benjami n's nouth dropped open. "That's terrible.”

Charlie was beginning to feel guilty "W'll put it in the closet under
the stairs,” he said. "You won't hear it there. And then I'll go back to
M ss I ngl edew and ask her for the key"

They dragged the bag downstairs and hid it behind a pile of old clothes
that Benjamin's nother had dunped in the closet. Wen they'd closed the
door, Runner Bean stood beside the stairs how ing nournfully
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Benjam n could only stop himby saying "Do you want out!?" very loudly

It was getting dark but there was still no sign of Benjamn's parents.
Benj ami n seemed nore resigned than upset. "I'lIl make nmy own cake," he
said. And he did. It was a chocol ate cake and he stuck ten candles in
the top, and then he and Charlie sang "Happy Birthday" The cake was a
bit crunbly but very good.

It was half past seven when Charlie | ooked at his watch. He knew he
shoul d be going home, but he didn't want to | eave Benjam n al one, not on
his birthday So he stayed anot her hour, and they played hi de-and-seek
with Runner Bean, who was brilliant at it.

At hal f past eight, Benjanmin's parents still hadn't cone hone, so
Charlie decided to take his friend back for one of Miisie' s hot neals.
There was only one egg and a pint of mlk left in Benjanmin's fridge.

"How was the party?" asked Misie, when two boys and a dog wal ked in.

"Great," said Charlie, "but we're still a bit hungry"
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"There was a peculiar boy around here a couple of hours ago," said

Mai sie. "He was pretending to be an old man but anyone coul d see he was
a boy He said you'd got sone case of his mixed up in the wong bag and
he wanted it back. Well, | |ooked in your roombut all | could find was
a bag of shoes. The boy was very put out. He wouldn't believe ne. A
nasty piece of work, he was. Now you two run off, while | get sone food
on the table."

Qut si de the kitchen door, Charlie whispered, "Don't tell anyone about
t he bag, and especially not the case.™

"Why not?" asked Benjanin
"Because it was given to me and | feel sort of responsible," said
Charlie. "I think we should keep it safe until we know nore about it."

He decided not to tell Benjam n about M. Oninmous and his cats, just yet.

At that noment G andma Bone appeared at the top of the stairs. "Wat's
t hat dog doi ng here?" she asked, glaring at Runner Bean

"It's Benjami n's birthday" said Charlie.
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"So?" she asked coldly

Runner Bean barked up at her and before she could say anything nore,
Charlie dragged Benjanin back into the kitchen

"Grandma Bone's in a nmood,"” Charlie told Misie.

"I'sn't she al ways?" asked Maisie. "She'll cal mdown once you're at Bloor's.'

Charlie hadn't wanted to break this news to Benjamin on his birthday but
now it was out and Charlie felt like a traitor

Benjam n stared at himaccusingly "Wat's Bloor's?" he asked.

"It's a big school near the Heights,'
to go there, Ben."

Charlie explained. "I don't want

"Then don't."

"He has to, dear. His nom s bought the uniform" said M sie. She put

two plates of baked beans and sausages on the kitchen table. "Now cone

and eat. It may be your birthday but you | ook half-starved, Benjam n Brown."
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Benj ami n sat down, but he had lost his appetite. He slipped a sausage to
Runner Bean when Maisie wasn't | ooking.

"I won't be going until after the senester,” Charlie told his friend.
"Ch." Benjanin stared at his plate, unsmling.

Unfortunately Charlie's nother chose that monment to walk in with



Charlie's pajamas. "No nore patched pajamas for you, Charlie," she said.
"The Yew beans are providing a whole new set of clothes for the acadeny”

"Paj amas?" Benjami n | ooked up. ?Are you going to sleep there?"
"I'I'l be back on the weekends," said Charlie.

"Ch." Benjanmin shoveled a few beans into his nouth and then stood up
"I'"d better go home now Mom and Dad' || be back."

"Shall | come... ?" Charlie began
"No. It's K |'ve got Runner."

Before Charlie could say another word, Benjam n and Runner Bean wal ked
out. The dog's tail and ears
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drooped dejectedly always a sign that his naster was in low spirits.
"Funny boy" Mi sie remarked.

"I think I ought to see if he's OK " said Charlie. ?After all, it is his
bi rt hday"

But when he opened the front door, he was just in time to see Uncle
Pat on wal ki ng away fromthe house. And this gave Charlie an idea.

"Uncl e Paton, can | conme with you?" called Charlie, racing after his uncle.
"Why?" Paton had stopped to put a large bundle of letters into the mail box.

"Because... because..." Charlie caught up with his uncle. "Vell, |
wanted to ask you to come sonewhere with ne."

?And where is that?"

"To a bookshop. It's near the cathedral, and | don't want to go there on
my own -it's a bit spooky”

"A bookshop?" Paton was interested, as Charlie hoped he woul d be. "But,

Charlie, even a bookshop will be closed at this tine of night."

82

?Yes, but | think there will be soneone in this shop, even if it's
closed," said Charlie and he found hinself telling his uncle about M ss
I ngl edew and the | ocked case. After all, he had to trust soneone, and

instinct told himthat Paton was on his side, even if he was a Yewbeam

A nysterious gl eam had entered Paton's dark eyes. "So you want this |ady
bookseller to give you a key? Tell ne, Charlie, where is the case?"

Charlie hesitated. "I don't want anyone to know' he said. "Soneone's
al ready cone looking for it. But if you really..."

Paton held up his hand. "You're wise to keep it a secret, Charlie. Only
tell me when you feel the tine is right. Now, let's go find this bookshop."



They travel ed through narrow side streets, where Paton's talent for
boosting the lights wasn't so conspi cuous. As they entered the deserted
streets near the cathedral, lanps flickered rhythm cally now bright, now
dim as if they were part of a magical display

A CLCSED sign hung behind a glass panel in
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I ngl edew s door, but there was a low light in the window, illumnating

t he anti que | eat her-bound books. Paton gazed at them hungrily "I ought
to get out nore," he murmnured.

Charlie pressed the bell.

A distant voice said, "We're closed. Go away"

"It's me, Charlie Bone," said Charlie. "Could | see you for a noment,
M ss | ngl edew?"

"Charlie?" Mss |Ingledew sounded surprised, but not too angry "It's
rather late."”

"It's urgent, M ss |Ingledew -about the case."

"Ch?" Her face appeared at the small glass panel in the door. "Wait a
m nute, Charlie.”

The light in the shop went on. A chain clanked, bolts slid back, and the
door opened with a fam liar tinkle.

Charlie stepped down into the shop, followed closely by his uncle.
"Ch!" gasped Mss Ingledew, retreating. "Wio is this?"

"My uncle, Paton," said Charlie and, |ooking at his
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uncle, realized why Mss Ingledew seened a little put out. Paton was
very tall and very dark, and in his |l ong black coat he did | ook rather

sini ster.

"I do hope | haven't alarmed you," said Paton, extending his hand.
"Pat on Yewbeam at your service."

M ss I ngl edew t ook the hand, saying nervously "Julia |ngledew

"Julia," repeated Paton. "Lovely My nephew asked nme to acconpany him™"
Charlie couldn't decide whether his uncle sounded ponmpous or shy Perhaps
a bit of both. "I've cone about the key M ss Ingledew, ? he said. "The
key to that case you gave ne."

"Key? Key?" She seened confused. "Ch, | think they cane with the, er...
["lI'l have a | ook. You'd better cone through to my er... O people wll
think we're open again." She gave a flustered | augh and di sappeared

t hrough the curtains behind the counter.

Charlie and his uncle followed. The little room behind the bookshop



glowed with nmellow col ors, and
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Paton's eyes roaned excitedly over the rows of books. M ss Ingl edew had

obvi ously been readi ng when they arrived, for a | arge book |lay open on
her desk.

"The Incas," observed Paton, reading the chapter heading. ?A fascinating
subj ect.”
"Yes," said Mss Ingledew, still agitated. She had found a small tin of

keys that she proceeded to enpty onto the desk. Mst of the keys had

| abel s attached to them but sonme did not. "How am| to tell?" she
asked. "There are so many Charlie, | think you'd better take all the
keys that aren't marked and see which one fits. ?l'mafraid that's all
can suggest."

?AIl that could be expected," said Paton. Mss Ingledew frowned at him
put a pile of keys in a plastic bag, and handed themto Charlie. "There.
Bri ng t hem back when you've tried them" she said. "Thanks, M ss

I ngl edew' Charlie took the keys and, as there seened to be nothing |eft
to say or do, he led the way back through the curtains.

M ss Ingl edew cane after themto bolt and | ock
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the door, but as Charlie and his uncle stepped into the street, Paton
suddenly asked, "May | call again, Mss In-gledew?"

"OfF course," said Mss Ingledew, taken aback. "It's a shop. | can hardly
stop you."

"No." Paton smled. "But, after dark?"

M ss I ngl edew | ooked rather alarnmed. "On Fridays, |'mopen until eight,"
she said, and closed the door

For a nmonent Paton stared at the door as if he were transfixed, and then
he turned, suddenly exclaimng, "Wat a very charm ng wonman." And his

i ntense hunmm ng caused the nearest lanp to burn so fiercely a fine
shower of glass fell out. It |landed on the cobbled street with a soft,
nmusi cal tinkle.
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TRAPPED | N THE DARK
Uncl e Paton, you're a vandal!" said Charlie.

A rich, throaty chuckl e echoed down the narrow street. Charlie had
hardly ever heard his uncle |augh before.
"Someone's going to get blamed for this,"
it won't be you."

he said seriously "and | bet

"OfF course not," said Paton. "Come on, dear boy We'd better get back
bef ore your poor mother starts to worry"



As they sped through the city Charlie had to keep taking little runs in
order to keep up with his uncle's |long strides.

"The faster | go the nore energy | burn," explained Paton, "so there's
| ess left over for -accidents.”

"Can | ask you something, Uncle Paton?"

"You can ask, but | mght not answer," said Paton

"When did it happen? | nean, can you renenber
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when you found out that you could rmake the |ights brighter?"

Paton said wistfully "It happened on ny seventh birthday | was so
excited | shattered all the lightbulbs - there was gl ass everywhere -
children were screamnming and pulling pieces out of their hair. They al
went home early and | was |left confused and unhappy, | didn't realize
that | had caused it all until my sisters told ne. They were very

pl eased. Thank goodness he's normal,? they said, as if shattering gl ass
was normal and being ordinary was not. My parents were overjoyed. | had
no other talents, you see. They let nme finish everybody's ice cream and
then | was sick."

"Did you mind," asked Charlie, "being a Yewbeam when you found out that
it meant being different?"

Just a few doors from nunber nine, Uncle Paton came to a halt. "Look

Charlie," he said gravely "You'll find that it's just a question of
managi ng things. |If you keep quiet about your talent, then all wll be
well. Keep it in the famly as they say And never use it for frivol ous
reasons."
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"Benj ami n knows about the voices," Charlie confessed. "But he won't tel

anyone. "

"I"'msure he won't," said Paton, noving on again. "He's an odd little
fellow For all we know he too might be a child of the Red King."

"The who?" asked Charli e.

Pat on sprang up the steps of nunber nine. "I'Il tell you about him
another tinme," he said. "By the way | wouldn't nention the bookseller to
Grandma Bone, if | were you." He opened the front door before Charlie

coul d ask why

Behi nd the door stood Grandma Bone, her face |like thunder. "Where have
you two been?" she demanded.

"None of your business, Gizelda," said Paton, striding past her
?Are you going to tell ne?" she asked Charlie.

"Leave the boy alone," said Paton, marching up the stairs. A second
later his door closed with a bang.



Charlie ran into the kitchen before G andma Bone coul d question him
again. H's nother was al one, readi ng a newspaper
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"I was with Uncle Paton,"” Charlie told her, "just wal king."

"Ch." She | ooked anxious. "I suppose you know about his -what he does?"
"Yes. It's OK, Mom It doesn't worry ne. In fact, it's a relief to know
there's someone else in the famly who can -do sonething peculiar."
Charlie couldn't stifle a yawn. Today he'd wal ked farther than he'd ever
wal ked in his life - and faster. "I think I'd better go to bed," he said.
He was about to fall asleep when he renenbered the keys in his jacket
pocket. He felt they should be well hidden. G andma Bone woul d probably
search his roomtonorrow She was al ready suspicious. Wiy did she have to
know absolutely everything? It wasn't fair. He put the keys in the toe
of one of his soccer shoes. Hopefully she wouldn't want to | ook in such
a snelly place.

Next norning, after breakfast, Charlie collected the bag of keys and put
them back in the inside pocket of his jacket. Unfortunately there was a
l oud jangling
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noi se when he | eaped down the | ast three steps of the stairs. This
happened just as Grandma Bone was coming out of the kitchen

"What's that noise?" she asked.
"My pocket money" said Charlie
"No, it isn't. Show ne what you' ve got tucked in your jacket."

"Why should I?" Charlie asked very loudly He hoped that soneone woul d
conme and rescue him

"Have you got mny paper, Charlie?" asked Uncle Paton, peering over the
railing.

"Not yet," said Charlie gratefully

"He's not going anywhere until he shows nme what he's hiding," said
G andma Bone.

Uncl e Paton gave a sigh of irritation. "l've just given the boy a

handf ul of coins for the newspaper. Really Gizelda, don't be so childish."

"How dare you!" For a nmonment G andma Bone | ooked as if she were about to
burst with indignation.

Charlie seized his chance. He | eaped past the fum ng figure and ran out
of the front door. Just before he
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slamed it behind him he heard Grandma Bone say "You'll regret this,
Pat on! "



Charlie raced across the road to Benjamin's house. He had to ring the
bell several times before the door was opened.

"What do you want ?" Benjamin was still in his pajanmas.

"I"ve got the keys to the case,"” said Charlie. "Can | cone in?"

"Mom and Dad are asleep,"” said Benjamn gloonly

"I won't make a noise, | promise."

"OK." Benjanmin reluctantly let Charlie into the house. Then, in bare
feet, he padded to the closet under the stairs. "You can do it," he
sai d, opening the door

"Don't you want to see what's in the case?" said Charlie.

"Don't be like that, Ben," Charlie begged. "It's not nmy fault that |'m
going to that horrible school. You don't
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think I want to, do you? | can't do anything about it or Mym and
Maisie'll be turned out on the street."

"WIl they?" Benjam n's eyes w dened.

"Grandma Bone owns the house. And the day before yesterday when ny aunts
got to hear about ne and the photograph voices, they cane and gave ne a
test. If | don't do what they want, they'll turn us out. Mom and Maisie
haven't got a penny"

Benj am n gasped. "So that's what your horrible visitors were doi ng?"
Charlie nodded. "They said |I've got to go to the academy because |'m
endowed-you know, the photo thing. | tried to pretend | wasn't, but they

tricked me. They gave ne such noi sy photographs | couldn't even hear ny
own voice."

"Mean things,"” Benjamin said contritely "I'msorry Charlie. | thought
you' d been keeping secrets fromne."

"No way | just didn't want to break the news on your birthday" said Charlie.
There was a | ow bark from above and the boys
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| ooked up to see Runner Bean, sitting hal fway down the staircase. He
seened reluctant to conme any fart her

"Come on, Runner. Cone and see what's in the case," coaxed Benjanin.
Runner Bean coul dn't be coaxed. He whined softly but didn't nove.

"Suit yourself" said Benjanmi n. He opened the cl oset door and stepped
i nside. Charlie was about to follow, when Benjamn said, "It's gone."



?Are you sure?" Charlie didn't like the sound of this.

"I put it behind a bag of clothes. The bag's gone and so is the case."
Benj am n crashed around in the closet, nmoving broonms and boxes, lifting
books, kicking at boots. "It's not here, Charlie. I'mreally sorry"

Benj ami n energed fromthe cl oset.

"Go and ask your nmom where's she's put it," said Charlie.

"I can't. She gets really angry if | wake her up on Sunday norning."
Benj ami n began to bite his lip.

Luckily before Benjam n could get too upset, Runner
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Bean distracted himby rushing down the stairs and | eaping to the back
door. He stood on his hind |legs, planted his paws on the gl ass pane, and
barked furiously

The boys ran to the door, reaching it just in time to see a bright flash
di sappear behind a tree.

"The flames," breathed Charlie.

"Fl anes? What fl ames?" asked Benjami n

Charlie told himabout M. Oninous and his cats.

"Ch, cats," said Benjamin. "No wonder Runner's in such a state.”

Charlie would al ways wonder if what happened next had anything to do

with M. Oninmous' three flames. For it was the cats that caused themto
run to the back door. And if they hadn't they woul d never have heard the
faint tapping that canme from behi nd anot her door, a door right beside them

"What's in there?" asked Charlie.
"The cellar,"” said Benjanmin. "lIt's dangerous. The steps are rotten. W
never go in there."

"Somebody does." Charlie opened the door. At his
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feet there was a very small anount of floor and then a dark nothi ngness.
Charlie cautiously stepped through the door and | ooked down. He could

just nmake out a rickety-looking stepladder |eading down into the

darkness. A faint tap came fromthe bottomof the steps and then it stopped.

"There's a light," said Benjanm n, pressing a switch inside the door

A lightbul b, hanging fromthe ceiling of the cellar, lit a dusty al npst
bare room And now Charlie could see how precarious the steps were. Sone
were cracked and others had conpletely fallen away

"Dad keeps saying he's going to fix them but he never has tinme," said
Benj am n.



"I'"m going down," Charlie announced. He could see the bright silver case
| ayi ng beside the |ast step.

"Don't," said Benjamin. "You'll have a terrible accident and it'll be ny
fault."

"No, it won't." Charlie began to descend. "l've got to open that case."
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"Why?" wail ed Benjami n. Runner Bean gave an accompanyi ng how .

"I want to know what's in it before | get to the acadeny \Woops!"
Charlie's foot slipped. He turned to cling to one of the stronger steps
and continued the rest of the way holding on to the sides of the |adder
while his feet found the steps that could still bear his weight. In this
way with a few cracks and slithers, he managed to reach the cellar floor

"Bring the case up here," said Benjam n, kneeling as close as he dared.

Charlie was already trying to fit the first key into the lock. "I think
"Il do it down here," he said. "You never know what m ght come out of it.

The first key didn't fit, neither did the second. No sound cane fromthe
case and Charlie began to wonder if the strange tapping hadn't been the
wat er pipes or even a rat under the floorboards. He tried the third key
but had no luck with that either.

M ss I ngl edew had given Charlie ten keys and, as
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he tried the fifth, he had a feeling that none of themwould fit the
silver case. Some of themwere too large even to go into the lock. Wth
a sigh, Charlie pulled out the sixth key

"No | uck?" asked Benj anin.

"Zilch," said Charlie. "It's freezing down here. | think I"Il..."

He was interrupted by a loud rap on the front door. Runner Bean barked
and Benjam n stood up. "Wat shall | do?" he said in a panicky voice.

"Better see who's there before your parents wake up," Charlie advised.
?And shut the cellar door, in case whoever it is comes into the house."

Charlie didn't nention the light, but in his anxiety Benjamn
t houghtl essly turned it off before he closed the cellar door

"Hey!" Charlie whispered as |oud as a whisper could get.

Benj ami n had gone. Charlie was alone in the dark. He could see neither
the case nor the keys. He could feel them though, and as he ran his
hand over the rippled
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surface of the case, he noticed that there was a small indentation in
the side. Slowy his fingers traced the words: Tolly Twel ve Bells.



Benjamn's mnd was racing as he went to open the door. He tried to

i magi ne who woul d be on the doorstep so early on a Sunday nor ni ng.
Should he et themin, and if he did, could he get back to Charlie who,
he now realized, he'd left in the dark?

Benj am n opened the door, just a little, and peered around it. A wonman
stood on the step. She had black hair and she wore a dark, sleek-1ooking
coat. Although she'd been hal f-hidden by an unbrella the last time he
saw her, Benjanm n had a very good i dea who she was. He recogni zed t he
red boots. It was one of Charlie's Yewbeam aunts.

He said, "Yes?" but didn't open the door any farther

"Hel |l o, dear!"The wonman had a sticky sweet sort of voice. "You nust be
Benj am n. "

"Yes," said Benjanin.

"I's ny great-nephew here? Charlie? | know he's a friend of yours." She
smled sweetly
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Benj am n was saved the trouble of answering i mediately because Runner
Bean gave a deep, throaty grow .

The wonman | aughed hal fheartedly "Ch, dear. He doesn't |ike nme, does he?"
she said.

Benjami n had conme to the conclusion that he must on no account tell this
Yewbeam person where Charlie was. "He's not here," he said. "I haven't
seen him since yesterday"

"Real | y?" The aunt raised a |l ong bl ack eyebrow She wasn't smiling
anynore. "How strange. He said he was coming to see you."

"No, he didn't," said Benjanin
"Ch, and how woul d you know?" She had | ost every ounce of her sweetness.

"Because he'd be here if he had," said Benjam n, without a nonent's
hesi tati on.

At this noment, Runner Bean began to bark quite ferociously and Benjamnin
was able to close the door in the woman's face. \Wen he'd | ocked and
bolted it, he
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peeked through the spyhole and saw the woman glaring in at him her face
white with rage.

Benj ami n junped away fromthe door and tiptoed back to the cellar.
"Charlie," he whispered, opening the cellar door. "It's one of your aunts.”

"No!" Charlie's harsh whi sper swam out of the darkness. "Turn the |ight
on, Ben."

"Sorry" Benjam n pressed the light switch and | ooked down to see Charlie
kneel i ng besi de the case.



"Which aunt is it?" asked Charlie.

"She's got black hair, a long dark coat, red boots, and a white face,"
Benj amin said softly

"Venetia," Charlie breathed. "She's the tricky one.™

"She doesn't | ook as if she's going to nove off our front step. You'd
better go out the back way"

But Charlie had four nmore keys to try before he gave up in disgust. None
of themfitted. "lI've got to find it," he cried.

"Shh! She'll hear you," Benjam n warned.

"I"'mcomng up." Charlie began to clinb the steps.
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It was harder this time. Sone of the steps had broken on his way down,
and in sone places he had to pull hinself up with his hands. "Quch!" he
gasped as a splinter speared his thunb.

"Shhhhh! " hi ssed Benj anin

At last Charlie reached the top step and, together, the boys crept down
t he passage to the front door

Benjami n pressed his eye to the spyhole. "She's gone," he said.

"l don't knowif that's worse or better," said Charlie. "She could be
anywhere, waiting to pounce."

"Go through the garden at the back, and then you can | ook over the wall
and see if she's there," suggested Benjamn. "You'|ll have a better
chance that way"

"Good thinking," said Charlie.

They went to the back door with Runner Bean barking excitedly expecting
a wal k.

"Your parents can sleep through a ot of noise,” Charlie remarked.

"They're tired," said Benjanmin, and then he asked, "Wy is it so
i nportant to open the case? Can't we just
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| eave it | ocked up forever? W could dunp it in a garbage can or sonething."

"No way" said Charlie. "The thing inside it was there when the baby was
swapped. It's bound to help Mss Ingledew get her back. W' ve got to
keep it safe.”

"Suppose it's something horrible that no one wants?"

Charlie had considered this, but decided that it was sonethi ng sonmeone
want ed very much. Why were his aunts so interested? Wy was a boy wth



red hair asking for it?
"Someone wants it, all right," said Charlie, "but they' re not going to
get it until | find the baby and, according to M. Oninous, the baby is
at Bloor's Acadeny" He opened the back door, junped down the steps, and
raced across the garden.

Benj ami n wat ched his friend dash through the gate w thout bothering to

| ook either way He was bound to be caught by that horrible aunt.

Benj am n sighed. Sonetinmes Charlie didn't think too carefully about what
he was doi ng.
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Runner Bean | ooked so di sappoi nted about the wal k he hadn't had that
Benj am n deci ded to make hima big breakfast. The thought of grilled
sausages nade him feel hungry hinself

In the mddle of the kitchen table, there was a white card with the
words ORVIL ONI MOUS AND FLAMES printed in gold lettering

How and when did the card get there? And why?

Charlie had reached the end of the alley behind Benjan n's house. He was
now in the street where he'd first seen his uncle boosting the lanps. A
qui ck glance to the left and right told himhis aunt was not in the street.
"Maybe |'ve fool ed her,"
turned the corner, and -

muttered Charlie. He ran up to Filbert Street,

"CGot you!" said a voice

Aunt Venetia sank her long nails into Charlie's shoulder. "You' re coning
with ne, little boy" she cooed nastily "W've got sonething to ask you.
And if we don't get the right answer, you'll be sorry Very sorry"
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A RU NED SCHOOL BREAK

Aunt Venetia marched Charlie home with her nails pressed firmy into his
neck. Charlie ducked and wiggled all the way but he couldn't escape

t hose steely cl aws.

Grandma Bone was waiting for themin the hall, her face as hard as stone.

"Well done, Venetia. One needs young legs to catch a villain."

"Villain?" protested Charlie. He glanced at Aunt Venetia's red boots.
Her |l egs weren't so very young. She was cunning, that was all

Grandma Bone prodded himinto the kitchen, where he sat and rubbed his neck.
H s mot her | ooked up from her newspaper. "Wat's goi ng on?"

"W've been a wicked and deceitful boy" said G andna Bone. "Haven't we,
Charlie? And a liar to boot."
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"Have not," muttered Charlie.

"Ch, yes, | think we have." G andma Bone sat opposite himand gl ared
into his face. "He's got a case that doesn't belong to him but he can't
open it."

Before Charlie could stop her, Aunt Venetia had plunged her hand into
hi s pocket and pulled out the bunch of keys. "Wat are these?" she
asked, rattling them over his head.

"Charlie, whose are they?" asked his nother

"No one's. That is -a friend gave themto ne. They're just a gane."

"Liar," snarled G andma Bone

"Don't call himthat," said Charlie's nother angrily "How do you know
it's not true?"

"My dear Any | know a | ot nore about your son than you do," G andma Bone
said coldly "He was given a case by soneone who shoul d have known
better. Soneone who didn't rightfully own it, and the stupid boy has

hi dden it, probably in Benjam n's house."

"I don't know what you're tal king about," said Charlie.
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He refused to answer any nore questions and eventual |y Grandma Bone gave up

Wth a sinister snmle, Aunt Venetia dropped the keys onto the table.
"Better take them back where they belong," she said, alnost sweetly

Charlie grabbed the keys.
"You haven't heard the last of this," warned G andna Bone.
"Leave himalone," said Charlie's nother

"Perhaps we will for a while." Grandnma Bone gave Venetia a know ng | ook
"W have other fish to fry"

To Charlie's great relief, the two sisters put on their hats and gl oves
and swept out into the street; to bother someone el se, no doubt. I|f
Benjamin was their intended victim they'd never get past Runner Bean

"Charlie, what's going on?" his nother asked when they were al one.

"I't's nothing, Mom G andma Bone wants to know everything, but |I've got
aright to my secrets, haven't |?"
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"OfF course. But this seenms a rather serious sort of secret. Can't you
tell me what it is?"

H s nmot her | ooked so concerned, Charlie hated not telling her the truth.
He decided to let her know at least a small part of his problem

"It's about a baby" he began



H s mot her gasped, "A baby!"

Charlie wi shed she wouldn't |look so frightened. "It's all right,
haven't stolen one or anything. It's not even a baby now, she -it's a
girl -she's about the same age as ne. \Wien she was a baby her nom di ed
and her dad swapped her for sonmething else..."

"What ?" his nother's hand flew to her nouth.

"It's horrible, isn't it? Anyhow, her father's just died and her only
living relative wants to see her again, but she can't find her. So I'm
going to."

"You, Charlie? You can't go around | ooking for lost children. This girl
could be anywhere."

?Ah, but | think I know where she is. | can't tell you
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any nore yet, Mom |'msorry You won't say anything to Grandnma Bone or
the aunts, will you? | don't think they're on our side exactly"

"I agree," his nother said wistfully
"I"'mgoing to find this girl, Mom" Charlie said earnestly "It's funny
but | suddenly feel it's sonething |I've got to do."

To Charlie's dismay his nmother's eyes began to look glittery and
tearful. "How |like your father you are,"” she said gently "I'll keep your
secret, Charlie. But take care. They're very strong, you know, the
peopl e you're up against." Her quick |ook at the windowtold Charlie
exactly whom she mneant.

The doorbell rang and, thinking Muisie had forgotten her key again,
Charlie's nother sent himto open the door

He didn't find Maisie on the doorstep; instead he found a boy with a
twi nkling sort of face. He was a little taller than Charlie, his hair
was a bright shiny brown, and his eyes al nbst the same col or
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"I"'mFidelio Gunn," said the boy "They asked ne to help with your nusic.
I'"mgoing to be your tutor. Aren't you the |ucky one?"

Charlie was speechless. "It's Sunday" he said at |ast.

The boy's grin alnost reached his ears. "I'mtoo busy during the week.
Can | come in?" He held up a violin case.

Charlie pulled hinmself together. "Who sent you?"
"Bloor's, of course,” the boy said cheerfully "I"mtold your nusic needs
work." His grin grew even w der

"My nusic doesn't exist," said Charlie, grinning back



The strange boy stepped into the foyer w thout being asked. "Were's the
pi ano?" he said.

Charlie showed himinto the roomthat was only used for Yewbeam visits.
At the far end, an upright piano stood against the wall. No one had ever
touched it as far as Charlie could renenber.

Fidelio opened the lid with a bang and ran his fingers across the keys.
A real tune energed, a rather beautiful one.
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"Needs tuning," said Fidelio, "but it'll do. Does anyone play it?"

Charlie found hinmself saying, "Perhaps ny father did. | don't know He's
dead now'

"Ch." For the first tinme since he'd arrived, Fidelio | ooked seri ous.
"I't happened a long time ago," said Charlie hastily

Fidelio's smle returned. He pulled out the piano stool, sat down, and
pl ayed |l oud and nerrily

"What are you doing?" Charlie's mother stood in the doorway her face a
ghostly white.

"Hell o!'" said Fidelio. "I'mFidelio Gunn. |'ve cone to teach Charlie nusic."
"Why?" asked M's. Bone.

"Because he's one of the endowed, and although he'll probably never be a
musi ci an, he can't cone to the acadeny know ng absol utely nothing, can
he?" Fidelio gave Ms. Bone a heartwarmng snile

"l suppose not," said Charlie's mother faintly "No one has played that
pi ano since - for a very long tine."
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She cl eared her throat, which had gone rather husky and said, ?You'd
better go on, then," and went out, closing the door behind her

Charlie wasn't sure he |iked people knowi ng he was endowed. "How did you
know about me, being... you know. .. ?" he asked Fidelio.

"If you're going to be in the nmusic departnent and you can't play a
sausage, then you nmust be one of them" said Fidelio. "The rest of us
are geni uses!"

Charlie was intrigued. ?Are there many of us?"

"Not many" said Fidelio. "I don't know you all. Sone of you are actually
talented as well as endowed. What can you do, by the way?"

Charlie didn't feel ready to talk about the voices. "I'll tell you sone
other tine," he said.

Fi delio shrugged. "That's OK. Now, let's get on with the nusic."



They began with "Chopsticks" and, to Charlie's great surprise, after
only a few horrible m stakes he actually managed to play some base notes
wi th both hands while Fidelio picked out the tune.
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At the end of an hour, Charlie could play scales in several different
keys and even an arpeggio. Fidelio was a very noisy teacher. He hopped
around Charlie, tapping his feet, rapping the piano, and shouting out
the beat. Finally he took out his violin and began to accompany Charlie.
They nmade a great sound.

"CGot to go now,? sang Fidelio, flourishing his bow "I"'Il be back next
Sunday" He pulled a bunch of papers out of his nusic case and handed
themto Charlie. "Study these and | earn the notes. OK?"

"OK." Charlie's head was still ringing with nusic as he saw Fidelio out.

That afternoon Charlie set to work on the papers Fidelio had left with
him He soon realized it would be easier to learn the notes while he was
sitting at the piano, but he had only pressed a few keys when G andma
Bone burst in, demandi ng to know why he was nmaki ng such a racket.

"I"'ve got to learn if I'mgoing to be in the nusic departnment, haven't
|?" said Charlie.

Grandma Bone sniffed and then laid a large file on
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t he di ni ng-roomtable. "Wen you' ve finished with music, you're to start
on that," she said.

Charlie didn't like the | ook of the thick, black file. Printed in gold
on the cover were the words BLOOR S Acadeny. "Wat is it?" he asked.

"Wirk," said Gandma Bone. "Questions. You're to answer every question
inthe file. I shall check your answers at the end of each day If
they're wong, you'll have to do them again. | expect themto take at

| east a week."

"That's not fair," spluttered Charlie. "It'Il take all of ny vacation."
"Hardly" Grandma Bone smiled. "You' ve got a conputer, haven't you? Just
t hi nk how much you'll know in just a week. You'll be al nost clever,
won't you, Charlie?"

"I don't want to be clever," Charlie grunted.

"I'f you don't answer those questions, you'll have a very bad tine at

Bl oor's, | can assure you. You don't want to start off on the w ong
foot, do you?" Still wearing her unpleasant snmile, Gandma Bone left the
room

115

Charlie could hardly believe his bad luck. He opened the file and
scanned the lists of questions. There were five hundred and two of them
and, at a quick glance, Charlie didn't know the answer to any of them



They were all about ancient history and unheard-of places and people.
The worst ones were mathematical and scientific. Even with a conputer it
woul d take himages to get even hal fway through

Charlie groaned. He left his music and carried the black file upstairs.
As he passed his uncle's door he had an idea. He knocked, hesitantly

"What ?" asked a fam liar, angry voice.

"It's me, Uncle Paton," said Charlie. "I'"'msorry to disturb you but I've
got a really bad problemand | need some help."

"Come in, then," his uncle said with a sigh

Charlie wal ked in. Uncle Paton's room | ooked, if anything, nore chaotic
than before. He even had bits of paper stuck to his sl eeves.

"What's the problen?" Paton asked.
Charlie took the file to his uncle's desk
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"Grandma Bone says |'ve got to answer all these questions in a week.
There are nore than five hundred of them"

H s uncle whistled and said, ?A tall order, Charlie."
"How can | do it, Uncle Paton?"
"You'll need a | ot of paper."

"Pl ease. Be serious,"” Charlie said mserably

"I take it you're asking for my help," said Paton. "If that's the case,
then | can't leave ny work today But tonorrow I'Il certainly do what |
can for you. My general know edge is considerable. We'll make short work

of this, I"'msure." He tapped the black file. "Now take the
nasty-1 ooki ng thing away and | eave ne in peace."

"Thanks, Uncle Paton. Thanks, thanks!"
Filled with gratitude, Charlie bounced to the door, but this tine,
before he left he couldn't stop hinself from asking, "Wat exactly is

your work, Uncle Paton?"

"I"'mwiting a book," his uncle said w thout |ooking up. "I have al ways
been witing it, and probably always will be."

"What's it about?"
"It's a history Charlie." Paton was now scri bbling
117

furiously in a notebook. ?A history of the Yewbeans and their ancestor
the Red King."

There it was again, the Red King. "Wio was he?" Charlie asked.



"Who was he?" Paton stared at Charlie as if he weren't really seeing

him as if his thoughts were far away "One day |I'Il be able to tell you
nmore. For the nmoment, all | can say is that he was a king -who disappeared."
"Ch." Charlie decided it would be best to di sappear while his uncle was
still in a good mood. He shut the door, very quietly behind him

Uncl e Paton kept his word. Every day he joined Charlie in his room and
toget her they worked their way through the long list of questions. Paton
hadn't been exaggerating about his general know edge. It was considerabl e.

Charlie worked on one hundred questions a day; that way his uncle told
him he'd be finished by Friday night and could have a free weekend
bef ore he went to the acadeny
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In the evenings G andma Bone allowed Charlie to open the piano and pl ay
the notes Fidelio had given himto nmenorize. But one day he forgot. He
was so hungry he went to the kitchen and began eating bread and butter
After a few bites his head sank to the table and he fell asleep. He woke
up to find Grandnma Bone hol ding his head up by his hair. "Misic,
Charlie!" she barked at him "No supper until you've done your nusic."

Charlie dragged hinself to the piano. G andma Bone watched himlike a
hawk until he'd pulled out the piano stool and sat down. He was so tired
he coul d barely make his fingers nove; so he didn't try He sat back and,

folding his arns across his chest, he nurnured, "If ny father were here
he could teach ne. | suppose he was the last person to play this piano
properly"

Grandma Bone was about to wal k away but, all at once, she said, "Your
father had a grand piano. It stood in the center of a large, bright
room The only things in the roomwere the piano and Lyell, your father
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Through the I ong wi ndows there was a view of the | ake, but your father
never | ooked at it. He gazed at his nusic while his fingers found the
notes. And he woul d cast his spell."

?And then what happened?" Charlie asked bravely He could al nost hear the
click in Gandma Bone as she snapped out of her reverie. "He broke the
rules, Charlie. That's what happened. Beware it doesn't happen to you."

She was gone in a second and Charlie found that he was now w de awake.
In hal f an hour he nanaged to nenorize so many notes he could read a
simple tune and even play it.

Ever since he had been tricked into betraying hinmself Charlie had

avoi ded | ooki ng at newspapers or magazines. He didn't want to hear
voices. He didn't want to eavesdrop on private conversations or listen
to people's secrets. Every time his nother opened a newspaper he woul d
turn his head away But Maisie said his gift should be used, for fun if
not hing el se. Eventually

120

she persuaded Charlie to listen in on a photo of her favorite film
stars: Gregory Morton and Lydia Smley



The photo had been taken beside a swimmng pool and at first Charlie
could only hear a faint splashing sound. He was about to push the
magazi ne away hoping that he'd | ost his unwel come talent, when a voice

said, You'll have to |l ose weight, darling. You re bursting out of that

bi ki ni .

It nust have been the photographer's voice, because G egory Mrton swore
horribly and said, You |leave ny girl alone, you great ***!111 | like 'em
chubby, it's..

Lydia Smiley swre even nore than Gregory and said, That's it. |'ve had

it with you guys. You can both ***111

Charlie repeated what he'd heard to Maisie and his nother. They | aughed
so much that tears ran down their faces. Charlie didn't think it was
that funny but Miisie' s |laugh was so infectious, he too began to giggle.
"Ch, Charlie, do sonme nore," begged Maisie. "Cone on, how about this
one?" She pushed the magazi ne back to Charlie, pointing at a picture of
the prime mnister and his fanmly
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Charlie had barely glanced at it when the door burst open and G andma
Bone marched in. She guessed, i medi ately what had been goi ng on and,
striding to the table, she swept up the magazine and thrust it under her
arm

"How coul d you?" she yelled, glaring first at Misie and then at
Charlie's mother. "This boy is endowed," she jabbed Charlie's head with
a long finger, "and you are encouraging himto abuse his gift."

"I was only..." Charlie began

"I know what you were doing," Gandma Bone said coldly "Sitting in the
ki tchen and having a good | augh is not the right attitude. You don't
deserve your gift, you stupid boy but seeing as you' ve got it, you're
now responsi ble for inproving it. Inprove, respect, foster your

i nheritance -don't waste it on trashy foolish affairs. Save it for

i mportant things."

Charlie was about to say that prime mnisters were inmportant, but
t hought better of it. He only had two days and two hundred questions to
go, and he didn't want to spoil his chances of a free weekend.
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"I don't see why Charlie shouldn't have a bit of fun now and then," said
Mai si e indignantly "He's ny grandson, too."

"More's the pity" snapped Grandnma Bone. "Charlie, get back to work."

Charlie scurried upstairs to his room |eaving Miisie and G andna Bone
shouting insults at each other

He was about to sit at his desk when he caught sight of Benjamnin
crossing the road. Charlie waved and opened his w ndow

"What's going on?" called Benjamin. "I haven't seen you for days. | keep



ringing your bell but no one will let ne in."

Charlie lifted the black file. "I've had five hundred questions to do,"
he told Benjanmin. "Only two hundred to go now, and | get a free weekend.
How s the you- know what ?"

"Bad," said Benjamin. "It's still making a noise. One of your horrible
aunts came around. She was pretending to be collecting for charity but |
knew her. She was just like the other one, only ol der."
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"You didn't let her in?" asked Charlie anxiously "No. Runner gave his

killer grow and she left." "Good old Runner. |'ve got to get back to

work now, Ben." Charlie gave a huge sigh. "See you on Friday when |'ve
finished the questions."

"OK." Benjanmin gave a forlorn wave. "It's been a funny vacation.
haven't seen anyone. Think |I'll take Runner to a nmovie."

"Heart of a Dog is on at the nmultiplex," said Charlie. "He'd enjoy
that." He closed the wi ndow and went back to his questions. But he found
it alnpst inpossible to concentrate. He kept thinking about the silver
case. What was in it? And why were the Yewbeans so anxious to get it?
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HYPNOTI ZED!

Friday night G andma Bone marked Charlie's |ast hundred questions. He'd
checked them very carefully with his uncle and he was sure that all his
answers were right. But Grandma Bone wore such a grim expression as she
read Charlie's messy handwiting, his heart began to sink

It was very hot in his grandmother's room and Charlie had to stand
besi de a heater while Grandma Bone sat at a snall table in front of him
Her skinny |egs stretched under the table toward the heater and Charlie
couldn't help noticing that two bony toes had poked their way through
the holes in her socks. He began to feel sick

At last his grandmot her placed a small reluctant check beside the |ast
line on the | ast page. She | ooked up. "Your witing is a disgrace," she
sai d.

"But did | get the answers right?"
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"You did." She sniffed and bl ew her nose. "Did you cheat?"
"Cheat?" said Charlie. "N-no."

"You don't seemvery sure."

"OfF course |'msure,"” said Charlie. "I nean, | was supposed to | ook them
up, wasn't 1? O use ny conmputer. And | did."

"Here are ten nore questions." She handed hima sheet of paper. "You may
sit at my table and answer them here, where |I can keep an eye on you.
They're easy so you won't need to | ook themup."



"But that wasn't the deal," wailed Charlie. "It's not fair."

"Life isn't fair," said G andma Bone. She waltzed over to her |arge,
| unpy bed and | ay back on the pillows. "Go on -the sooner you start, the
sooner it will be over."

Charlie silently ground his teeth. Al the questions were nathenmatica
probl ems. He gave a | ow groan and began. The first two problens took him
ages and he
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had just begun to work out his third answer when he heard a snort from
behi nd hi m

Grandma Bone had fallen asleep. Her nouth was wi de open and a deep
grunting noise was conming fromit. Charlie tiptoed to the door, opened
it very quietly and crept out into the passage. There was a tiny click
as he closed the door, but G andma Bone didn't wake up.

W thout bothering to put on a coat, Charlie sneaked out into the street
and ran across to Benjanin's house. As he | eaped up the steps, he could
hear Runner Bean barking, and then three ear-splitting shrieks. Charlie
rang the bell.

He was aware of an eye on the other side of the spyhole, and then the
door was opened.

Charlie was amazed to see, not Benjamn, but M. Oninous standing before
hi m

"The very one," said M. Oninpus with a little hop. "W' ve been waiting
for you. Conme on, cone on!"

As Charlie stepped into the house, there was another furious bark
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"Now then, Broad Bean," called M. Oninous. "Be polite. My flanmes don't
like rude dogs." He took little | eaps down the passage until he reached
the cellar door. Behind the door Benjamn stood with his hand on Runner
Bean's collar. Runner Bean kept |unging over the rickety steps; his
grow had turned into an angry whine.

Charlie soon saw why At the bottom of the steps, M. Oninpus' three cats
were circling the metal case. Aries suddenly gave an eerie snarl and
junped on the case. Leo, his tail lashing, attacked the lock with his
claws, while Sagittarius bit one of the clasps.

"Come on, ny flames," called M. Oninous. "You can do better than this.
Show us what you're made of"

The cats | ooked up at him their strange eyes glittering, and then they
di d somet hing extraordi nary They began to run around the silver case.
Nose to tail, they forned a circle, and as they ran, the circle
brightened until it becane a fierce light. Faster ran the bl azing
creatures, and soon there were no cats to be seen, but only flanes
crackling around the netal, |icking,
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burni ng, scorching. The snell of burning filled the cellar and Charlie
and Benj am n began to cough. Runner Bean | eaped away how i ng.

It was no use -when the flanes had di ed down and the cats becane cats
agai n, the case renuni ned | ocked.

"You'll have to find the right key Charlie,” M. Oninmous said. "Dr.
Tolly knew what he was doi ng when he seal ed that case. Perhaps he neant
for it to stay | ocked forever."

The three cats |l eaped up the fragile steps with ease. Charlie could fee
the heat still crackling in their fur as they brushed against his |egs.

"They're a great confort on a cold night," said M. Oninous. ?Any chance
of a coffee?"

Whil e he drank the rather strong coffee Benjam n had made, M. Oni nous
told Charlie that he was the one who had put the case in the cellar in
the first place. "I cane in while young Benjam n was over at your

pl ace,"” said M. Oninmous. "It was his birthday |I gather. Not nuch cake
left was there?"
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"How did you get in?" Charlie asked suspiciously

"Benjamin's good nother let ne in," said M. Oninous. "She'd just cone
hone. Well, we'd seen this lady ne and the flames, this very dark | ady
with red boots, collecting old clothes. W knew she'd be at the door of
nunber twelve pretty soon, asking for old clothes. Ben's nmom woul d' ve
opened the little closet and the red-booted | ady woul d' ve seen the case
and Benjamin's nom bless her, wuld ve said, Take it, dear. It's
garbage for all | know And once she'd got it, well, that would be the
end of it, wouldn't it?

"But it was ne and the flanes Ms. B let into the closet, on the pretext
of a mpuse-search, you understand, and while she was maki ng ne a nice
cup of coffee, the flames suggested | tip that case into the cellar, see?"

"How can cats suggest things?" asked Benjamn n

"Wth their eyes, Ben," said M. Oninous, "and their nmew ng voices, and
their swishing tails, and clever claws." He stood up and, w ping his

smal | hairy hands on his coat, he said, "Charlie, | want to wi sh you | uck
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It's not easy changing schools at the best of times, and Bl oor's Acadeny
isn't an easy place. Wat you have to do will be difficult and

danger ous, but renenber, you've been chosen to rescue a life that's been
stolen. What a grand way to begin a career!” He held out his pawike hand.
Charlie shook it.

Benj am n asked, "Wo chose hin®?"

Before M. Oninous could reply Charlie said, "Has it got sonmething to do
with a red king?"



"Everything," said M. Oninous

He woul dn't say another word, but hopped to the door and was away up the
street. The two boys watched his small, fleet body disappearing around a
bend, followed by the tail of burning-bright cats.

"W never asked hi mhow he knew about the case in the first place," said
Benj am n.

"There's a lot | keep forgetting to ask M. Oninous," said Charlie.

"He's the quickest person |I've ever net."

Dr. Tolly's case was safe for now, but how long would it take
t heYewbeans to get it? It would have to

131

be moved to a safer place, sonewhere they'd never think of |ooking.
Charlie had an idea. "Fidelio Gunn!" he said al oud.

"What's that?" said Benjanin.

?A boy" said Charlie. "My nusic teacher. Come over on Sunday and you can
meet him Fidelio will help. I know he will."

Benj am n | ooked doubtful. "W ought to find the key first."
Charlie agreed. "W'll go first thing tonorrow'

Grandma Bone had |l eft the house to visit her sisters when Charlie got
hone. She didn't get back until very late, and so any unpl easant ness
about unanswered questions was avoi ded.

Next norning, Miisie was the only one up when Charlie crept downstairs.
"You go and enjoy yourself Charlie," she said, tucking a banana into his
pocket. "Have as much fun as you can before it's too late."

Charlie didn't think fun was the right word to descri be what he woul d be
doing. It felt too serious. But he didn't tell Maisie.
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Benj ami n was waiting outside nunmber twelve. He had | eft Runner Bean to
guard the case. M serable how s dogged themall the way up the street.
"W won't be long, will we?" Benjam n asked guiltily

Charlie wasn't sure. It was another cold, dark day Now and again
flurries of hail and sleet would beat into their faces, and they had to
wal k with their heads bent to avoid the stinging slaps of ice.

The crowds were thin and the road approachi ng the cathedral al nost
deserted. But, as they drew near to Ingledew s, two figures energed from
the veil of sleet, boys of about sixteen or seventeen. They stopped when
they saw Charlie and Benjam n and nmoved slightly apart, filling the
narrow pavenment. As Charlie stepped into the street to avoid them one
of themsaid, "Charlie Bone?"

Charlie shuddered. He'd heard that voice before. He | ooked up and



recogni zed the boy who had glared out at himfromthe newspaper: Manfred
Bl oor.

"Where are you going, Charlie Bone?" asked Manfred.
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"None of your business," said Charlie, sounding braver than he felt.

"Ch, no?"The other boy gave a high-pitched snicker

"It is ny business," said Manfred. "But | know already You're going to a
bookshop call ed Ingl edew s where you'll beg Mss Ingledew to | ook for a
key a key to a certain case that doesn't belong to you, or to her."

Charlie said nothing. He | eaped around Manfred and junped into the road,
but Manfred's hand shot out and clanped itself on Charlie's arm The
ot her boy a weasely red-haired individual, grabbed hold of Benjanin.

"I"ve got bad news for you, Charlie," Manfred said in a cold, toneless
voi ce. "You won't be going to any bookshop. And you won't be getting a
key! No one's going to open that case until it's handed over to ne."

"I don't know what you're tal king about,"
out of Manfred's grip.

said Charlie, trying to twi st

"We just want to buy a book," added Benjamin
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You won't find any kids' books at Ingledew s," said the red-haired boy

"Let go of nme!" shouted Charlie. "I can go where | want. You've no right
to stop me." He brought up his free hand and gave Manfred a bl ow on the
ear, but the taller boy seized both of Charlie's hands and, squeezing
themtighter and tighter, forced himto the ground.

"Look at ne!" Manfred commanded.

Charlie | ooked. He couldn't help hinself

"Look into ny eyes," cane the sinister whisper

Manfred's eyes were |like shining coals, black and fathom ess. Charlie
stared at them repelled and fascinated. He felt hinmself sinking, deeper
and deeper. And now he was drowning, for he couldn't get his breath. The
worl d outside Manfred' s coal -bl ack eyes began to di sappear, and Charlie
found hinmsel f inside another world: inside a car to be precise.

The car was traveling at great speed through a forest, and Charlie
appeared to be driving. The coal -bl ack eyes were beside himnow, and the
sini ster voice repeated, "Look at ne!l"
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There was a sudden, violent jolt and Charlie was being dragged fromthe
car. He knelt on the rimof a great pit while the car -a blue one
-tunbl ed over the edge. The silence of the forest was broken by the
scream of birds and then, far, far bel ow, cane a | ow, echoing spl ash.



"Charlie! Charlie!"

Charlie opened his eyes and found hinself sitting on the ground with his
back agai nst a | anppost. Benjanmin was peering into his face.

"What happened to you?" Benjanin asked in a frightened voi ce.
"l don't know, ? said Charlie.

?You kind of went to sleep,’
for ages."

Benjamin told him "I've been shaking you

"Way did | go to sleep?" asked Charlie, feeling a bit foolish.

"I't was when you | ooked into that boy's face," said Benjamin. "I think
he must have hypnotized you."

"Who? When?" Charlie couldn't remenber anything. "Wat am | doing here?"
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"Ch, Charliel" Benjam n wung his hands. "You've forgotten everything.
W were going to see Mss Ingle-dewto ask for a key and then those two
boys stepped in front of us, and one of them the one with a pony-tail,
made you |l ook into his eyes, and you went all funny and sl eepy"

"Ch!" Charlie began to remenber. He shivered. The air was painfully cold
but the nenory of Manfred's eyes was col der.

"Shall we go to the bookshop now?" asked Benjami n.
"I don't feel well,"” Charlie muttered, staggering to his feet. Benjamn
had never heard his friend say such a thing. Charlie was al ways wel .
Benj amin was worri ed.

As the two friends wal ked home through the icy streets, Charlie began to
mur mur about driving through a forest and a blue car tunbling into a
quarry Benjam n thought Charlie was sleepwal king or had gone crazy
Not hi ng Charlie said made any sense until he suddenly stopped and,
grabbi ng Benjanmin's arm
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he said, "That's what happened to ny father, Ben. He drove into a quarry"

"Real | y?" said Benjanmin. "I always wondered. In fact, sonetinmes |
t hought your father had just run away"

"No," said Charlie gravely "He was murdered."

Benjam n didn't know what to say to this. Charlie's |life had becone, not
only pretty conplicated, but dangerous as well. They had reached
Charlie's house by now, and Benjamn decided it would be best to let his
friend have a rest. Besides, he could hear Runner Bean barking. He hoped
he hadn't been barking for a whol e hour

"Let's tal k about the case tomorrow,? said Benjanmin. "I'Il come by when
you have your nusic | esson."

"Music | esson?" Charlie | ooked puzzl ed.



"Fidelio Gunn," Benjanmi n said kindly

"Hrm ?The col or had begun to cone back into Charlie's pale face. "Ch,
yes. See you tonorrow, Ben."

Charlie dragged hinself up the steps of nunber nine. It was quiet in the
house. The snell of Miisie's

138

cooking drifted into the hall, but instead of making Charlie feel hungry
it just gave him a stonachache.

He went upstairs and lay on his bed. This nust be what people felt |ike
after an operation, Charlie thought, as if they were not quite connected
to the real world.

Manfred Bl oor had known who he was. But how? Charlie renenbered the

phot ograph. When he had | ooked at it and heard those voices, Aries the
cat had peeked out and seen him Somehow a connection had been made,
even though ei ght years had passed. Could it be that when he saw Manfred
in the newspaper, Manfred had seen him too, and known who he was?

Charlie decided to try an experiment. Somewhere he had a photograph of
Benjami n; it had been taken on the sanme day as the photo of smling
Runner Bean. Chafie runmaged in a drawer and pulled out Benjamin's
startled face. The canera flash had taken himby surprise.

Charlie stared at his friend' s face. For a nonent
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Benjam n just stared back, and then a voice said, Charlie, | don't like
havi ng nmy photo taken

In the background a dog barked and then Charlie's own voice could be
heard, saying, Snmile, Benjamn. Go on. You |look great. Really!

That was it. No nore voices. Just the sound of a dog panting heavily and
then a | ong, doggi sh yawn.

At nunber twelve, Benjam n had just opened a | arge container of
strawberry yogurt. He was about to plunge his spoon in when Charlie's
face appeared floating anong the strawberries. It turned Benjamin's
stomach over. He put the container back in the fridge.

"It's gone bad," he told Runner Bean. "W'Il| have cheese instead"
Runner Bean was glad to hear this. He wagged his tail happily
Charlie's momwoke himup for his lunch, but after that he fell asleep
again. At teatine Miisie asked himif he felt ill, because he | ooked
very peculiar and he hadn't touched his sandw ch.
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"Not ill," said Charlie. "I think I've been hypnotized."

Mai si e and his nother | aughed.



"Grandma Bone's on the warpath," said Maisie. "She wanted to see you
about some questions, but then she got a phone call and took off to
visit theYewbeans."

After tea, Charlie fell asleep again. He didn't wake up until he heard
hi s uncl e creaki ng downstairs at m dnight.

Charlie tiptoed down to the kitchen. His head felt rmuch clearer and he
was really hungry He found his uncle sitting at the kitchen table eating
col d chicken, green beans, and sal ad. There was a basket of rolls on the
table and a bottle of wine. Paton's | arge w neglass was half full.

The only light in the roomcanme froma single candle sitting on an
ornate silver candlestick in the center of the table.

Uncl e Paton squinted past the candle flane. Eventually he saw Charlie
hovering in the shadow by the door
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"Come in, dear boy" said Uncle Paton. "Do you like chicken?"

"Do I?" Charlie pulled up a chair. "Right now |'d eat al nost anything."

H s uncl e passed hima chicken leg on a plate and asked, "How was your day?"

"Horrible." Charlie told Paton about M ss Ingledew s keys, Manfred
Bl oor, and the nasty experience of being hypnotized.

Uncl e Paton dropped his fork. "Do you nean to tell ne that those boys
were trying to prevent you fromreachi ng the bookshop?"

"That's exactly what | nean," said Charlie. "Manfred's going to get the
key from M ss | ngledew before | can, and then he's going to cone | ooki ng
for the case. Everyone seens to be |ooking for it."

"That sweet | ady needs protection,"” Paton nurnmured. "Tell ne, Charlie,
why are you so determned to keep this troubl esonme case?"

"Whatever is in it was swapped for a baby I want to
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swap it back again so Mss Ingledew can see her niece. It doesn't seem
fair, does it, that the baby's only relative can't find her?"

"I wonder why it never occurred to that charming |lady that she could
have exchanged the case for the child?" Paton nused.

"She just got it," Charlie said. "Before that she was tricked, put off,
and lied to. By the tinme she got the case, she'd given up searching."
"You do seemto know a lot," said Paton. He took his enpty plate to the
sink. "Charlie, you're going to be out of action next week, so | shal
return the keys to Mss Ingledew for you. If she finds the right one,
shall give it to you when you come honme for the weekend. But | think you
shoul d show ne the case. | want to be there when you open it. As a
precaution.”



?A precaution?" asked Charlie.

"Who knows what that thing contains?" said Paton. An adult should be on
hand. Don't you agree?"

"l suppose."” Charlie was beginning to get a gnawing pain in his stomach
again. This time it was because
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Pat on had nentioned his being away for a week - inprisoned at Bloor's
Acadeny

"Uncl e Paton, why do | have to go to Bloor's just because |I'm endowed?"
asked Charlie.

"So they can keep an eye on you. They wouldn't dare let you go anywhere
el se, in case you start using your talents without their knowing it.
They like to be in control."

"l suppose you went to Bloor's?"

"Of course," said Paton.

?And did you enjoy it?"

"?Enjoy' is not the word I'd use. | got by | kept ny head down and they

left ne alone, nore or less." Paton sighed. "I suppose that's al ways
been ny trouble. |1've kept ny head down when, occasionally | should have
put it up. Ch, well. Perhaps it's not too late."

There was a creak outside -the door flew open with a bang and the Iight
cane on. G andma Bone stood on the threshold. She glared at Charlie,
saying, "Wat's this? A mdnight feast? Bed, Charles Bone! You'll finish
t hose questions in the norning.
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School on Monday How are you going to cope w thout sleep?”

"Good night, Gandma! Good night, Uncle Paton!" Charlie scurried past
his grandnother. As he clinbed the stairs he could hear her shouting at
Uncl e Pat on.

"What's going on here, Paton? | can't trust you anynore. \Wose side are
you on? Answer ne!"
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BREAKI NG THE RULES

Benjamn and Fidelio arrived on Charlie's doorstep at the same tine.
Benj ami n knew i medi ately that the cheerful -1 ooking boy was Charlie's
musi ¢ teacher. For one thing, he was carrying a nusic case in one hand
and a violin case in the other. And, he just |ooked nusical. They

i ntroduced thensel ves and Fidelio rang the bell.

Grandma Bone opened the door. "Go away" she said to Benjanmin. "Charlie's
going to have a music lesson. You'll be in the way"



"No, he won't," said Fidelio. "W're going to play a trio. Benjanmin is
essential ."

?A trio?" G andna Bone raised a thick gray eyebrow "I don't believe it."

Benjami n began to turn away but Fidelio grabbed his arm "W need him
Ms. Bone," Fidelio insisted. "Dr. Saltweather, who is head of nusic
said we were to

146

have sone group playing so Charlie can get used to joining in with the
class.”

"Hhph. The lies you children tell. It's beyond belief." But she coul dn't
have been quite sure it was a lie, because she let Benjanin cone in.

Charlie was already practicing his scales when Fidelio and Benjam n arrived.

"You' ve inproved," said Fidelio. "W're going to make a | ot of noise
today because all three of us are going to be playing." He opened his
musi ¢ case, pulled out a flute, and handed it to Benjanin.

"I don't know how to,.." Benjam n began

"You soon will," said Fidelio.

Sure enough, in less than ten mnutes, Benjam n was playing the flute.
The three boys made a great deal of noise. Charlie expected G andna Bone
to come stornming in at any mnute, but she never did. It was a wonderfu
feeling to bang away and sing your head off all in the cause of

learning. He waited until Fidelio took a break before he broached the
subj ect of the case.
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When Fidelio put his bow down at |ast, Charlie said quickly "W have a
problem Fidelio. And we wondered if you could help us."

"Probably" said Fidelio eagerly "CGo ahead."

Charlie told himabout the | ocked case and the keys. He omitted the part
about the baby He didn't know Fidelio well enough for that, yet.

"So you want me to hide this case for you," said Fidelio. "That's easy
Qur house is full of instrument cases. | can hide it under the others."

"The thing is, we're being watched," said Charlie. "My aunts already
know it's in Benjam n's house. So we've got to find sonething big to
carry it in."

"I'"l'l bring ny dad's xyl ophone case," said Fidelio. "It's gigantic.
Funny you should say you're being watched. | could swear | saw Asa Pike
on the other side of the road today He was in disguise, as usual. He's
in drama, but he can't act. Anyway he was dressed in this |long coat and
funny hat, and he was wearing a fal se nustache. But | always know Asa
when | see him-he's got those yell ow wolfish eyes."
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?And red hair?" asked Charlie. Manfred's friend had yell ow eyes.

"That's him He's Manfred Bloor's slave. He'd do anything for him Sel
hi s own not her, probably"

Charlie told Fidelio about the hypnotizi ng epi sode.

"I"ve heard runors about Manfred," Fidelio said gravely "They say if you
get on the wong side of himyou can be... damaged forever. |'d advise
you to keep out of his way"

The door opened and Grandna Bone poked her head in. "I presune you've
finished," she said.

"You presune right, Ms. Bone," said Fidelio. He began to gather up his
instruments and sheets of nusic. Charlie and Benjamin saw himto the
door, but before Fidelio wal ked away he said. "See you tonorrow,
Charlie. And you very soon, Benjamn!"

Charlie | ooked up and down the street before closing the door. There was
no sign of Asa Pike, or anyone in a long coat and a fal se nustache.
Turning to Ben, he whispered, "Did you see ny face yesterday at about
teatime?"

149

Benjam n, very surprised, said, "I saw you in ny yogurt. It made ne fee
sick."

"Sorry it was just an experinment."

Benjamin tried to guess what sort of an experinent it was, and then
decided he didn't really want to know

Grandma Bone all owed Benjanin to stay for tea, but he was sent hone
early so that Charlie could pack his bag and prepare hinself for his
first day at Bl oor's Acadeny

"You won't have to take nuch," said Charlie's nother as she |aid out the
new paj amas. "You'll be home again on Friday"

Charlie wi shed he hadn't been given pajamas with teddy bears on them

but he didn't like to seemungrateful so he kept quiet about it. He
packed a clean shirt, his toiletries, spare socks and underwear, and the
bl ue cape.

"I think you' re supposed to wear this, Charlie," said his nother

pul ling out the cape. "lI've sewn your initials at the back in green
thread, see. I'mafraid it's the only color | had."
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Charlie pushed the cape back again. "I'll take it out when | get there,"
he sai d.

Tormorrow, as it would be his first day his nmother was going to take him
to the acadeny entrance. The paperwork for registration had all been
conpl eted by Grandnma Bone. On Friday he woul d conme hone on the schoo
bus and get off at the bus stop at the end of Filbert Street.



"There's sonmething el se you m ght want to take," his nother nurnured.
She left the roomand when she came back, a few noments |ater, she was
hol di ng sonet hi ng wapped in white tissue paper. "They said you were to
wear a blue tie," she said, "and G andna Bone has provi ded one, but..."
She fol ded back the tissue paper and held up a bright blue tie. At one
end of the tie, a small gold "Y' had been stitched in silk thread. "It
was your father's," she told Charlie. "The Y is forYewbeam Although
your father's nane was Bone, he had Yewbeam bl ood and that, it seens,
carries a great deal of weight at Bloor's. The Yewbeans are related to
t he Bl oors, apparently"”
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"Rel ated? Do you nmean like cousins?" Charlie wondered why his nother
hadn't nentioned such an inportant fact before.

"Di stant cousins."

?Anything to do with a red king?" asked Charlie.
"Your father did nmention him"

"So why did G andma give ne a tie without a ?Yy" ?"

"Per haps you have to prove yourself first, Charlie. Perhaps they think
you'll go astray- like Lyell did." She tucked the tie into Charlie's
bag. Anyway you never know, you m ght need it."

When she had gone, Charlie took out the tie and examined it. The
material was soft and shiny silk or satin perhaps. He pressed it to his
face and sniffed it. The tie snelled of the way his nother used to
snel |, when she still had nice things to wear. Al her best clothes had
worn out, and now, Charlie realized, his nother |ooked just a bit shabby

The next norning, Maisie cooked Charlie such a big breakfast it
overfl owed his plate. He managed to chew a bit of bacon, but that was
all. H's stomach was churning.
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The kitchen seemed to be full of nervous people. Even Uncle Paton had
turned up. "I'd drive you to the place, dear boy" he told Charlie. "But
there's no parking to be had within a mle of the place. The staff are
very possessive about their parking lot."

Everyone | ooked unconfortabl e, know ng that Paton couldn't go out in
dayl i ght anyway and then Grandma Bone said, ?A taxi's been ordered. It's
just turned up."

"I don't want to go in a taxi," cried Charlie. "I'Il look Iike a nerd."
"You'll do as you're told," said G andma Bone. "Now fetch your things."

Wth tears and kisses from Misie, a wave from Paton, and a grimsnile
from Grandna Bone, Charlie and his nother were bundled into the taxi.
They were dropped off on a side road |l eading to the acadeny and wal ked

t hrough a medi eval square where cobbl estones surrounded a fountain of
stone swans. Ahead was a tall gray building, ancient and inposing. The
wal I s that flanked the square were five stories high, their w ndows dark
rectangl es of reflecting glass.
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On either side of the huge arched entrance, there was a tall tower with
a pointed roof and when they reached the wide flight of steps up to the
entrance, Charlie's nother suddenly stopped and stared up at a wi ndow in
one of the towers. Her face was drained of color and, for a nonent,
Charlie thought she was going to faint.

"What is it, Mn?" he asked.

"I thought someone was watching me," she murnured. "Charlie, | nust go
now' She ki ssed himquickly and hurried away across the square.

Charlie becane aware of other children arriving in buses at the end of
the square. Before |ong he was surrounded by | eaping, running, walking,
and shouting children, all in capes of blue or green or purple.
"Charlie, put your cape on!" called a voice. "Or you'll be in trouble.”
Fi delio emerged through the bustling crowd. "You have a cape, haven't
you? | forgot to nention it."

"Yes." Charlie pulled the cape out of his bag and put it on
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"Good, now come with nme," said Fidelio. "Keep close. There's a bit of a
nmob on Monday norni ngs. "

They were now in a paved courtyard and, as Charlie followed Fidelio, his
eye was caught by one of the wi ndows overlooking it. There was a | ong
bl ack stain on the gray wall beneath it.

"That's where Manfred nearly burned to death,"” Fidelio said in a harsh
whi sper.

"The fire?" asked Charlie.

They had reached a doorway where two huge doors, studded with bronze
figures, stood wide open. Charlie stared at themin awe as he passed

t hrough. He found hinself in a |ong stone hallway and suddenly all the
| aught er and shouting died away Only the sound of feet tapping on stone
coul d be heard.

Keeping Fidelio in sight, Charlie nmade his way through the throng of

children crisscrossing the hall and disappearing into doors on either
side. Fidelio seened to be making for the door with two | ong crossed
trunpets hangi ng above it.

They were nearly there when there was a shriek
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and someone grabbed hold of Charlie's cape. He | ooked behind himto see
agirl with purple hair sprawl ed on the stones. She was a very odd
sight; apart from her purple hair and cape, she had a purple pattern on
her forehead and she was wearing purple shoes with high stiletto heels
and very pointed toes. Her backpack had fallen open, scattering books
and pens in all directions.



"Sorry" said the girl. She began to giggle. "Shoes'll be nmy downfall, or
fall down." She giggled even nore.

Charlie was about to hel p her up, when a voice ordered, "Leave it, Bone!"

Asa Pi ke, also in purple, stood glaring down at the girl. "divia
Vertigo, what are the rules? Recite!"

Scranbling to her feet, the girl chanted,

Silence in the hall, Talking not at all, Silence if you fall, Never cry
or call, Blah! Blah! BIah!
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Asa grabbed her arm "lInsolence isn't anusing," he barked. "Cone with
nme." He began to drag her away

"My books," wailed divia.

Charlie scooped up the scattered books and pens while Fidelio, putting a
finger to his lips, found AQivia' s purple backpack and hel ped Charlie
fill it. As soon as they were through the door beneath the crossed
trunpets, Fidelio said, "W can tal k now

They were in a large, tiled coatroom wth |ockers covering two walls
and coat hooks on the other two. A row of basins ran down the center of
t he room

"What's going to happen to that girl?" asked Charlie.

"She'll probably get detention, a horrible |l ecture from Manfred, and
then not be allowed to go hone till Sunday She's only been here a short
whil e, but she's already had detention tw ce. She'd probably have been
expelled if she weren't so brilliant at acting. | was sent into her

class, once, to fetch M. Irving, and she was doing this solo piece -it
was amazing."

Fi delio showed Charlie his | ocker and then took himto the oak-panel ed
Assenbly Hall. A group of
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musi ci ans stood on the stage, tuning their instruments.

"First we have the school hym and then registration," said Fidelio.
Charlie followed himto the benches in the front row Gadually the hal
filled up with girls and boys all wearing blue capes. There nust have
been about a hundred children between el even and ei ghteen. Charlie

t hought he nmust have been the youngest, until a very small boy slipped
in beside him

"Hello," said the small boy "I"'mBilly Raven."

"I"'mCharlie Bone," said Charlie.

The small boy smiled. He had al nbst-white hair and his eyes were a

strange, dark red. "lI'man albino," he explained. "I don't see too well.
But | hear very well."



?Aren't you a bit young for Bloor's?" said Charlie.

"I"'mseven," Billy replied. "But |I'man orphan, so they took ne in.
Besi des, |'m endowed. "

"So am|l," Charlie whispered.
Billy beamed at Charlie. "I'mglad,” he said softly. "Now there are
three of us."
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Charlie didn't have tine to ask who the third endowed nusici an was,
because a tall man with white hair had wal ked onto the stage.

"Dr. Saltweather," whispered Fidelio, on Charlie's other side.

There were five other nusic teachers on the stage: two youngi sh wonen,
an old man with gl asses, a cheerful-looking man with lots of wiry hair,
and someone whom Charlie found hinself staring at -he had never seen
such a blank sort of face. The nman was tall and [ean with black hair
that he had apparently forgotten to conmb. Hi s expression didn't change
once, even when the orchestra struck up and everyone el se began to sing.

When assenbly was over, Fidelio took Charlie to a door beside the stage.
A notice on the door said MR PALTRY - W NDS

"I"ll see you at break," said Fidelio. "I"'moff to strings now, and M ss
Chrystal .'

"Who were the other teachers on the stage?" asked Charlie.
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"Well, you've got old M. Paltry -don't envy you there -then there's M.
O Connor, he does guitar and stuff like that. The two | adies teach
strings, and Dr. Saltweather does brass and choir."

"What about the man at the end - the tall man?"

"Ch, M. Pilgrim" Fidelio grimaced. "He teaches piano, but hardly
anyone goes to him He's too weird."

"Wéird?"

"He never says anything. You don't know if you've done well or not. M
father taught ne to play the piano. He teaches in a normal school. I'd
better go now I'mlate.”

So, Fidelio's father taught in a normal school. Wat did that make

Bl oor's? Very interesting, Charlie thought. He watched his new friend
fly across the hall to another door, and then went in to face M.

Pal try- W nds.

M. Paltry didn't |ike endowed children. He made this very clear to
Charlie. Endowed children were a waste of his time. They had their own
uncomon talents, but they were of no use to anyone, as far as M.
Paltry coul d see
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At the end of an unconfortabl e and unproductive | esson, Charlie was told
to leave his cape in the coat-roomand to go into the garden for a run

"Where's the garden?" Charlie asked.

He thought this was a reasonable question, but M. Paltry seened to find
it very annoying. "Were do you think?" he snapped.

Luckily Charlie found Fidelio in the coatroom "Everyone has to have a
run after the first lesson,"” he told Charlie. "Come with ne."

The garden was hardly what Charlie would have called a garden. There was
no end to it as far as he could see. There were no walls or fences
either. The back of the academny overl ooked a huge field where children
ran or jogged in tws and threes and, sonetines, alone. A deep wood
surrounded the field and, in the distance, a gray reddi sh-col ored wall
could be seen, disappearing into the trees. Fidelio told Charlie that
this was the ruin.

"Hundreds of years ago it was a huge castle,” he said. "But nowit's
just a ruin. Mst of the roof has
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fallen in, but there are still sone creepy passages and weird statues
and crunbly steps. The trees have grown all around it and even inside
it, and that nakes it even nore spooky"

"Have you been in there?" Charlie nodded at the sinister-1looking wall.
"Have | ?" Fidelio gave a grimsmle. "Every winter, at the end of
November, we have to play the ruin game. Everyone has to go in, whether

they want to or not. Two years ago a girl went in and never canme out."

Fi delio had begun to run around the field and Charlie, pacing beside
him asked, "Didn't they find the girl, then?"

"Never," said Fidelio. He lowered his voice. ?And they say it's happened
bef ore. Capes were found, but never a... a..."

"Body?" suggested Charlie.

Fi deli o nodded. "They just disappeared."

Charlie glanced at the distant dark hedge and shuddered.
After a fifteen-mnute run, the sound of a hunting
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horn rang out across the field, and the children began to troop back
i nto the building.

"You' ve had your worst lesson," Fidelio told Charlie. "Nothing will be
as bad as M. Paltry It's English next, and I'lIl be in the same cl ass,
but first our capes. W're only allowed to take them off for games or



runni ng."

When Charlie got to the coatroom his cape had di sappeared. The only one
| eft hanging on the hooks was a tatty garnment with jagged tears in one
corner.

"Put it on, Charlie," Fidelio advised. "It's better than nothing.
Soneone must have taken yours by m stake."

Charlie wouldn't wear the tattered cape. "It's not mne, and sonmeone
m ght cone | ooking for it."

Fi delio | ooked anxious. "Go on, Charlie. Please wear it or there'll be
trouble."

But Charlie wouldn't. He didn't realize what sort of trouble Fidelio
meant. |f he had, he m ght have done as his friend asked.

The English teacher, M. Carp, was a broad, red-faced man. As soon as
Charlie wal ked in w thout his
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cape, M. Carp's small eyes fixed thenselves on him Wat, he wanted to
know, was Charlie thinking of? Were was "the essential garnent"?

"I'f you mean mny cape, sir, | can't find it," said unsuspecting Charlie.
M. Carp carried a cane. He brought it down-whack-across his desk. "Qut,
boy!" he screaned.

"But, sir," said Fidelio. "It's not his fault."
"Shut up, @nn!" shouted M. Carp. For a big man he had a very high
voi ce. "You," he pointed his cane at Charlie. "Qut this mnutel"

Unwi I ling to cause any nore trouble, Charlie left the roomas quickly as
he coul d. Once he was outside the classroom however, he didn't know
where to go. So he just stood by the wall and stared down the | ong hal
to the great doors that led to the outside world. The stone hall was
freezing cold and the thought of spending the night at Bl oor's Acadeny
was becomi ng | ess and | ess appeal i ng.

Just when Charlie thought the English | esson might be ending and Fidelio
could come and hel p him
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search for his m ssing cape, someone canme out of a door farther down the
hall. It was Asa Pike.

The red-haired boy gave Charlie a slow, malicious smle and wal ked up to
hi m

"Well, if it isn't Charlie Bone," snickered Asa. "I see you've
transgressed on your very first day"

"Trans what?" said Charlie.

"Did | ask you to speak?" Asa stopped smling. "Were's your cape, Bone?"



"l don't know'

"Come and see the head boy" Asa | ocked his hand around the back of
Charlie's neck and pushed himdown the hall. Charlie saw that they were
headi ng for a door nmarked PREFECTS.

Asa opened the door and pushed Charlie inside.

There were several older boys in the room |ounging in arnchairs and
sofas. Sone of them glanced up at Charlie and then went back to their
books or their conversations.

Beneath a wi ndow at the end of the room there was a |ong desk, and
behi nd the desk sat
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Manfred Bl oor in a purple cape. There were two chairs on the other side
of the desk. In one of themsat the girl with purple hair, sw nging her
feet. Asa pushed Charlie into the other chair. Aivia grinned at him

"No cape," Asa announced.

Charlie quickly | ooked away from Manfred's stare. He didn't want to be
hypnoti zed agai n.

Manfred said, "Has no one told you the rules, Charlie Bone?"

"No." Charlie | ooked over Manfred's head.

"They're sent to pupils before they conme here. Didn't you get any?"
"No." Charlie stared through the w ndow behi nd Manfred. "They were
probably sent to ny grandnother and she forgot to give themto ne." It
was quite likely that Grandna Bone had deliberately w thheld the rules,
t hought Charlie, just to get himinto trouble.

Manfred opened a red file box , extracted a piece of paper, and handed

it to Charlie. "The rules. Study them Learn them Bone." He turned his
attention to divia.
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?As for you, Qivia Vertigo, it seens that you can't learn. I'mgiving
you both detention on Friday night. Your parents will be inforned. They

can coll ect you on Saturday"”

"You can't do that,"
mm Uu..."

said Charlie, leaping up. "lIt's my first week. M

"Mon?" said Manfred scornfully

"Mon?" repeated Asa. "We don't talk about nonms in here."
"Monms don't exist in here!"™ Manfred added darkly
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THE RED KI NGS ROOM



[l1livia and Charlie were marched to the door and thrust out into the hall
"Now what ?" asked Charlie glumy.
"Let's go to a coatroomwhere we can talk," whispered Aivia

Charlie foll owed her down the hall and through a door beneath two gol den
masks, one smiling and the other sad.

The purple coatroomwas far nore interesting than the blue coatroom It
was full of strange costumes: hats with feathers, helnmets, top hats,
flowers, and masks hung fromthe walls; and the floor was littered with
boots and shoes of every size and description

Aivia kicked off her purple shoes and stepped into a pair of
pl ai n-1 ooki ng punps. "Do you think these will do?" she asked Charlie.
Charlie shrugged.

"Don't look so gloomy It's not that bad. |I'm al ways
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getting detention. | go exploring. |I've already |earned sone very

i nteresting things about this place."
"But what if | don't find ny cape? I'll keep getting detention.”

"I think I know who's got it," divia told him "I went into your
coatroomto | ook for my backpack -the one you kindly rescued for ne. It
was break and the only person in there was this boy with a long face and
droopy hair. He junped when I went in, and he | ooked guilty and kind of
secretive. He was hol ding a blue cape."

"Do you know his name?" asked Charlie.
"Gabriel something-or-other,"” said AQivia. "If he's swapped capes you'd
better wear his until you can prove the other one is yours."

"Thanks, divial!" Charlie began to feel nmore optimstic. "I'll do that
ri ght now'

"See you at dinner," she called as Charlie dashed across the hall into

t he bl ue coatroom

When Fidelio came out of the English class, he found Charlie wearing a
very tattered bl ue cape.
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"d ad you' ve cone to your senses,” whispered Fidelio. "Follow nme to the
bl ue cafeteria.”

Charlie followed. The blue cafeteria was at the end of several |ong
passages and Charlie tried to menorize his way by studying the paintings
on the walls. It was inmportant to know where food could be found. Mst
of the paintings were portraits of stern-looking men and wonen. They
seened to reach back through the ages, their clothes reflecting the
centuries they had lived in. He began to recogni ze nanes: Raven,

Si | k, Yewbeam Pike, and Bloor. Hi story had never been Charlie's strong



poi nt, but he was sure these portraits were | eading back to an age when
peopl e drew on walls.

At last they entered a big, steany roomthat snelled of boil ed cabbage.
VWhile they were in line for their food, Charlie told Fidelio about
Aivia's visit to the blue coatroom

"There was this boy looking guilty and hol ding a cape," said Charlie.
"divia said his name was Gabriel something- or- other."
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"Gabriel Silk," said Fidelio. "He does piano. | think he's endowed. He's
certainly very odd."

"dd?" asked Charlie.
Fi delio nodded at the lunch line. "That's himat the end."

Charlie saw a tall boy with a long face and droopy nouse-col ored hair.
Everyt hi ng about hi m| ooked | oose and gangly even his hands.

"He seens happier than usual," said Fidelio. "Oooops! Now he doesn't."
Gabriel had dropped the pile of books he was trying to carry under one
arm and was having great difficulty balancing his plate while he
retrieved them

"I wonder if that's ny cape," said Charlie. "Momsewed ny initials in
t he back. She used green thread because she couldn't find any white."

"We'll try to get a look at it tonight," said Fidelio. "He probably
won't take it off until then."”

A plate containing sonething brown and green was shoved into Charlie's
hands, and he followed Fidelio to an enpty table. After a few nouthfuls,
Charlie

171

noticed that Fidelio seened to be enjoying the rather disgusting cabbage
and | eavi ng the brown stuff.

"Vegetarian," explained Fidelio. "They never give us a neal we can eat.
| expect you'd |like ny hash,"”

"I's that what it is? | wouldn't mnd a bit. You can have ny cabbage."

Just as they were swappi ng hash for cabbage M ss Chrystal -who taught
strings -wal ked past their table.

"You know that's not allowed," she said with a smle

Charlie had the inpression that Mss Chrystal wasn't a very serious
person. The snell of cabbage was nmonentarily drowned by her delicious
flowery perfune.
"Sorry Mss Chrystal,"
Bone; he's new today"

said Fidelio, grinning broadly "This is Charlie



"Hello, Charlie," said Mss Chrystal. "If | can be of any help, Fidelio
knows where to find me." She bestowed another beaming smile on Fidelio
and drifted away It was good to know that there was at | east one
friendly teacher in the acadeny

The rest of the day passed w thout any nore
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unpl easant incidents. Charlie followed Fidelio fromroomto room out to
the cafeteria for tea, and then into the field for a last run before
dark. But as the lights began to conme on in the great, gray building,
and a night sky filled the wi ndows, he found hinself thinking of hone.
And when they passed through the hall on their way to dinner, he

pi ctured the cozy kitchen at nunmber nine and a plate of Misie' s special
spaghetti. He turned to look at the tall, solid doors that led to the
out si de worl d.

"It's no good, Charlie,"
Friday |'ve tried them"

whi spered Fidelio. "They won't open unti

"Were you honesick at first?" asked Charlie.
"Yes, but it didn't last. Friday comes soon."

"I"mnot going hone on Friday |'ve got detention," said Charlie gloomly
"Manfred gave it to nme."

"I don't believe it!" Fidelio was clearly shocked. "On your first day
Manfred's certainly got it in for you." Seeing Charlie's forlorn
expression, he added quickly "You're in for a surprise. We're about to
neet the whole
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school. And the dining hall is quite sonething, | can tell you."

Fidelio was right. They wal ked toget her down the sane echoi ng passages
toward the blue cafeteria, and then farther. Now they were descendi ng,
very gradually into a huge underground cavern, and Charlie noticed that
children in green capes and others in purple were joining them The
crowmd of children pressed toward a flight of steps, and then down and
down into another |ong passage, this one leading to a vast hall

"We're under the city" said Fidelio. "This is the ol dest part of the
building. It's where the Red King' s descendants are supposed to have
kept their prisoners."

The Red King again. "Wio was the Red King?" asked Charlie.

Fi delio shrugged. "He built the ruined castle, that's all | know I think
he was OK but they say that some of his children were a really bad
group. Come on, we'll be late.™

On either side of three extrenely |ong tables,
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benches were filling up with children. Blue capes on the left, purple in
the center, and green on the right. A prefect at each end was serving



soup froma big steel container. Gthers were doling out hunks of bread.

At the end of the hall, on a raised dais, the acadeny staff sat around a
fourth table, the High Table, Fidelio told Charlie. At last Charlie got
his first glinpse of Dr. Bloor. He wore a black cape |like the staff who
taught subjects other than the three arts, but there was no m staking
him He sat at the head of the Hi gh Table and he kept | ooking around at
the mass of chattering children. He was a wide, powerfully built man
with iron-gray hair and a straight, well-clipped nustache.

Under heavy dark brows, Dr. Bloor's snmall black eyes scanned the three
long tables and Charlie, alnpst bew tched, found hinself follow ng the
big man's gaze until, eventually their eyes net.

Dr. Bloor stood up. He wal ked off the dais and began to nove down the
ai sl e between the blue and purple tables. He never took his eyes off
Charli e.
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"What's the matter?" Fidelio nudged Charlie. "Don't you like the soup?"
Charlie couldn't answer. Dr. Bloor had reached him

"Charles Bone!" It was the sane chilling voice that had cone | eaking out
of the newspaper. ?A pleasure to have you here."

Charlie murrmured feebly that he was glad to be at Bloor's, but he was
hardly aware of what he was saying. Instinctively he was searching the
broad face | oom ng above him and, to his astoni shment, he found that
phot ographs were not the linmt of his endownent. Fear added anot her
dinension. It allowed himto read faces. Charlie found that he knew,

wi t hout question, who had taken Dr. Tolly's baby

Mai si e al ways said that a face told you a | ot about a person. This one
was beginning to tell Charlie nore than he wanted to know Qui ckly and
deliberately he closed his mnd against it.

?Are you all right?" Fidelio asked Charlie. ?You look as if you' ve seen
a ghost."

Charlie watched Dr. Bloor's broad back recedi ng.

176

He stopped again and spoke to a girl in a green cape. She had |ong, pale
hai r and when she | ooked up, frowning, Charlie noticed that her w de

bl ue eyes seened confused and fearful

"Charlie!" Fidelio nudged him "Wat is it?"

"Who's that girl?" asked Charlie. "The one Dr. Bloor's talking to."
"Emlia Mon," said Fidelio. "She does art. She's quite good at it. Egg
and chips are on the way up, so you'd better finish your soup or you
won't get any That's the rule.”

Charlie slurped up the last of his soup, just as a plate of egg and

chi ps reached him He passed the enpty bow down the Iine to the end of
the tabl e where Billy Raven was stacking them up



Emlia hadn't touched her soup. She was frowning at it as if she
couldn't understand how it got there. Charlie felt he should warn her
about the egg and chips, but she was too far away

"Do we get puddi ng?" he asked Fidelio hopefully
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"You're joking. We get an apple if we're lucky" said Fidelio. "Or a pear."

They were lucky A pear arrived in front of Charlie soon after the egg
and chi ps.

When di nner was over and the |last plates were being stacked, Dr. Bl oor
cane to the front of the dais and clapped his hands. There was instant
si | ence.

"I have an announcenent to make," the doctor said solemly ?A new boy
has arrived to join the endowed. Charles Bone, stand up."

Feeling very hot, Charlie stood up. As three hundred pairs of eyes
turned in his direction, his knees began to knock agai nst each ot her

"Charlie!" Dr. Bloor spoke his nanme as if it were a bad m stake. "After
supper we have two hours of honework. Endowed children work in the
King's room" He paused for several seconds, staring around at the
silent and nmotionless crowmd of children. And then, in a thunderous tone
that made Charlie junp, he commanded, "Di sperse!™
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"Where's the King's roon?" Charlie asked desperately as Fidelio |eaped
up fromthe bench.

"Fol l ow Gabriel,"” Fidelio advised, "or Billy Raven - he's easy to spot.
I've got to go now, Charlie. W have to be in our classroons in three
m nutes. See you tonight!"

Fidelio was swept away on a tide of colored capes as children surged
toward the end of the dining hall. Charlie searched frantically for
Billy Raven's white head. But the tiny al bino was hidden in the mass of
jostling children. At last Charlie spotted him He was weaving his way
very expertly between the others, and it took Charlie some tinme to catch
up with him

"Hi!" said Charlie, grabbing the end of Billy's cape. "Can | cone with
you? | don't know where the King's roomis."

"Not many people do," said Billy grinning. "It'll take you a while to
renenber the way but I'lIl be your guide as |ong as you want."

Charlie barely had time to murrmur his thanks before Billy was off. First
to the I ockers to pick up books
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and pens, and then back across the hall, down a passage, turning a

corner and leaping up a staircase. At last they arrived at a pair of
tall bl ack-painted doors. Billy pushed one of the doors and they stepped



into a strange circular room Ten children sat at a round table.

Manfred and Asa were there; Gabriel Silk sat between Enmilia Mon and a
pl unmp, curly-haired girl who | ooked so normal it was hard to believe she
was one of the endowed. A large, nuscular girl contrasted strangely wth
the small, slight girl sitting next to her. Beside them a dark girl
with a long, sharp nose stared disdainfully at Charlie, and he felt his
heart sinking. How much tinme would he have to spend with this
unfriendl y-1 ooki ng bunch? He wi shed Fidelio and AQivia were part of the

group.

Two boys sat with their backs to the door and one | ooked back as Charlie
cane in. He had chiseled, African features and the warmest smile Charlie
had seen for a long tine.

"This is Charlie!" said Billy Raven
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"Hi, Charlie, |I'mLysander," said the dark boy with the big snile

Sonme of the girls introduced themnsel ves. Dorcas was plunp and cheerful
Beth very large. Bindi was tiny and Zel da had the | ong nose. Enilia Mon
didn't even lift her head.

Charlie's relief at seeing a few friendly faces was short-1Iived.

"Sit down, Charlie Bone. And be quiet!" Manfred nodded at an enpty chair
on the other side of Emilia Mon. Billy sat beside Lysander

As Charlie funbled with his books, wondering where to start, he felt
Manfred' s coal -bl ack eyes on him He wanted to take a better |ook around
the room but dared not glance up until he was sure Manfred' s dangerous
stare was directed back at his book. Wen at |ast Charlie managed to
take a quick |l ook at his surroundings, he found soneone el se wat ching
him or rather goggling at him- the only person in the room whose face
he hadn't seen
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The boy was ol der than Charlie, maybe twelve or thirteen. He had round
startled eyes and his yellow hair stood up stiffly as though an electric
current had passed through it. Charlie frowned, hoping the boy would

| ook away but he didn't. In fact Charlie's fierce expression only seened
tointrigue him In the end it was Charlie who had to | ook away

Instead of starting his homework, his gaze slid up to the wall behind
the yell ow haired boy And there he was, the Red King. He stared out from
a gol d-franmed painting, which nmust have been very old. The paint had
cracked and faded so badly that the features on the |ong, dark face were
blurred and m sty except for the eyes - black and magnetic. The cl oak he
wore was a rich, velvety red and the slimcrown on his dark hair had a
nmyst eri ous gol den sparkl e.

"Charlie Bone!"Manfred's voice nade Charlie start. "Wiy aren't you worki ng?"

"I was looking at the Red King," said Charlie, avoiding Manfred' s gaze.
"It is the Red King, isn't it?"
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"Of course! Get back to work!"
Manfred kept his eyes on Charlie, until Charlie opened his English book.

For the next two hours no one spoke. There were sighs and grunts, coughs
and sneezes, all around Charlie, but no words. In a dark corner a clock
ticked and chined every quarter hour. Pages turned, pens squeaked, and
Charlie was in danger of falling asleep.

At last the clock chinmed eight o' clock and Manfred stood up. "You may
go!" he said, and he wal ked out of the roomw th Asa | oping behind him

Charlie gathered his books together and went over to Billy Raven. "Wo's
the boy with the yell ow hair?" he whi spered

The boy in question had just left the roomwi th his green cape flying
around him as though caught by a nysterious breeze.

"Ch, that's Tancred," said Billy "He can be a bit stornmy Come on, I'lI
show you the way to the dormtories."
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Their journey took themup so many staircases and al ong so many
passages, Charlie began to wonder if he'd ever find his own way back for
breakfast. At last they arrived in a bl eak, |ow beanmed roomw th bare
floors and a single, dimlight.

There were six beds, placed unconfortably close to one another, on both
sides of the long room The beds were narrow and covered wi th wool en

bl ankets. There was a chair at the end of each one and a small cabi net
agai nst the wall between them Charlie was relieved to see Fidelio
sitting on a bed at the end of the room

"Over here, Charlie!" Fidelio sang out. "You're next to me." He pointed
to a bed.

Charlie went over and dunped his bag on a chair.

"Capes on the hooks beside us, the rest of your stuff in the drawers.™
Fidelio |l owered his voice. "And | ook who's on your other side. You'll be
able to get a look at his cape."

Charlie saw Gabriel Silk pushing clothes into a bedside
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cabinet. He didn't renmpbve the cape, however, even when he went into the
bat hr oom

"Very suspicious," said Fidelio. "Have you got a flashlight?"
Charlie hadn't been thinking about flashlights when he packed his bag.

?A flashlight is an essential item" Fidelio told him ?You can read
after lights out and find your way around. It's so dark in here at
night, you can't see a thing." He took a slimblue flashlight froma
drawer and handed it to Charlie. "You'll need that to see the cape," he
said. "Put it under your pillow



Charlie was the last boy to get ready for bed. It took himsone tine to
unpack his bag and find everything he needed for the night. He was
enbarrassed about the bears on his pajanmas, but when he saw t hat
somebody had squirrels on theirs, bears didn't seem so bad.

He had just hopped into bed when a hand cane in the door and swi tched
off the light. "Silence!" said a harsh femal e voice. The hand retreated,
t he door closed, and the dormitory was plunged into darkness.
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There was sonething fam liar about the voice, but Charlie couldn't quite
pl ace it.

"Who was that?" he whispered to Fidelio.
"Matron," said Fidelio, "the nearest thing a wonan can get to a dragon."

There was a great deal of snuffling and rustling as the boys tried to
get confortable in their hard, narrow beds. Charlie waited until the
noi ses had died down. In the bed beside him Gabriel Silk was breathing
deeply He seened to be asl eep

Charlie took out the flashlight and swng his feet to the floor. Making
sure the flashlight was trained on the wall, he switched it on. The bl ue
cape was right in front of him He lifted it down from Gabriel's hook
and saw the initials sewn inside the collar

"It's mine," Charlie whispered.

Fidelio was sitting up in bed. "Take it," he said softly "Quickly"

Charlie took Gabriel's tattered cape and replaced it with his own. He
was about to hang the old cape on Gabriel's hook when there was a how
of panic.
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"No!" cried Gabriel, leaping up and tearing at the cape. "You can't do
this. Please! Please take it!" He flung the cape with the slashed corner
on Charlie's bed.

Charlie laid the flashlight on his pillow where it cast a soft gl ow
around his bed. "That one is yours,"” said Charlie. "I don't want it."

"You don't understand. | can't wear it, | can't. It's full of... of
horror. Its fear drags me down." Gabriel sank onto his bed and covered
his face with his hands.

"What are you tal king about, Gabriel Silk?" Fidelio asked in a harsh
whi sper. "Wy should Charlie give you his cape?"

"Because | can't wear that one." Gabriel nodded at the ol der cape.
"Somet hi ng dreadful happened to the person who wore it before nme. | can
feel it, you see. It's like wearing a nightmare."

Charlie began to understand. "Is that your endowrent, Gabriel ?You can
feel things that have happened?”



Gabriel nodded. "I get it fromthe things people have worn. It's
horrible. If ny clothes aren't brand-new | get all these feelings that
don't belong to ne.
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O her people's worries. Sonetimes | get happiness, but even that's no
good because it's not true happiness and it doesn't last. At the

begi nning of the senester | had a brand-new cape, but ny gerbils
attacked it and Mom had to get nme another one."

Charlie couldn't help being curious. "How nmany gerbils do you have?" he
asked.

"Fifty-three," said Gabriel mserably "They ate alnost all of it. W
haven't got much noney so Mom asked the acadeny if they could give ne a
secondhand cape. They gave ne that one."

By now the whole dormitory was w de awake. One of the boys at the end of
the row said, "I bet it belonged to that girl who was lost in the ruin.
She nust have been pretty terrified."

"I think we should be quiet or Matron will conme in and we'll all get
detention," said another voice.

Charlie didn't know what to do. How coul d he nake Gabriel wear soneone
el se' s ni ght mar e?

"I"ll do anything for you, anything," Gabriel whispered. "But please
don't make me wear that cape.”
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Charlie took down his new cape and handed it to Gabriel

"Thanks! Thanks, Charlie!" Gabriel hugged it gratefully

"There is sonething you can do for nme," Charlie said softly He opened
one of his drawers and took out the tie his nother had given him "Can
you tell me anything about the person who wore this?" He passed the tie
to Gabriel

Gabriel didn't ask any questions. He wound the tie around his neck and
closed his eyes. He ran his fingers down the I ength of the blue silk and
touched the small gold "Y' at the end of the tie. A shadow crossed his

long face. "It's very strange,"” he murmured. "Woever wore this tie was
happy once, but now he's lost." He took the tie fromhis neck and ran it
through his fingers. "I've never felt anything like this before. It's as

if the person doesn't know who he is." He passed the tie back to Charlie.
At | east his father had been happy once. Charlie assuned
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that "lost" nmeant dead. He put the tie in his drawer. He hadn't |earned
very much.

He was about to turn off the flashlight when a small figure appeared at
the foot of Gabriel's bed; his white hair was a pale blur in the darkness.



"Can you tell me about this person?” Billy whispered. He put a |ong bl ue
scarf on Gabriel's bl anket.

Gabriel sighed but he didn't object. He draped the scarf around his neck

and once nore closed his eyes. "Well, this person was always in a hurry”
he said. "Here, there, everywhere. He just couldn't stop," he paused,
"and now, |I'mafraid, he's dead." He took off the scarf.

"Not hi ng el se?" Billy Raven begged. "Didn't he say anything?"

"I"'msorry it doesn't work like that," Gabriel said regretfully "I don't
hear voi ces. And when people die the nessages get nuch weaker."

"I see. Thank you."
ti pt oed away

Billy's sad voice echoed in the darkness as he

Charlie turned off the flashlight, |eaned over, and
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tucked it under Fidelio's pillow Fidelio had fallen asleep. H s quiet
breat hi ng nmade Charlie yawn and then, suddenly he was w de awake.

Sonet hing Gabriel had said didn't nake sense.

"Gabriel," he whispered. "My father wore that tie. He died when | was
two. Wiy did you say he was | ost?"

"Because he is," said Gabriel's sleepy voice.

"Do you nean dead?"

"No, | nean lost. Definitely not dead."

Charlie stared into the darkness. He listened to the soft breathing that
filled the unseen spaces all around him know ng that he would be |ying
there, listening, for hours to cone. "Not dead?" he whispered. "Gabriel
are you sure?"

"Quite sure,"” Gabriel murrmured with a yawn. "Good night, Charlie!"
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SKELETONS I N THE CLOSET

Charlie woke up with a dry throat and sore eyes. He had only slept for
an hour. He resigned hinself to wearing Gabriel's tattered cl oak. After
all, it wasn't going to give himnightmares.

Gabriel and Fidelio waited while Charlie tried to untangle his hedge of
hair, but after five minutes they all agreed that Charlie's conbing

wasn't having nuch effect.

"If we don't go soon, you'll only get the burned pieces of bacon,"”
Fi del i o war ned.

Charlie was starving. He threw down his conb and hurried down to
breakfast with the others. He was | glad of their conpany for he'd never
have found his way down to the bottom floor w thout them

Gabriel was so happy wearing Charlie's cloak, he |ooked Iike a different



person. In fact, he was all smles. He even wal ked faster, now that he
had cast off those horrible, frightening feelings.
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Br eakf ast was oatneal, burned bacon, and a nug of tea.

"Do we get this every day?" Charlie asked, trying to swallow a | unmp of
oat neal

"Every day" said Fidelio.

Charlie tried not to think about Maisie's big breakfasts.

H s second day at the acadeny was not as bad as his first. Wth
Fidelio's help and sonetinmes Gabriel's, Charlie managed to find all his

classes. On the third day he even found his way to the garden by hinself.

Friday arrived. The day Charlie had been dreadi ng. Wen classes were
over he sat on his bed and watched Fidelio pack

"What happens in here," Charlie asked, "when everyone el se has gone honme?"

"You're pretty nuch left to yourself," said Fidelio. "There's nothing to

worry about. Manfred will be about, of course, but you won't be al one
Qivia's got detention too, remenber, and Billy Raven never goes hone,
because he hasn't got one. 1'll go and see
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Benjami n and collect the case you want nme to hide and at, let's see,
hal f past el even on Saturday I'll conme and wave to you. I'll give you
the thunbs up if we've nanaged to nove the case.”

Charlie was tenpted to tell Fidelio about the baby but now wasn't the

time. "Howwill | see you?" he asked gluny
"Go to the nmusic tower. Aivia will show you. I'll wave at the w ndow
facing the street on the second floor, and then you'll only have four

hours to go before you're out."

Charlie sighed.

"Cheer up!" Fidelio patted Charlie's shoul der and pi cked up his bag.
Charlie followed his friend downstairs and watched himswi ng his bag
toward the tall oak doors. They were open now, and children rushed

t hrough them eager for a weekend of freedom

Fidelio turned and gave a qui ck wave. He was al nost the last to | eave.
Charlie had a desperate urge to rush through the doors before they

cl osed. He took a
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few paces forward, glanced quickly around him and increased his pace.

"G ve up, Bone!"

Charlie whirled around. Manfred Bl oor was standing in a shadowy recess



hal f way down the hall

"Did you think no one was watchi ng you, eh?"

"I didn't think anything," Charlie said.

"Take your homework to the King's roomand stay there until you hear the
di nner bell." As Manfred spoke, the two massive doors closed and his

voi ce echoed across the enpty hall

"OK," Charlie nuttered.

"Say ?Yes, Manfred,? none of this 'OK stuff.”

"Yes, Manfred."

Charlie found AQivia and Billy chatting in the library

"W don't have to be silent when Manfred's not here,” Billy said happily

Charlie wondered how Billy survived, inprisoned in Bloor's week after
week, all alone in the dark dormtory when everyone el se had gone hone.

"Do you ever get out of here?" he asked Billy

195

animal s. "

"Cook has a dog," said Billy "It's very old, but it's

friendly and there are - mice - and things."

"You can hardly talk to a nouse," said Charlie.

Billy was silent. He | ooked down at his book and began to read. The
round |l enses in his reading glasses made his eyes |look |like two huge red
| anps. Al at once he muttered, ?Actually | can.”

"Can what ?" asked divi a.

Billy cleared his throat. "Talk to mice."

"Real | y?" divia closed her book. "That's fantastic. Is it your thing?
You know, your endowrent."

Billy nodded.

"Does that mean you can understand them as well?" asked Charlie.
Slowy and solemly Billy nodded agai n.
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Charlie gave a | ow whistle. Benjamn had often said he wi shed he knew
what Runner Bean was saying. "Could you conme and talk to ny friend's

dog?" he asked Billy

Billy didn't reply He stared at Charlie with a bew | dered expression



"Perhaps that would be frivol ous,"
asked. "

said Charlie. "Sorry | shouldn't have

"Please don't tell anyone. | can't talk to everybody's pet. Aninmals have
so many | anguages. It's very tiring listening to them"

Charlie and divia swre not to tell a soul. They returned to their
books, but after a while Charlie becane aware that Billy was neither
wor ki ng nor reading, he was just gazing into space.

"Can | tell you sonething?" Billy asked.
Qivia and Charlie both said, "Yes."

"I't happened a week ago. | was on ny way to the garden after tea.
Manfred had been tal king to soneone. | don't know who it was, but I
heard a girl crying in the prefects' room"

"Not nme," said divia.
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"Not you," Billy agreed. "But like | said, it was a girl, and she was
crying, so | knew soneone was in bad trouble. | suppose |I'd sl owed down
a bit to listen, because Manfred suddenly stormed out and knocked ne
over. He told me | was blind and stupid and other horrible things, and
that | was to go into the garden at once."

"So did you?" divia asked eagerly

"My leg hurt,"” said Billy "So | was a bit slow | was |inping down a
passage when | heard the cats. There were three of them ?Let us in,?
they said. ?Quickly Billy Cone to the door in the tower.""

"Whi ch tower?" asked Charlie. "There are two."

"I guessed it would be the nmusic tower. The other one hasn't got a door
| was afraid Manfred would see nme but | couldn't ignore those cat
voices. | linmped and ran until | got to the tower. | crossed the enpty
room at the bottomand when | got to the door, | just unbolted it and
let themin."

Charlie knew what Billy was going to say next, but he didn't interrupt.
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"They were mighty strange cats.” Billy's large ruby-col ored eyes grew

even wider. "They were |like flanes, red and orange and yel |l ow They

t hanked me, very politely and then they told nme the Red King had sent them"

"But he's been dead for hundreds of years," said Qivia

"I asked the cats about that, but they just gave nme a funny | ook and
said, ?0f course,? and then they ran toward the stairs. Just before they
vani shed, the red one said, ?Leave the door, Billy!? so | did. | went
into the garden as quickly as | could, but 1'd only been there a few

m nutes when the fire bell rang. Manfred's roomwas on fire, and Manfred
was init."

"So it was the cats," breathed Charlie.



"They must have knocked a candle over," said Adivia. "Manfred's al ways
got candles in his room You can see themflickering from outside."

"Did they find out who let the cats in?" asked Charlie.

"They thought it was M. Pilgrim" said Billy "because he's always in
the nusic tower."
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"So he got blamed!" said divia.
"Teachers don't get blaned," nuttered Billy "Do they?"

Bef ore anyone could answer him a voice outside the door said, "Silence
inthe King's room"

Aivia nade a rude face at the door and Charlie tried not to |augh
Billy gave an anxious frown and went back to his homework.

When the dinner bell rang, at last, Charlie's stomach was runbling. He
al ways seened to be hungry these days.

They made their way to the dining hall, but just before they went in,
Aivia warned Charlie that they would be sitting at a table with
Manfred. Charlie's heart sank. He'd been | ooking forward to di nner, but
how could he enjoy it when he was trying to avoid Manfred's stare al
the time?

"Has he ever - hypnotized you?" Charlie asked Qivia

"Not yet. |I'mnot worth bothering with. | nean, |1'm not endowed so |'m
not a threat. |I'mjust a nuisance."

"He can't hypnotize ne," Billy told them sol emmly
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"It's my eyes. He can't get past them" He smiled with satisfaction

The dining hall was vast and echoey and their footsteps rang out in the
eerie silence as they made their way past enpty benches to a table where
Manfred sat, staring into a candle. Two places had been laid on his
right side, one on his left. Charlie nmade sure he sat on the right,
farthest away from Manfred

Sone of the teachers had gone home but Dr. Bloor was there, and so was

Dr. Saltweather. M. Pilgrimsat slightly apart fromthe others; a smal
frown crossed his face when the children cane cl oser, and yet he hardly
seenmed to see them

Charlie reckoned it was one of the worst neals he'd ever eaten. It was
bad enough, trying to avoid | ooking at Manfred, but the ol der boy
wouldn't let themtalk either. "You re not supposed to be enjoying your
detention,"” he said sourly So while they ate, there was no conversation
to drown out the biting, chew ng, gulping, and swallow ng that went on
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At the end of the nmeal, when the plates had been stacked and cl eared,
they filed out of the dining hall as demurely as they could. But, as
soon as the door closed behind them divia said, "W've got two hours
bef ore bed. Wiere shall we start expl oring?"

Charlie and Billy didn't have any ideas, so divia suggested the Da
Vinci tower. Charlie wanted to know where it got its name, but divia
shrugged and said, "It's always been called that. | think the art
department used to use the roomat the top, but nowit's enpty Someone
told me it wasn't safe. It's old and crunbly inside."

Charlie wondered why they were exploring an unsafe and crunbly buil di ng,
but he didn't like to appear anxious. Besides, divia had made her nind
up. She showed them a flashlight she'd hidden in the inside pocket of
her cape, explaining that there nmight not be any lights in the tower.

It took themhalf an hour to find a likely-looking way into the Da Vinc
tower. There was a very snal
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door at the far end of a passage on the third floor. "Same floor as ny
dormitory" Oivia told the others, "so if we're caught here, we've got
an excuse."

The door was bolted but, surprisingly not |ocked. Aivia slid back the
bolts, which were stiff and very rusty

"No one's been here for years," Charlie observed.

"Exactly It nakes it all the nore interesting, doesn't it?" divia's
eyes were sparkling. "Cone on!"

The door creaked as she pulled it open. A dark passage curved away from
them di sappearing around a corner hung with gray cobwebs. There was no
light switch to be seen, nor any | anps or |ightbul bs.

They crept through the door and found thensel ves wal ki ng on wi de, dusty
floorboards. A snell of danp, decaying things wafted out of the shadows.

"We'd better close the door," said Charlie, rather reluctantly
"Must we?" asked Billy

Qivia flicked on her flashlight and its powerful beamlit up the
passage before them "It's OK Billy" she said.

As Charlie closed the door something nmade it
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stick, and when he | ooked down to see what it was he noticed Adivia's
shoes. She was wearing bl ack patent |eather shoes with very high heels.
Charlie hoped they wouldn't neet too many ol d staircases.

As it happened, as soon as they'd passed the cobwebby corner, an old
staircase was the first thing they met. It was the only way out of the
passage. They would either have to clinmb up a steep curving spiral, or
down a sequence of narrow, rocky steps.



"Let's go up," begged Billy "It | ooks horrible down there."
"Intriguing, though,” murmured Aivia. She shone the flashlight into the
dark shaft bel ow them There seened to be no end to it.

"Up not down!" said Charlie, noticing Billy's anxi ous expression. He
renenbered that Billy couldn't see too well. "I'lIl go first, Billy you
cone right behind nme, and Qivia last. That'll be safest."

Billy | ooked relieved and Aivia happily agreed. "You'll need the
flashlight if you're going first," she said, passing it to Charlie.
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The spiral steps were extremely narrow and uneven. Charlie practically
had to crawl up them He could hear Billy panting nervously behind him
and the occasional scrape of divia' s shoes on the stone.

Al at once there was a clatter, several nuffled thunps, an echoing
nmoan, and then a gruesone silence. It was quite obvious what had happened.

"Do you think she's dead?" Billy whispered

The nmpban started up again, so at |east that question was answered. But
how badl y wounded was Qi vi a?

"We'| | have to go down backward, Billy" said Charlie. "Do you think you
can?"

"Yes," Billy said uncertainly

Slowy and carefully they retraced their steps. The npani ng began to
fade and Charlie called out, "Hold on, divia. W're conm ng." They had
reached the small | andi ng before the rocky steps plunged down into the
shadows.

"I"ll go first," Charlie offered. "Do you want to wait here, Billy?"

"No. Not alone." Billy quickly clanbered after Charlie.
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The rough staircase began to curve and Charlie, directing the flashlight
downward, found Aivia at the bottom huddl ed agai nst an anci ent -1 ooki ng
door.

?Are you OK?" was Charlie's first question.

"?Course I'mnot. My knees hurt and |'ve bunped my head. | couldn't see
where | was going, could I?"

Charlie didn't want to nention the high heels. "Shall we pull you up? Do
you think you can stand?"

"Il try" Adivia grabbed the door handl e above her and gradually pulled
hersel f upright. She nust have been | eaning rather heavily on the rotten
door because there was a sudden crack and the old door fell inward with
AQivia on top of it.

"Yeeeee- 00000- ooow " she yel | ed.



There wasn't much point in telling her to be quiet. Charlie scranbled
after her. As he stepped onto the fallen door, the flashlight shone into
t he room beyond and Charlie saw somet hing so extraordi nary he had to
ignore Aivia for a noment and aimthe light farther into the room

"Ww " he nurnured. "It's amazing."
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"What is?" Oivia rolled over and got to her feet. Now she, too, could see.

The roomwas full of arnor, or rather pieces of arnor. There were al so
pi eces of netal figures. They lay on tables and chairs; they littered
the floor and hung fromthe walls. There were shiny skulls with holl ow
eyes and terrible nmetal grins; steel fingers clinging to boxes; netal
feet dangling from cabinets; arms, legs, ribs, and elbows all in tangled
heaps on the floor. Wrse than all that were the skel etons hanging from
the ceiling.

"Ugh!" said divia. "It's |ike Frankenstein's workshop."
Billy who had squeezed between them asked, "Wo's Frankenstei n?"

?A doctor who nade a nonster out of a dead man," divia told him

"Dead pieces," Charlie corrected.

Aivia grabbed his arm "Did you hear that?"

Charlie was about to ask what, when there came the thin tip-tap of
approachi ng footsteps. They weren't
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com ng fromthe rocky steps behind them but froma door at the far end
of the room

"Quick!" divia pushed both boys off the fallen door and into a cl oset
with a door standing slightly open. As soon as they were inside, she
pul | ed the door shut, but not before they'd had a glinpse of the things
in the closet.

AQivia and Charlie both clanped their hands over Billy's nmouth. He was,
after all, much younger than they were. And the closet was full of
skel et ons.

Charlie switched off the flashlight just as sonmeone entered the room A
light canme on. It shone through the cracks in the closet door and the
children were painted, |like zebras, in stripes of |ight and shadow.
Aivia just nmanaged to stop giggling. Squinting through a crack, Charlie
saw Dr. Bl oor noving between the stacks of arnmor and metal figures.

The shapes were now easier to see, and Charlie noticed that some were
animal s - dogs, cats, and even a rabbit. They're Dr. Tolly's, he

t hought. But how did they
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end up here, in a secret roomin Bloor's Acadeny? Wre they bought or



gi ven or stol en?

The big man swung around. He began to walk in the direction of the
closet. As he passed a netal dog he picked it up and wenched off the
tail. He bashed the dog's body against a table. It broke apart and a
stream of wheel s, cogs, springs, and screws poured out. Dr. Bl oor peered
at the shiny heap, grunted, and then swept themoff the table. He was
obvi ously searching for sonething and angry because he couldn't find it.
He turned his attention to the closet again, and wal ked purposefully
toward it.

They hardly dared to breathe. Aivia, Charlie, and Billy clutched one
another's hands. divia's long nails bit into Charlie's pal mand he was
on the point of yelling out, when a door opened with a | oud squeak and a
voi ce said, "I thought 1'd find you in here."
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CLUES AT LAST

That "ol d door's fallen in," said Dr. Bl oor

"Ch? Has someone been prying?"

"I doubt it. It's just the danp and old age."

"Mn | wonder," said a famliar voice.

?AIl this junk Tolly sent us..." Dr. Bloor kicked at a netal arm and it
rolled across the floor toward the closet. "Tricks, all of it. Wuere's
the real thing?"

"I told you, Dad. Mss Ingledew gave it to Charlie Bone."

"You can't be sure.”

AQivia's grip relaxed and Charlie was able to drag his hand away from
the painful nails. Billy had nomentarily forgotten the skel etons hangi ng
behi nd hi m and was now peering through the [argest crack in the door
"It's Manfred," he whi spered.

Charlie had al ready recogni zed the voice. "Shhh!" he whispered. "Listen."
"OfF course |'msure," said Manfred. ?Asa was wat chi ng.
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He saw Charlie come out of Ingledew s with a |arge black bag. Wo el se
woul d she give it to?"

Dr. Bloor grunted and | owered hinself into an ancient-I|ooking chair.

Cl ouds of dust billowed around himas he sank into the cracked | eat her
cushions. "Beats nme how the boy knew where to go. How he knew it was at
I ngl edew s. "

"It was the cats, naturally" said Manfred. "You know what they do -knock
things off tables, distract people. Somehow the boy got hold of that
phot ograph and then, of course, he had to take it back to the In-gl edew
worman. | bet you anything one of those cats got into Kwi k Foto when they
wer e packing. A nonment's distraction and -poof-wong photo in wong



envel ope. "

"I"ll skin those animals alive if | ever get hold of them ™ Dr. Bl oor
punched the arm of his chair and another cloud of dust whirled out. "The
very snell they | eave nakes ne feel ill."

"Sul fur," said Manfred.

211

?Age," said his father. "N ne hundred years of sneaking and neddling."

?And stealing and burning," said Manfred.

In the eerie gloomof the closet the three children gaped at one
anot her. "Nine hundred years," mouthed divia

Billy shook his head in disbelief. Charlie frowned and shrugged. Wy
not ? he thought. Stranger things are happening every day in this place.

"Tal ki ng of burning,” muttered Dr. Bloor. "Do we know for sure it was
the cats?"

"I told you, | saw them under nmy wi ndow when | was trying to put out the
flanmes."

?And you think the girl had sonmething to do with it?"
"OfF course. |I'd just given her a good beating."

"You shoul dn't have done that, Manfred," Dr. Bloor said sternly "It
won't help."

"I lost my temper. It makes ne nad when she's not respondi ng. She's
waki ng up, you know I can't keep
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her out for rmuch longer." Manfred gave a sigh of inpatience. "It's not
as if | haven't got enough to do, keeping an eye on Pilgrim"

?And howis that little problem com ng al ong?"

"I"'mnot sure. | may be imagining it, but | think he's changed since the
boy arrived. Perhaps we shouldn't have brought him here."

"W had to, Manfred. Coul dn't | eave himout there once we knew he was
endowed. "

"1 know | know'

Inside the closet, Aivia made a face and pointed at Charlie. "You," she
nout hed.

Charlie shrugged again. Wat did Dr. Bloor and his sinister son nean?
Who was the girl who was waki ng up? Wiy was Manfred keepi ng an eye on
M. Pilgrin? He listened intently for clues.

But Manfred and his father were beginning to nove away It seened that
Charlie was not going to learn any nore about hinself or the waking



girl. And then, just before Manfred left the room he said, "It won't be
l ong now Asa's been very vigilant. He's pretty
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sure that kid with the dog is hiding it. W just have to get the parents
out of the way and we'll have it."

"Manfred." Dr. Bloor's voice was distant now, but his words could be
clearly heard. "It has to be destroyed before it wakes her up."

The light in the roomwent out and the door cl osed.

For a few seconds the three children remained silent. Wen they were
sure they were alone, divia said, "Wll, that was interesting, wasn't it?"

"Let's get out of here," said Charlie. "lI've got a lot to tell you."

Billy was the first to leap out of the closet. He ran over the fallen
door and up the rocky steps before the others had even dusted thensel ves
of f.

They needn't have bothered with the dusting. By the tinme they had crept
out of the Da Vinci tower, they were, all three, covered in cobwebs
again. divia had a swllen ankle and cuts and brui ses on her knees, but
she refused to make a fuss. Charlie was inpressed. "I think you should
see Matron," he said. "There m ght
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be sonething nasty in all that dust, you know, an ancient bug or sonething."

"Matron? She's a dragon,” said Aivia. "She's bound to ask nme what |'ve
been doing. I'll just hide ny knees under sone tights and Mom can dea
with it tonorrow

Billy rem nded Charlie that he had sonething to tell them

"You bet | have," said Charlie. ?All that stuff Manfred and Dr. Bl oor
were tal king about, well, it made everything that's been happening to ne
make sense."

AQivia suggested they go to her dormitory as it was closer than the
boys'. "It's just three doors down this passage," she said. "W can get
cl eaned up before Matron starts her rounds.™

She spoke too soon. Matron had already started her rounds. Just as they
reached divia' s dormtory the door opened and Matron cane out. Only
then did Charlie discover why her voice had seened familiar. Matron was
Lucreti aYewbeam

O course, Billy and divia sinply recogni zed her
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as their school matron, but Charlie was so shaken he felt as though he'd
gotten punched in the stomach. He took a desperate gulp of air and

stuttered, ?Aunt L-L-Lucretial"

"Matron to you!" snapped Aunt Lucretia.



"I d-didn't know you were a matron," said Charlie, still in shock.
"We've all got to earn a living these days," said Matron Yewbeam

Clearly puzzled, divia and Billy turned fromCharlie to Aunt Lucretia
and back agai n.

"You're all filthy" Matron went on. "Were've you been?"

Aivia was ready for this one. Wthout a nmonment's hesitation she said,
"W were out in the garden and when we tried to cone in, the door was

| ocked, so we went around and found a wi ndow and clinbed into this enpty
really dirty room Well, really we fell in, because the wi ndow was quite
hi gh. "

Matron frowned. Did she believe Aivia? It was just possible that
someone had | ocked the garden door
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She said, "lI'd put you all on detention for another twenty-four hours,
but as it happens |I want mnmy day off too. So this tinme I'll let you off

with a warning."
"Thank you, Matron," divia said gushingly

"However!" Matron Yewbeam wasn't fooled that easily "You can all go to
bed, right now'

"But we've got another hour," Billy said bravely

"I't'll take you a whole hour to clean yourselves up," barked Mtron.
"OFf you go, right now' She turned to Adivia. ?And you'd better have
t hose knees cl eaned up!"

Leaving ADivia to Matron's far fromtender care, Charlie and Billy made
their way back to their own dornmitory

There was sonething to be said for an al nost enpty school, after all.
The water in the taps was hot. So far Charlie had only managed to get
one cold bath. Not that he enjoyed baths. But today he had the | ongest,
hottest bath he coul d renmenber

Five mnutes after the boys had clinbed into bed, there was a knock on
the door and divia bounced in. She was wearing a white vel vet ni ght gown
with big
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purple flowers all over it, and her purple hair had turned a nousy brown.
"Matron made me wash it," she informed the boys. "It was just spray-on
dye." She plopped herself at the foot of Charlie's bed. "So, what have
you got to tell us?"

"It's like this," began Charlie, and he told them everything that had
happened to him fromthe noment he saw t he photograph of the strange
man and the baby until he reached Bl oor's Acadeny ?All the tine |'ve
been thinking that the thing in the case was val uable, a precious thing



that coul d be exchanged for M ss Ingledew s niece, whoever she is. But
it seems that Dr. Bloor just wants to destroy it."

"Before it wakes the girl up," added Aivia. ?And the girl nust be the
st ol en baby"

"So, in away what's in the case is still valuable,"” said Billy "because
of what it can do. It's like a kind of spell."

"Hmm " divia swng her |egs. "Do you know what | think?" She didn't
wait for themto ask. "I think Manfred's hypnotized her. Perhaps she's
al ways been hypnotized, ever since she was stolen, or swapped, or
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what ever But it's wearing off a bit, so Manfred has to keep doing it, to
make sure she doesn't wake up and run away or renenmber who she really is."

"divia, you're brilliant," said Charlie. "To tell the truth, for a
while, | thought it was you."

"Me? No way | think I'd know if | was hypnotized." Qivia grinned. "I'm
pretty sure | can find out who she is, though.”

"How?" asked Charli e.

"Cbservation. I'mgood at that. If the baby was swapped ei ght years ago
and she was al nost two, then she's going to be about the same age as us.
She's bound to be endowed, because that's why Dr. Bl oor woul d have
wanted her. So, who fits the description? There aren't that many of you,
are there?"

"Twel ve," said Billy "Five are girls. Zelda's too old, she's thirteen
So's Beth. That | eaves Dorcas, Emlia, and Bindi."

"Can't be Dorcas,"” Aivia declared. "She's so cheerful. |'ve never seen
anyone | ess hypnotized."

"It's Emlia," Charlie exclained. "OF course, it is.
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Thi nk about it. She always looks as if she's in a kind of trance, and
she's afraid of Dr. Bloor."

"Who isn't?" asked Aivia. "But | think you're right. She's in ny
dormitory so I'll keep ny eyes open. Better go now Good ni ght, boys. See
you in the norning." divia bounced off the bed and out the door

She had hardly left the room when the voice of Lu-cretiaYewbeam barked
"Lights out!" And a white hand snaked around the open door and snapped
off the light.

For a nonent, both boys were silent. There were four enpty beds between
Charlie and Billy On the other side of the roomall the beds were enpty
It gave Charlie the creeps. He wondered what it was like to be Billy
alone in this big, dark room every weekend.

"Billy" he whispered. "Next weekend, can you cone hone with ne? WII
they let you?"



"Ch, yes," said Billy eagerly ve been to Fidelio's house. So, I'm
sure they'll let ne come to yours."

" Good. "
There was a creak, a soft shuffling, and a thin beam
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of flashlight approached Charlie's bed. Charlie could just nmake out
Billy's small figure in pale blue pajanas.

"Charlie, you know you said you can hear what people are saying in
phot ogr aphs?"

"Yes," said Charlie, uncertainly "Sometines."

A crunpl ed phot ograph was placed on his pillow

"Can you tell me what these people are saying?" asked Billy "They're ny
parents.

Charlie stared at the photo. He saw a young coupl e standi ng under a
tree. The woman was wearing such a pale dress she | ooked |ike a ghost.
She had bl onde, al nbst white, hair. They were both smiling, but only
with their nouths. The woman's eyes | ooked fearful, the man's angry

The voice that suddenly erupted in Charlie's ear gave himsuch a jolt
hi s head ducked forward as if he'd been hit.

Cone on, snile for your little boy, Ms. Raven. Is it so hard? There was
no m staking that cold, deep voice.

The young man said, You'll never get away with this.
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Look at ny son, M. Raven. Isn't he handsone, ny little Manfred? That's
right. Look into his eyes. Like lovely shiny coals, aren't they?

"Can you hear anything?" asked Billy

Charlie didn't know what to say. How could he leave Billy with those
awful words? He decided to lie, but before he could speak sonething
happened. Sonet hing that had never happened to himbefore. He began to
hear the young man's thoughts.

W can still get away. We'll take little Billy and drive far away, where
they' Il never find us. | wi sh that hoy wouldn't | ook at me like that.
H s eyes are like pitch!

"Wel | ?" asked Billy anxiously

"The woman..." Charlie's thoughts were racing. "The woman said, ?Be
qui ck, | nmust get back to little Billy?And the nan said, ?Yes, our baby

is very precious. He's going to be a star!?"

Even in the dimlight, Charlie could see Billy's happy smle



?Anyt hi ng el se?" asked Billy
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"No. Sorry"

"Did the person who took the photo say anything? | never found out who
it was."

"No, | didn't hear a thing." Charlie handed the photo back to Billy

"One day | might be adopted,"” said Billy "I'll have parents again, and
"Il be able to go honme |ike everyone else." He crept back to bed and,
in a few noments, he was fast asleep, the crunpled photo buried deep
under his pillow

Charlie lay awake for a long tine, trying to puzzle out what was goi ng
on at Bloor's Acadeny Babi es had been stol en, children had vani shed, and

fathers, too? A father he had thought was dead was still alive, but
didn't know who he was.

"Uncl e Paton," Charlie nurnured. "He can find out. | bet he already
knows a | ot nore than he admtted."

One nore day and Charlie would be at hone. Questions for Paton were
already formng in his mnd when he fell asleep at |ast.
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M ND GAMES

At breakfast the next norning, Charlie was relieved to find that Manfred
was absent fromthe table.

"He al ways sl eeps late on the weekends," Billy told him "He's up hal f
the night, you can see his candles burning fromour wi ndow'

"What's he doi ng?" Charlie murmnured.
"Practicing sorcery" said divia, rolling her eyes.
The trouble was, Charlie thought, divia was probably right.

"So he won't be watching us all norning, either?" he asked.

"Ch, no," Billy assured him "W'Ill have to go and work, of course. CQur
books will be all ready for us, and a sheet of questions to answer, but
we can talk and draw or do anything we like as long as we stay there
till twelve and finish the questions."

They made their way to the King's room where Charlie found a sheet of
very mean questions to
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answer. He was |ess than hal fway through when he remenbered Fidelio. "I
prom sed to go to the music tower at half past eleven,"” he told the
others. "Fidelio's coming to give ne a sign that he's noved the case."

"We'll cover for you," Aivia said brightly ?And if you haven't finished



your questions you can copy ny answers when you get back."

"Thanks," said Charlie gratefully He renenbered that he didn't know how
to get to the nusic tower. It would take himages to find the way
"Fidelio said you' d show me the way but if you're covering for ne..

"I"ll draw a map,"” said divia

She kept her word. As Charlie struggled with his questions, glancing at
the clock every five mnutes, Aivia drew out a neat plan of the
passages that led to the nmusic tower. She pushed it over to him

"Can you understand it?" she asked.

Charlie studied the map. "Yes. | go through the | ast door at the end of
the hall."

"That's it."
"It's nearly half past," said Billy
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Charlie |l eaped up. "W'll say you' ve gone to the bathroomif anyone
cones in," said divia.

Charlie wal ked to the door, opened it, and | ooked out. No one was there.
He gave Aivia and Billy a quick wave, stepped out into the passage, and
cl osed the door behind him

Following divia's map he reached the main hall and raced toward a smal
arched door near the mmin entrance. The ancient-I|ooking door seenmed to
be | ocked. Charlie's heart sank. He twisted the big iron ring that
served as a handle and, at the third attenpt, the door swung back
Charlie stepped into a dark passage and carefully | atched the door
behi nd hi m

He realized that he was now in a part of the building below Manfred's
room and he began to tiptoe.

The dark, stone passage led, at length, to an enpty roomat the bottom
of the tower. Charlie saw the door that Billy nmust have opened to | et
the cats in. It was now firmy bolted. Opposite the door, a flight of
stone steps ascended to the upper floors.

Charlie began to mount the steps that spiral ed
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upward, without rails or even a rope to cling to. He enmerged at | ast
into another enpty roomw th two wi ndows overl ooki ng the square. He
peered out. There was no sign of Fidelio. Perhaps he hadn't clinbed high
enough to get a good view Charlie nounted a second set of steps, and

t hen, without pausing on the next floor, clinbed quickly up to the
third. From here he could see the whole city It was a bright, cold
nmorni ng and, in the distance, the huge cathedral rose out of the mass of
surroundi ng roofs like a nmagnificent nonster, its golden spire tw nkling
in the sunlight.

Two figures suddenly ran past the fountain bel ow and stopped when they



reached the tower. They waved. Fidelio had brought Benjanmin with him

Charlie waved back. Had Fidelio managed to hide the case? Charlie lifted
his right thunb to the wi ndow and shrugged. He spread his hands. D d
t hey understand hi n?

Apparently not. Fidelio and Benjanin began to act in a very peculiar way
Benj ami n pull ed an inagi nary
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cord, while Fidelio stuck his hand behind himand wagged it, like a tail.

Charlie shook his head and shrugged. What were they doing? It didn't
make sense.

The two boys were obviously very excited about sonething, but Charlie
wanted to know if the case was safe. He tried to nmake shapes with his
hands, to nouth questions, "lIs it safe? The case? \Were is it?"

It was no use. Benjamin and Fidelio had sonething el se on their m nds.
Whatever it was, Charlie would have to wait until tonight to find out.
He gave anot her wave and was about to run down the steps when he heard
footsteps below him If he went through the door into the corridor he
m ght find hinself outside Manfred's room The only way out was up

As Charlie began to creep up to the fourth floor, distant nusic echoed
down the narrow stairwell. Sonmeone was playing a piano. Very beautifully
It was wonderful, rich, conplicated nmusic. The pianist seened to be
usi ng every note on the keyboard, and
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Charlie was drawn toward the sound as though by a nagic thread. He
didn't stop at the fourth floor but continued upward, slowy now, and

al nrost fearfully because he found that it was inpossible to stop. And he
was afraid of what he nmight find when he reached the top of the tower.

The room he finally stepped into was not enpty |like the others. This
roomwas full of nusic books. Piles of sheet nusic lay on the floor

shel ves of | eather-bound scores lined the walls: Mzart, Chopin,

Beet hoven, Bach, Liszt. Conposers' nanmes. Sone were famliar to Charlie,
others he'd never heard of.

Beyond a smal |l oak door a stream of piano nusic rose and fell. Charlie
touched the door handle. He twisted it and the door opened. He stood on
the threshold and gazed into the room It was enpty except for a huge

bl ack piano and the man sitting behind it: M. Pilgrim The strange

pi ano teacher | ooked straight through Charlie; he didn't even seemto be
aware of the open door, although the draft caused several papers to
float off the w ndowsill.
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Charlie wasn't sure what to do. He stood there, nesnerized, and then, at
| ast, he stepped into the roomand cl osed the door behind him M.
Pilgrimplayed on, now | ooking at his hands, now staring at the sky

beyond the wi ndows, his face blank, his eyes dark and unfathomabl e.

Far away the great cathedral clock began to chime out across the city



One, two, three... it was twelve o' clock, Charlie realized. He woul d be
| ate. The others woul d wonder where he was. Manfred m ght come | ooking
for him He turned to go but, suddenly M. Pilgrimstopped playing. He
appeared to be listening to the chinmes. Wen the clock struck twelve,
M. Pilgrimstood up. He saw Charlie standing by the door and frowned.

"I... I'"'msorry sir, | got lost," said Charlie, "and your nusic was
so... well, beautiful, sir, it kind of nade ne want to listen."

"What ?" said M. Pilgrim

"I't made nme want to listen, sir,
IIO,].II
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"I"'msorry to intrude," Charlie murmured. "1'd better go now'

"Wait." The strange teacher stepped around the piano and cane toward
Charlie. "Wo are you?"

"I"'mCharlie Bone, sir.
"Charlie?"
"Yes."

Charlie saw a flicker of interest in M. Pilgrims dark eyes, and then
it was gone. "l see," he muttered. "You'd better run along."

"Yes, sir." Charlie was gone in a second. He | eaped through the door and
down the spiraling steps in half the tine it took to clinb them He
managed to reach the King's room w t hout neeting anyone, except a
janitor who grinned and gave hima large wink as he tore across the hall.

"What' ve you been doi ng?" asked Aivia when Charlie burst into the room
"Manfred's been in here tw ce, asking where you were!"

"What did you tell hinP" said Charlie.
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"I said what we agreed on. That you were in the bathroont"
"Twi ce?" Charlie was worri ed.

"The second tinme | said you had a stomachache,"” Billy said gravely "But
| don't know if he believed ne."

At that noment, M. Paltry came in, collected the books, and told the
children to get ready for |unch.

Lunch was cheese sandwi ches and an apple each. The staff that were on
Saturday duty sat at the High Table, but Manfred and Dr. Bloor didn't
appear .

"They have their nmeals in the west wi ng on the weekends,"
"with Ms. Bloor and the rest of the famly"

Billy said,



Charlie was surprised. "There are nore Bl oors?"

?An old, old man," said Billy "I've never seen himbut Cook's dog told
me about him"

"I bet you learn a lot from Cook's dog," divia renarked.

"I do," said Billy
After lunch they were allowed into the garden and
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Qivia insisted they walk close to the ruin. Billy wasn't too eager, but
Charlie was curious.

"Come on, Billy" said Adivia. "W won't go in. W'll just take a | ook.
haven't played the ruin ganme, yet."

"Nor nme," said Charlie.

"Nor me," nmuttered Billy but he reluctantly followed the others up to
the dark rust-colored walls. They were at |east four nmeters high
Charlie reckoned, and massively thick. The great stones |oonmed out of
the trees like the boundary of sone |ost and ancient city The entrance
was a wi de archway and beyond this they could see a nbssy paved
courtyard with five shadowy passages |eading out of it.

Charlie thought of the girl who had vani shed and" shuddered. "Wat goes
on in there?" he nurnured.

Aivia guessed what was on his mnd. "I'mgoing to make sure |'m never
alone in there, not for one second. It gives nme the creeps, wondering
what happened to that poor girl. They say her cape was practically
shredded to bits."

"It was a wolf" said Billy
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?A wol f?" Charlie and AQivia stared at him

"Cook's dog told nme,"” said Billy "It never lies. Dogs don't. To be
precise, it said the thing was a kind of wolf. It lives in the acadeny
but it comes out to the ruin at night."

They found thensel ves | ooking up to the sky which was al ready beginning
to fill with evening clouds. Aivia took a step backward, and then she
ran across the grass dramatically how ing, "Nooooo! Noooooo! Nooooo!"
The others ran after her, laughing at her flying white | egs and funny
hi gh-pi tched wailing, although Charlie secretly admtted that there was
a bit of fright mixed up in all the laughter

They burst through the garden door and ran straight into Manfred.

"divia Vertigo, go and pack," he said coldly "Bone, cone with ne."

"Why?" asked Charlie, staring at the floor



Manfred said, "Because | told you to."
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Charlie was tenpted to run up to the dormtories with AQivia. Soon his
not her woul d be at the door. Surely Manfred couldn't stop him from goi ng
hone? On the other hand, perhaps he coul d.

Manfred turned away and snapped his fingers. Charlie grinned nervously
at his two friends and began to foll ow the ol der boy

"Good luck!" divia whispered.

Manfred led the way to the prefects' room Today it was enpty and
Manfred allowed Charlie to sit in one of the easy chairs, while he took
hi s usual place behind the | arge desk

"Don't |ook so petrified, Charlie!"™ Manfred attenpted to snile but he
wasn't very good at it. "lI'mnot going to eat you."

Charlie wasn't convinced. He kept his eyes on the floor

"I just want to know where you' ve put the case Mss Ingl edew gave you.
It belongs to us, you see." Manfred's tone was soft and persuasive, but
Charlie wasn't fool ed.
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"I don't know what you're tal king about," he said.

"OfF course you do, Charlie. It's no good to you. In fact it'll only
bring you trouble. Cone on, where is it?"

When Charlie didn't respond, Manfred began to get inpatient. "Look at
me, boy!" he barked.

Charlie kept his eyes on the floor

"How | ong do you think you can keep that up?" sneered Manfred. "Cone on
| ook at nme. Come on, just a quick look. It won't hurt."

Charlie found his gaze being slowy drawn to Manfred's pale face. He
couldn't stop hinmself If Manfred managed to hypnotize him all would be
| ost. He knew he would tell himeverything. And then another thought
occurred to him Perhaps he could fight Manfred. If he read his face and
listened to his thoughts, maybe he coul d break the ol der boy's control

So Charlie |looked at the thin, cold face and the coal -bl ack eyes, and he
tried to hear the voice of Manfred's thoughts. But no voice cane.

Instead a picture crept into his mnd, a picture of a man playing a piano.
236

"Stop it!" Manfred conmanded, "Stop doing this, Bone!"

But Charlie clung to his image, and now he could hear nusic, rich and
fast and very beauti ful

"Stop it!" shrieked Manfred.



A gl ass of water whizzed past Charlie and snashed agai nst the wall
behind him He |eaped out of the chair as a | arge book came flying at
him The next missile Manfred picked up was a gl ass paperwei ght, but
before he could throwit, the door opened and Dr. Bl oor |ooked in.

"What' s goi ng on?" he asked.

"He won't respond," hissed Manfred. "He keeps bl ocking ne. He can play
m nd ganmes, too."

"Interesting,"” said Dr. Bloor. "Very interesting. You shouldn't get in
such a state, Manfred. |'ve warned you. You nust control yourself."

Charlie glanced at the wall. Broken glass |lay across the back of the
chair he'd been sitting in, and a | arge wet stain darkened the
rose-col ored wal | paper.
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"Charlie, your nother's waiting," said Dr. Bloor. "CGo pack, inmmediately"

"Yes, sir," Charlie said eagerly He left the roomas fast as he dared.
Billy was waiting for himin the dormtory He wasn't alone. On the floor
besi de his bed lay the ol dest dog Charlie had ever seen. It was very fat
and its long, brown face was jso creased and folded it was difficult to
make out where its eyes and nouth were kept. It was panting heavily

whi ch wasn't surprising as it nust have conme up several staircases from
the kitchen. Its smell reminded Charlie of his nother's rotting vegetables.

"Isit allowed in here?" said Charlie anxiously

"No one knows about it," said Billy "I'mleft to nyself nobst of the
weekend, and even Matron goes home on Saturdays."

Charlie began to throw things into his bag. "I w sh you could come hone
with nme," he said. "It nmust be horrible in here at night."
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"I"'mused to it," said Billy "lI've got Blessed to talk to. We've got a

ot to discuss today"

"Bl essed?" Charlie regarded the winkled, dunpy creature at Billy's feet.
"It's a nice nane, isn't it?" said Billy

Charlie didn't argue. He would have liked to see just howBilly

conmuni cated with a dog, but he couldn't wait to get hone. He said
good-bye to Billy and raced down the many passages and staircases to the
hal I .
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THE | NVENTORS TALE

Ms. Bone was sitting in one of the | arge carved chairs near the main
doors. Charlie didn't see her at first because she was hi dden behind Dr.

Bloor's burly frame. He was talking to her very earnestly and Amy Bone
| ooked as anxious as a schoolgirl who had just done somethi ng wong.



When she saw Charlie she gave hima tiny wave and smil ed nervously

Dr. Bloor swung around. ?Ah, there we are, then," he said, trying to
sound cheerful. "I1've just been telling your nother how well you' ve done
in your first week, apart fromthe little -er -m sdemeanor with the cape."
"Yes, sir." Charlie wondered how he was going to explain the torn cape
to his mother. He would just have to hide it, he decided.

Ms. Bone stood up, gave Charlie a quick peck on the cheek, and whisked
hi m t hrough the doors before any nore coul d be said.
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"Have a good weekend," called Dr. Bloor, ignoring the fact that the
weekend was hal f over.

"Yes, sir," said Charlie, neglecting to add thank you.

H's mother didn't nention the m sdeneanor. "I hope you don't mind
wal ki ng, Charlie. It's not quite dark enough for Paton to come out and
couldn't manage to find the taxi fare. And as you mi ssed the school bus..."

"Sorry Mom"

"It wasn't fair to give you detention on your first week," she said
hotly "But we'll forget it, shall we? Maisie's got all your favorite food."

Charlie already felt hungry
They crossed the square with the fountain and wal ked down the alley that
led to High Street. It was only when they were hal fway down Hi gh Street

that Charlie becane aware of an old nan keeping pace with themon the
ot her side of the road.

Charlie knew who it was, inmediately The disgui se was hopel ess. None of
the old man's clothes fitted properly and his white beard was obviously
fal se.
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It just didn't match the bright red hair that stuck out at the back of
the ratty old cap.

"Can you walk a bit faster, MnP?" asked Charlie. "W're being foll owed."
"Fol | owed?" Ms. Bone stopped and | ooked back. "Wo's follow ng us?"

"Just a boy" Charlie told her. "He's on the other side of the road. It's
silly because he knows where | live. He just seens to |like stal king people."

"Come on, Charlie!™ Ms. Bone grabbed Charlie's armand pulled hi mdown
another narrow alley "It'll take us longer this way but | can't stand to
be foll owed. "

Thi s had happened to his nother before, Charlie realized. It was soon
after their wedding that his father had begun to | ook over his shoul der
Charlie's nmother had told him But who had been foll owi ng themthen?

Ms. Bone now took a route through the narrow alleys that was conpletely



new to Charlie. "I haven't been this way for a long tinme, but it hasn't
changed much. Ah, here we are!" As she said this, they emerged into the
small square in front of the cathedral. "Ch!"
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she excl ai med, and she put her hand to her heart, as if the sight of the
huge buil ding had taken her breath away "Your father used to play the
organ here," she nurnured. "But | haven't been back since... since he

st opped. "

She increased her pace, as if she could hardly wait to get away fromthe
pl ace and, of course, they found thensel ves passing | ngl edew s bookshop.
"I know the | ady who lives here,"
t he wi ndow "Can we go in?"

Charlie said, stopping to peer into

"It's closed,"” his nother said quickly "Look at the sign." And then, as
they hurried on, she added, "Paton was here | ast night. He came hone
with a bag full of books. Something has gotten into your uncle lately -
he's not hinself at all."

Was Uncl e Paton raising his head at |ast?

Mai si e had seen them coming | ong before they clinmbed the steps to nunber
ni ne. Wen Charlie stepped through the kitchen door, the kettle was on
and a feast was laid out on the table.

"They'd no right to keep you fromus for another
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whol e day" cried Maisie, giving Charlie a suffocating hug.

"He broke the rules,” said a voice fromthe rocker by the stove. "He's

got to learn." Grandma Bone frowned at Charlie. "Look at your hair, boy!
Didn't you take a conb to school ?"

"Yes," said Charlie, "but the matron's not too fussy about our hair, and
you know who | mean by the matron!"

?Aunt Lucretia, of course," snapped G andma Bone.

This was a great surprise to Maisie and Any who gaped at G andnma Bone in
amazenent .

"Way didn't you tell us?" exclainmed Charlie's nother

"Why should I?" sniffed the old woman. She returned to the book she'd
been readi ng as though nothi ng had happened.

"Well," said Maisie. "Sone people take the cake."

Grandma Bone ignored this remark, just as she ignored the hearty tea
that the other menbers of the house were settling into, excluding Paton
of course.

Charlie thought to ask after his uncle, but G andma
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Bone | ooked so frosty he decided not to. He didn't want any nore
argunents, he just wanted to fill hinself with good food and then go and
see Benj ami n.

"And where are you off to?" G andma Bone demanded after tea when Charlie
made for the front door

"He's going to see his friend, of course,” said Misie.

?And why is that?" asked Grandma Bone. "It's his duty to stay with his
famly on his weekends at hone."

"Don't be silly Gizelda," said Maisie. "Of you go, Charlie."

Charlie shot out the door before G andma Bone coul d open her nouth
again. He ran across to nunber twelve, where he found not only Benjamn,
but Fidelio as well. They seened very excited and i nredi ately dragged
Charlie into the kitchen where the remains of pizza, chips, bananas, and
cookies littered the kitchen table. Runner Bean was enjoying the bits
that had fallen to the floor, but he nmade a great fuss over Charlie when
he cane in, jumping up and licking his face with a very sticky tongue.
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Charlie managed to break away from Runner Bean, while Benjam n began to
expl ai n what had happened. It seenmed that an inportant discovery had
been nade.

"It was Fidelio," said Benjam n. "You know the voice in the dog you gave
me, well, Fidelio said perhaps if we ran the tape forward there m ght be
nore. And there was. A lot nore.”

"So that's what you were trying to tell me this nmorning," said Charlie
H s friends' strange antics suddenly rmade sense. "You were pretending to
pull a dog's tail."

"Didn't you realize?" Fidelio grinned. "Sit down, Charlie, and listen to
an anmazi ng story"

Charlie noticed that his friends had already nanaged to haul Dr. Tolly's
case out of the cellar. He pulled up a chair and sat at the table. The
nmetal dog stood in the center, surrounded by cardboard and crunbs.

"Listen," said Fidelio. He pulled the dog's tail and, as soon as Dr.
Tolly's famliar voice began to give instructions, Fidelio pressed the
dog's left ear and forwarded the tape. "Now' he said. "Here it cones."
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When Dr. Tolly spoke again, his voice sounded different, nore urgent and
sorrowmful. Charlie pulled his chair closer

My dear Julia, the voice began, if you are listening to this you have

di scovered the secret of nmy beloved child; the child who was once Emma
Tolly and now has another nane. | hope you have found a safe place for
the box marked Tolly Twelve Bells. | could not send the key or instruct
you how to open it because | can trust no one, Julia. They listen at ny
door, they steal ny letters, and, by the time you hear this nessage they
will have stolen nmy life. | knowit. | amalready weak. | cannot |eave



nmy bed. My eneni es have poi soned nme, Julia, and it is just punishment
for what | did to ny child.

And so now | shall tell you howit came about, how | found nyself in
this sorry predicament. As you know, | decided to hand over our little
Emma. It was greed that drove ne. What they offered in return for ny
daughter was the nost exciting challenge of ny life. They gave ne a
replica of my ancestor, the knight from Tol edo with the sharpest sword

inthe world. | was to bring it to life - how arrogant | was to
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believe that | could. For five years | toiled. To no avail. | amonly a
scientist, not a nagician. Wen Emma was seven, | asked themto return

her. They refused. | had failed in ny task, they said.

At this point Benjam n sneezed, breaking the spell that Dr. Tolly's
conpel ling voice had cast over them

"Well, it's interesting,"” said Charlie. "But it doesn't tell us very nuch.
"Poisoning is very interesting," said Benjanin

"Listen," commanded Fidelio, stopping the tape. "The next part is the
best. It's where everything happens.™

Benjam n and Charlie were dutifully silent while Fidelio started the
tape again. Once nore Dr. Tolly's deep voice resounded fromthe netal dog

Julia, they promsed | could see her, visit her. | thought it would be a
good life for little Emma, surrounded by a loving family - a nother, a
father, and a brother-rather than remaining with me, a crusty,
absent mi nded man. But they were supposed to tell her who she really was
so that one day, she m ght choose to
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return to ne, and to you, dear Julia. That was nmy hope. That was before
I knew what Manfred could do.

Charlie | ooked at Fidelio, who rolled his eyes. Benjan n whispered, "Is
that the... ?" "Shh!" said Fidelio

Remenber the day, continued Dr. Tolly remenber | canme to the shop first,
and you dressed little Emma in her new white dress and tied a ribbon in
her hair. But you wouldn't cone with us to the square in front of the
cathedral. If only you had.

There were four of them- Bloor and his wife and son, and the old nan.
The boy was about eight at the tine. They placed a case at ny feet and,
i ndeed, there was a figure init; thenl lifted ny little girl and the
old man held out his arnmns.

That's when it happened, Julia. Wen everything went wong. As the great
cl ock above us began to chinme, a man cane out of the cathedral.

recogni zed himinmmediately. It was the young organi st. The choir was
still singing when he came toward us. He lifted his hand and said,
"Stop! You can't do this!"
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As he stepped in front of me, the old man struck himin the face. The
organi st struck back, and the old nman fell on the stones, hitting his
head. He screamed with pain. And then | noticed Manfred staring at the
young man; his eyes were like fiery coals. The organi st covered his face
with his hands and sank to his knees.

By this time Emma was crying with fright, but Manfred turned his
terrible eyes on ne, and | found nyself putting my screaming child into
his arms. As the cathedral clock struck twelve, he | ooked at her and she
stopped crying. She seened to be transfixed.

| was a coward, Julia. | did a terrible thing then. | ran away. | picked
up the case and fled down those narrow alleys as though all the fiends
of hell were behind ne.

Later, | found out that they'd sent Emma to another fam ly. They refused
to tell me where. The old man was crippled for life by his fall. As for
t he young organist, | never saw himagain. | realized that both he and

my little Emma had been worse than hypnotized. They were spell bound for
life, unless | could find a way to wake themup. And so | did, Julia. At
least | believe | did. In the case marked Tolly Twelve Bells there is a
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sound that m ght wake our little Emm. The Bloors found out what | was
doi ng and, of course, they want to destroy mnmy invention. |If you press
the letters on the side, one by one, firmy and carefully, it will open.

"So that's how it opens," said Charlie.

"Wait!" Fidelio raised his hand. "Listen to this!"

| alnmost forgot, said Dr. Tolly's voice. Wiy did they want ny child? W
were students together, Dr. Bloor and I. It was natural that | confide
inm old friend. Certainly, |I could tell no one else. Emma can fly. It

happened only once, when she was a few nonths old. But who knows...?

Take care, Julia. This recording is finished. The courier is at the
door. Farewel .

"What do you think?" asked Fidelio. "Quite a story isn't it? |maginel
That girl, whoever she is, can fly"

"We think it's Emlia Mon," Charlie nmurnmured. "And the organist..."
"\What about the organist?" said Fidelio.
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"Not hi ng," said Charlie. The young organi st m ght have been his father
but how could they find himnow? He could be anywhere. First they nust
wake Emma Tolly and then, perhaps, one day his father

Fidelio was eager to put plans into action as soon as possible. "W've
got to get that case out of here, tonight," he said. "Now we know what

it can do."

?Asa's on ny trail again," said Charlie. "He'll be watching every nove
we make. "



"No problem" said Fidelio. He showed Charlie the huge xyl ophone case
he'd brought along. "My dad said he'd pick me up fromhere by car. If
you and Benjam n start wal king around the block, Asa will probably
follow you. Dad's conming in about ten mnutes, so with any |uck, Asa
won't be around to see ne take the xyl ophone case out to the car. If he
does, he might think it's just a rnusical instrunment."

They all agreed this was a very good plan. Dr. Tolly's case was lifted
into the enpty xyl ophone case and Charlie and Benjanin set off for the
park. It was dark by now, but with Runner Bean boundi ng besi de them
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they felt quite safe. They soon becane aware of Asa's badly disguised
figure, sneaking fromtree to tree on the other side of the road, but
they tried not to show that they had seen him

After twenty mnutes of wal king around, Charlie and Benjanmin returned to
nunber twelve, Filbert Street. Fidelio and the big case had di sappear ed.

"We did it!" cheered Benjanin

"Good old Fidelio," said Charlie. "lI'd better get home now. See you
t onor r ow'
"W'|| take the tape to Mss Ingledew, shall we?"

"CGood idea," said Charlie.

He ran back across the street, eager to tell his uncle everything that
had happened. Paton was standing, very conveniently alone in the hall
but he was in no nood for secrets. He was about to go out. He was
wearing a very smart black suit and, amazingly a purple bowtie. H's
hair had been cut and his face | ooked very white and freshly shaven. He
snel | ed of something spicy rather than the usual mxture of ink and old

paper .
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"Ww " said Charlie. "Were are you goi ng, Uncle Paton?"

Pat on | ooked enbarrassed. "You asked me to get a key for you," he said,
"fromMss Ingledew " "W don't need it now, ? whispered Charlie.
Paton took no notice. "I er..."
I ngl edew out to dinner."

he cleared his throat. "I'mtaking Mss
"Real ly!" This was news indeed. As far as Charlie could renenber, Paton
had never, ever taken anyone out to dinner

H's uncle |l owered his voice and, leaning close to Charlie, he said,
"Grizelda's not very happy about it."

"She woul dn't be," said Charlie with a grin.

Uncl e Paton patted himon the shoul der, wi nked, and left. It was a very
dar k ni ght.

Charlie felt quite excited for his uncle. He silently w shed hi m good



luck and an accident-free night.

Grandma Bone had shut herself in her room so there was a nice peaceful
at nosphere in the kitchen. Maisie and Charlie's nother were both reading
magazi nes. They | ooked up when Charlie came in, eager to
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hear all about his first week at the new school. Charlie told themthe
funny interesting bits. He left out Gabriel Silk and his strange
assertion that Charlie's father was not dead. He also left out the part
about the cape. He would have to find an explanation for that |ater

He was allowed to stay up nmuch later than usual. Wth G andma Bone out
of the way there was no one to insist on an early bedtine. Besides, it
was Sunday the next day and his nother assured himhe could stay in bed
as long as he wanted. But at length Charlie's eyes began to cl ose, he
yawned several tinmes, and had to admt that he was in danger of falling
asl eep. Kissing Maisie and his nother good night, he went to bed.

Charlie couldn't have said how | ong he'd been asl eep before he becane
awar e of something strange going on. There were slow steps outside his
door. Up and down. Up and down. The stairs creaked and someone crossed
the hall. Tired as he was, Charlie slipped out of bed and ti ptoed
downstairs.
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Uncle Paton was sitting at the kitchen table, where a single candle
flickered mournfully He had flung his coat and tie on the floor and his
face was buried in his fol ded arns.

?Uncl e Paton, what is it?" Charlie whispered. "What happened?”

H's uncle wouldn't reply He just groaned. Charlie pulled out a chair and
sat opposite his uncle, waiting for himto recover fromwhatever it was
that had caused such terrible despair.

At last Paton lifted his head and said, "Charlie, it's all over."

"What is?" said Charlie.

"I couldn't help nyself,"” Paton said pensively "It was bound to happen
Qur friend, Mss Ingledew, |ooked so stunning. She wore a bl ack dress
and her hair was piled on her head, and her neck was as white as a
swan's... well, | was bow ed over."

"Of course,” said Charlie.

"I restrained nyself until the pudding."

"Ch. That was good."
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"No, it wasn't," noaned Paton, "although | suppose she did enjoy nost of
the meal . "

"What did you have?"



"Oysters. A Caesar salad. Roast duck and a pavl ova puddi ng."
"Yum " said Charlie, who didn't know what any of it was, except the duck

"But the wine went to ny head, and | was so intoxicated, so happy" Paton
si ghed hugely "There was a candle on our table, so that was all right,

but behind Julia, on the wall, there was a light in a red shade and -
poof-off it went. d ass everywhere. Al over her hair and her |ovely
bl ack dress. | junped up and anot her one went off at the next table.

| magi ne ny distress.”

"But they didn't know it was you," said Charlie.

?Ah, that's when | nmade a fool of nyself. ?Sorry sorry' | cried, and
anot her |anp shattered. Then another. | rushed out, still apol ogizing.
was so enbarrassed. | couldn't stay in there, every light in the

restaurant woul d have expl oded. "
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"Never mind," said Charlie soothingly "I'"msure you'll think of an
expl anati on for Mss Ingledew. "

"But, Charlie, | didn't pay the bill!" cried Paton. "I magi ne her
di sgust. She thinks I'ma coward, frightened of a few popping
lightbul bs, and | left her to pay the bill."

"You'll just have to tell her the truth," said Charlie.

"Nooo!" Uncl e Paton gave a thundering noan of despair. "We' re dooned,
Charlie. You and |I. Dooned in our differences. In our horrible famly
afflictions.”

"We're not," said Charlie fiercely "Please pull yourself together, Uncle
Paton. |'ve got sonething very inportant to tell you, and | really need
you to concentrate." Uncle Paton laid his head on his fol ded arns again,
and this time he didn't seeminclined to nove. So Charlie began to
recount everything Dr. Tolly had said on the tape. At last Paton lifted
his head, and Charlie had his full attention

"Good Lord," said Paton, as Charlie cane to the part that concerned the
organi st, "Lyelll™

"I't was nmy father, wasn't it?"
258
"Must' ve been," said Paton. "Go on, Charlie."

By the time Charlie had finished the strange story of Dr. Tolly Paton
was beginning to | ook nuch nore lively

"My dear boy this is all too extraordinary for words," he said. "Tragic,
too. So tragic. That poor child. And your father -how | wi sh | could
have prevented that. There's no doubt at all, in my mnd, that in trying
to save the child, he sealed his own fate."

"But Uncle Paton, ny father's still alive," said Charlie.

"What? No, |'msorry Charlie, you nust be wong."



Charlie told his uncle about Gabriel Silk, the blue cape, and his

father's tie. "I don't see why he would lie," said Charlie. "You should
have seen him Uncle Paton. He knows these things. Just like | hear
voi ces and Manfred can hypnotize... and you can expl ode |ight-bul bs."

"I suppose | must believe you, Charlie. But | saw the place where the
car went into the quarry Your father couldn't have gotten out, and if he
did, where is he now?"
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Charlie gave a gloony shrug. He didn't know the answer, but it was
interesting to learn that no one had found his father's body. "I think
Grandma stopped them from fini shing Dad of f because he was her son. But
she I et it happen, the accident and everything, because she coul dn't
make hi m do what she wanted. They were all in it, the Bloors and the
Yewbeans, all except you, Uncle Paton. If anyone stands in their way or
does sonething they don't like, they finish themoff, or hide them or
make them forget who they are.”

"Ch, dear boy!" Paton suddenly banged the table with his fist. "I blane
nmysel f. Keeping one's head down is just not good enough. | knew
somet hing was going on, | can't deny it. Those sisters of mine were

plotting and whi spering; they had secret neetings, and there were visits

fromDr. Bloor and his ghastly grandfather Ezekiel, and | took no notice."

"Grandf ather?" said Charlie, somewhat surprised
?Yes, grandfather,"” said Paton. ?An evil old man if ever there was one.
He nust be over a hundred by now. One evening | got a phone call from

Lyell. He had discovered
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t hat somet hi ng was goi ng on and he wanted my advice. In those days he
lived on the other side of the city with you and your mother. | said
woul d nmeet himoutside the cathedral."” Paton covered his face with his

hands. "I didn't go, Charlie," he nopaned. "I forgot. | was working on ny
book, you see. But what's a book conpared with a life? | never saw your
father again."

In spite of the dreadful and nysterious events surrounding his father's
di sappearance, Charlie felt rather proud. His father had tried to
prevent sonething evil from happening.

"Uncl e Paton, tomorrow ' mgoing to take Dr. Tolly's tape to M ss
I ngl edew, ? he said. ?And while I"'mthere, I'Il try and expl ain things
for you about the exploding glass and everything."

"It's very good of you," Paton said sadly "but I'mafraid ny prospects
there are dooned."

"They're not," Charlie retorted. He suddenly realized that he and his
uncl e had been making quite a noise. Wiy wasn't G andna Bone thunpi ng
the floor or stonping downstairs to poke her nose into things?
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"What' s happened to G andma?" he asked.



Paton smiled for the first time that night. "I put something in her
mlk. She won't wake up for hours. Probably not until teatine tonorrow'

Charlie burst out giggling. He couldn't help hinself Laughing nerrily he
and his uncle clinbed the stairs together, their problens forgotten. For now
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BI LLY' S DARK BARGAI N

When Billy Raven told Charlie that he didn't mnd being alone in the
long dormitory it wasn't strictly true. In fact, Billy dreaded Saturday
nights. He found it difficult to sleep knowi ng he woul d have to spend
anot her whol e day and ni ght on his own.

True, Bl essed kept himconpany in his way but the old dog's know edge of
humans was linmited. Hi s conversation was full of animl events and

ani mal feelings and, now that he was getting old, he nmpaned constantly
about his ailments. Billy synpathized, but he would rather have had
another boy to talk to, or even a girl.

There were ot her orphans at the acadeny Billy knew this, but they had

all been adopted by nice, friendly famlies. Billy often wondered why no
one had ever wanted to adopt him He decided it was because he | ooked so
strange; perhaps people were afraid of his white hair and dark red eyes.
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Across the courtyard, the candles in Manfred's room shone |like eerie
little stars. Billy watched themfor a while, then, |eaving the curtains
open, he clinbed over Blessed and got into bed. Hi s head had barely
touched the pill ow when the old dog gave a snort and sat up

"Billy's wanted, " said Bl essed.

"Who wants nme?" asked Billy slightly al arned.

"ad man. Now | show'

"Now? But it's dark and ... and ... why does he want ne?"
"Bl essed not know Cone now'

Billy put on his slippers, took his flashlight froma drawer, then
wrappi ng hinself in his bathrobe, followed Bl essed out of the dornmitory

The battery in Billy's flashlight had run very | ow and he could barely
see Blessed's tail as it swng in front of him Billy kept meaning to
ask one of the other boys to get hima battery but he wasn't sure who to
ask. Next weekend he woul d be going home with Charlie. Charlie would get
hima new battery he was sure
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Bl essed was wal ki ng much faster than usual and Billy had to run a few
paces to keep up with the old dog. Wen Bl essed cane to a staircase,
however, he sl owed down. He heaved hinself upward, panting desperately
At the top of the staircase the air was thick and warm Now t hey were
entering the Bloors' famly quarters. Billy shuddered to think what



woul d happen if Manfred found hi m outside his door

?Are you sure this isn't a mstake?" Billy asked the dog. "Do you think
you coul d be wong?"

"Bl essed never wong," snorted the dog. "Follow'

Billy foll owed, al ong passages that reeked of candles, and then up
anot her staircase and into a shadowy area where flickering gas jets

hi ssed and popped fromthe wall, and cobwebs hung linply fromthe dark
crunmbling ceiling.

"Nice snell," Blessed comrent ed.

"Nice?" said Billy "It's like bad eggs and ... and dead things."

"Nice," said Blessed. He had reached a bl ack door with a huge brass
handl e. The paint was scarred by a
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patch of deeply scored lines and, as Blessed lifted a
paw and began to scratch at the door, Billy realized
what they were. Cbviously the old dog canme here

of ten.

After three scratches, a cracked and haughty voice
said, "Enter!"

Billy turned the handle and went in. He found hinself in an

extraordi nary room The only light came froma fire that burned in a
massi ve stone fireplace at the end of the room Beside the fire sat an
old man in a wheelchair. Strands of thin white hair hung linmply froma
red wool en cap, and beneath the cap the old man's bony face protruded
like a skull; the eyes were so deep and dark, the cheeks so hollow, and
the lips so thin they were hardly there, and yet the dreadful mouth
smled when Billy cane in.

"Come closer, Billy Raven." The old man beckoned with a |l ong, tw sted
finger.

Billy swall omed and approached. The heat in the roomwas stifling and
Billy couldn't imagine why the old man wore a wool en shaw around his
shoul ders.
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He took a few steps into the room and stopped. Bl essed waddl ed past him
and | ay beside the fire, panting.

"It's very hot in here, sir,” Billy said, gasping for air.

"You'll get used to it. My doggie loves a fire, don't you, Percy?" The
old man grinned fondly at the dog, though it was hard to tell. He m ght
have been scow i ng.



"I thought he was Cook's dog, sir.

"He thinks he's Cook's dog because | can't take himfor wal ks anynore.
Can |, Percy?"

"He told nme his nane was Blessed.” Billy ventured a little farther into
the room

"His nane is Percival Pettigrew Pennington Pitt. He just thinks he's
Bl essed."” The old man gave a cackle. "Do you want some cocoa, Billy?"

Billy had never had cocoa. He didn't know what to say

"I't's hot and sweet and gives you wonderful dreans. The old man's
crooked finger beckoned again. "There's a saucepan of mlk warm ng by
the fire. And on ny little table there, you'll find two blue nmugs with
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cocoa and sugar in them already mxed. You just pour that milk into the
cups and stir away and then we can have a nice little chat, can't we,
Billy?"

?Yes," said Billy He carried out the old man's instructions and soon he
was sitting in a big, confortable chair, very nuch enjoying his first
cup of cocoa.

The old man took a few noisy slurps and then said, "Well now, Billy I
expect you're wondering who I am |'m M. Bloor Senior Senior. Ha, ha!"
There came anot her unheal t hy-soundi ng cackle. "But | am al so Ezekiel. You
can call me M. Ezekiel."

"Thank you," said Billy

"Good! Good! Now, Billy you've got a problem haven't you?You haven't
been adopted, have you? No. And that's a pity isn't it? Wuld you like
to be adopted, Billy? Have nice, kind, cheerful parents?"

Billy sat up. "Yes!" he said.

There seened to be a small flicker in the fathonl ess eyes. "Then you
shall, Billy |I've got just the nomand dad for you. They're wonderfu
people and they're very very excited to have you."
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"Real ly?" Billy could hardly believe it. "But how do they know ne?"

"We've told themall about you. They know how cl ever you are, and what a
good boy you' ve been, and they' ve seen your school photo."

"So they know about..." Billy touched his white hair.

M. Ezekiel gave one of his sinister smles. "They know you're an
al bino, and it doesn't worry themat all."

"Ch." Billy felt quite dizzy with excitement. He took a | ong gulp of the
sweet, rich cocoa to steady his nerves.

M. Ezekiel was now staring at himintently "If we arrange this adoption



for you, Billy you will be expected to do sonething for us in return.”
"I see," Billy said uncertainly

"You' ve made a new friend, haven't you? A boy in your dormitory called
Charlie Bone?"

The old man's tone was kind and gentle, and Billy was reassured. "Yes,"
he sai d.
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"I want you to tell ne everything he does; where he goes, who he tal ks
to, and, nost inportant of all, what he says. Do you think you can do
that?" The old man | eaned forward and fixed Billy with his chilling

bl ack eyes.

"Yes," Billy whispered. "I'"mgoing to stay with himnext weekend, if |I'm
al | owed. "
"You will be allowed, Billy It would be perfect. And now you can tell ne

everything that you have | earned about himso far."

Wth the prospect of living forever with kind and wonderful parents,
Billy eagerly told the old nman everything he wanted to know He didn't
think that it would hurt Charlie, and even admitted his own part in
spying on Dr. Bloor in the Da Vinci tower.

M. Ezekiel frowned when he heard this and cursed under his breath; but
he qui ckly assunmed an expression of kindly interest while Billy
continued to recount all the details he could remenber. There was one
thing about Charlie that he didn't tell the old man.
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He couldn't tell himthat Charlie knew his father was alive because
Billy had not heard Gabriel's conversation with Charlie about the blue tie.

"Thank you, Billy" said M. Ezekiel when Billy had finished. "You nmay go
now The dog will take you back to your dormitory Percy get up!"

Bl essed blinked and stood up, rather shakily

Billy slid out of the confortable chair and put his enpty nmug on the
table. "When will | see ny new parents, sir?" he asked.

?AIl in good tine/The old nman's voice had |ost any trace of warnth. "You
have to keep your part of the bargain first."

"Yes, sir." Wth Blessed panting at his side, Billy wal ked to the door
where he turned and said, "Good night, sir. Wen shall |..."

"The dog will bring you." M. Ezekiel dismssed himwith an inpatient wave.
When the old man was al one, he pointed his deformed finger at the
saucepan. Slowy the pan lifted into the air and, as the old man

beckoned, it flew
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gently toward an enpty nug. "Pour," said M. Ezekiel. The pan tipped
forward and poured a few drops of warmmnilk into the mug, the rest
dri pped on the old man's wool en shaw . "Fool!" shouted M. Ezekiel
"WIl you never |earn?"

The hot room seened to have exhausted Blessed. It took hima long tine
to reach the dormitory by which time Billy's flashlight had lost all its
remai ning strength, and he had to walk with his hand on the old dog's
head. Bl essed knew the way even in the utter darkness and stopped only
once, to say "Ears bad. Don't touch."

"Sorry" said Billy

"Need drops," nmuttered Blessed. "Billy get sone?"

Billy didn't see how he could. "I'Il try" he said.

When they reached the dormitory they found Cook paci ng anxi ously

out side. She was a snmall, round person with dark, graying hair and very

rosy cheeks. The sort of person you woul d expect a cook to be.

"I'"ve been | ooking everywhere for that bl essed dog," said Cook. "He's
got to have his nedicine."
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"He says he needs drops for his ears,” Billy told her

"Does he?" Cook knew about Billy's relationship with Bl essed. "He needs
drops for just about everything, doesn't he? WereVe you been, young Billy?"

"I"ve been to see the old man."

"You poor thing.'
were you."

Cook gave a kindly sigh. "1'd get back to bed if I
Billy said good night to Cook and Bl essed and went to bed. He |ay awake
for along time, trying to inagi ne what his new parents would be |ike.
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A RING NG CHANTI NG SHI NI NG KNI GHT

It was a real joy to get up on Sunday norning, know ng that G andna Bone
woul d still be asleep. Charlie |eaped out of bed and went down to eat a

huge breakfast with Misie and his nother

"I expect you've had a |ot of nasty breakfasts lately haven't you,
Charlie dear?" asked Misie.

"Five," said Charlie. He told them he was going to be spending sone tine
with Benjamin and to make up for it, he would wash up his breakfast things.

H s nmot her wouldn't hear of it. "You go and have a good time while you

can," she said, cheerfully waving hi maway
Benj am n | ooked worried when he let Charlie in. "lI've had a letter from
nmy parents," he said.

"I thought they lived here," said Charlie.



"So did |. But they nust have left early this norning. | sort of
renmenber Momcoming in to give nme a
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kiss when it was still dark. When | woke up | found the letter on ny
pillow' Benjamin led Charlie into the kitchen where Runner Bean was
finishing off his cornfl akes.

"Can | read it?" asked Charli e.

Benj ami n handed himthe letter. It had obviously been witten in haste
because the witing rushed across the page in big, |ooping scraws. It said:

Qur dear Benjamn

As uou ItnoW We hre yri\?t\te detectives. Just lately W kti Ve botk
been Working on the- sa-tne case. Tke case of tke m ssina w ndow
cleaner. It kas tak&n uy all our time ani~quite. exkaustet{us, anc( W
are so sorru, <{ear ~E>enjanmin, tkat WeVe ka<{ to | eaVe uou all on uour
oWwh so often. W WIIl make uy for it wken We cone kone.

Tki s bunas us to the reason for our letter. The stranae case of tke

m ssi na W ndow cl eaner kas just taken an excitina turn. W Ve receive®
information tkat ke may Wtrayye” in a caVe in 5cotlan<{, so we
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fart aoina uv tktre riakt now, before ke ftisfayyefars faafain.

TpJfLt cfare of yourself, t(efar 'fcenjfamn

Lots of | oVe,

Mom fanc( Pfa((.

f .6. Anice- Ifacfa fromsocial services is comna to | ook. After uou
until We aetlrfacX

"I don't like the part about the nice |ady" said Charlie, when he had
finished the letter. "People have different ideas about nice."

?As long as she's nice to Runner, | don't nind," said Benjamn.

The two boys decided to go to Ingledew s i medi ately Benjam n had taken
t he precaution of copying the tape twice, in case Manfred turned up to
search them or something equally horrible. He had al so pushed a | arge
suitcase into the cellar and dropped a rug over it, so that anyone
searching for Dr. Tolly's case would be tenmporarily fool ed.

"You have been busy" said Charlie admringly
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Wth Runner Bean |eading the way they set off for the bookshop. Being
Sunday they found it closed, of course, but after several knocks and a

few shouts, M ss Ingledew opened the door. She was wearing a |ong green
bat hrobe and | ooked a bit down in the dunps.



"What do you want ?" she asked. "It's Sunday norning, for goodness sake."

"I"'msorry Mss Ingledew, ? said Charlie. He told her about the tape
they'd found in the netal dog. "It's meant for you," he said, "so we
brought it for you. It'll tell you everything about your niece. She's in
t he acadeny and we think we can wake her up."

"Wake her up? What are you tal king about? You'd better conme in, both of
you." She gl anced at Runner Bean. "He doesn't eat books, does he?"

"Never," said Benjanin.

They followed M ss Ingledew through the curtains and into her cozy
book-lined Iiving room Runner Bean taking great care not to knock over
the little towers of books scattered on the floor

M ss Ingl edew put the tape into a dusty-Iooking
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tape recorder and notioned the boys to sit. They squeezed thensel ves
into the only enpty arncthair - the others being full of books and papers
- while M ss Ingledew perched on the edge of her desk. She pressed pl ay
and Dr. Tolly's voice runbled out into the room

The boys watched M ss Ingledew s face as she listened. Several tines she
shook her head, and often she wi ped her eyes. Now and agai n she
exclaimed, "Ch no," and when the tape finally ended, she murnured, "I
renenber that day so well. A very strange thing happened-1 should have
guessed. "

"What sort of strange thing?" asked Charlie.
"Cats," said Mss Ingl edew
"Cats?" Charlie sat up

"I don't know where they came from but the day little Emma was due to

| eave they suddenly appeared in ny kitchen. They caused a fire by
knocki ng a dishcloth onto the gas burner. It took a while to put it out.
Their coats were very bright -red, orange, and yell ow and they kept
circling the baby as if they were
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trying to protect her. They gave Dr. Tolly a nasty scratch on his face
when he finally lifted the baby away"

"One of themis in the photo," Charlie said.

"I daresay it is," said Mss Ingledew "They were everywhere. But when
Emma | eft, they vanished." She rubbed her forehead. "So poor little Ema
is asleep. This is all so extraordi nary!"

"She's hypnotized," said Charlie. "Manfred did it to ne. Only he's done
it much worse to her. But it's wearing off Mss Ingledew | heard them
tal ki ng about your niece, and Manfred said he was getting fed up because
he had to keep 'putting her under' So it won't take rmuch to wake her up
and we think we've got the thing that'll do it."



"But who is she, Charlie?"
"We think she's a girl called Emlia Mon," said Charlie. "She has fair
hair and her eyes are very blue and sort of dreany. She doesn't say

much, but she's very good at draw ng."

"Nancy" murrmured M ss |Ingledew. "She sounds just like nmy sister, Nancy.
Oh, | wish | could see her."
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"Leave it to us, Mss Ingledew,? said Charlie, junping up. "W'll find a
way to wake her up, and then she can conme and live with you."

M ss Ingl edew gasped. "lIs that possible? Perhaps she's happy where she
is, living with the Moon people."

"She doesn't | ook very happy" said Charlie. "She probably doesn't even
know she can fly"

"That's sonething, isn't it?" Benjamn remarked. "I wish | could fly"
"I think it's very unlikely that Enma can fly Dr. Tolly certainly never
mentioned it before." Mss Ingledew pushed herself off the desk. "I
can't thank you enough, Charlie, and you, Benjam n," she said. "You' ve
gi ven me hope. Let nme know as soon as you need nme, won't you?"

"You bet," said Charlie. He had just glinpsed a tiny bit of glass
shining in her hair and wondered how he could bring up the subject of
the unfortunate gl ass popping. He had to do it, for his uncle's sake.
But Runner Bean was barking excitedly and they were already through the
curtai ns and heading for the door
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Charlie stopped suddenly cleared his throat and said, ?About ny uncle,
M ss | ngl edew

She went very red. "I'd rather not tal k about that," she said.

"But it was an accident."

?Accident? It was nobst enbarrassing."

"I mean the |ightbul bs, Mss Ingledew My uncle couldn't help hinself."

"Li ght bul bs?" She didn't understand. "Your uncle wal ked out on ne. \Well
ran out, to be precise. Anyone woul d have thought | was an ogress."

"Not at all. Quite the opposite. It was because he thought you were
beautiful that it happened.”

Seeing Mss Ingledew s puzzled expression, Charlie plunged straight in
and told her the truth about his uncle's peculiar gift.

She stared at Charlie, first in disbelief, and then horror. Finally a
sort of alarmcrossed her face. "I see," she nmuttered. "How unusual."

"He'd really like to see you again," Charlie went on hopefully
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"Hm" said Mss Ingledew "I'mfeeling sort of tired now, boys." She
opened the door and they dutifully stepped out. The door was cl osed very
firmy behind them

"I didn't know your uncle did that kind of thing," said Benjanin.

"Don't tell anyone," said Charlie. "Perhaps | shouldn't have told M ss

I ngl edew, but Uncle Paton is desperate to see her again, so | thought it
woul d be best to tell the truth.”

"I'f you ask ne, it's scared her off," said Benjam n cheerfully "Next
stop Fidelio's. Come on. I've got a map of where he lives."

Benj ami n and Runner Bean raced ahead while Charlie jogged al ong behind,
feeling bad about M ss Ingledew and his uncle. It seemed that he had
made the situation even worse.

Fidelio's house was quite a sight or, to be nore precise, a sound. It
was a large and, luckily detached old house sitting in the mddle of a
cobbl ed square. The only garden to speak of was sone w spy grass
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t hat surrounded the house inside a low brick wall. As Benjam n and
Charli e approached, the noise comng frominside the house was so great
that they saw the oak beans, supporting the porch, trenble, and two
slates slid down the roof and smashed on the brick path.

The noi se was nade up of many instrunents: violins, cellos, a flute, a
harp, and a piano could be heard. A brass plaque on the door told them
that the place was called Gunn House. Many guns, they thought, as a
drunrol | echoed out of a |ower w ndow

Charli e wondered how t he people inside were going to hear the doorbell.
He soon found out. Wen he pressed the bell, a |loud recorded voice
booned, "door! door! door!"

The two boys junped backward and Runner Bean gave a |ong how of fright.
Seconds | ater Fidelio opened the door and Charlie and Benjam n found

t hensel ves stepping into a sort of hive of nmusic. Children rushed up and
down the stairs, in and out of roons, carrying sheets of nusic and a
variety of instrunents
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"I's this... | mean, are they all your fam |ly?" Charlie asked in amazenent.
"Most of them" said Fidelio. "There are ten of us including Mom and
Dad. But sone of our nusical friends have come by My ol dest brother,

Felix, is starting a rock band."

A |l arge bearded nan crossed the landing at the top of the stairs and
Fidelio called out, "This is Benjanin, and this is Charlie, Dad!"

M. @nn beamed down at them and sang out, "Benjanin and-Charlie, eating
barl ey wel come both of you, however early." He gave a boom ng | augh and
di sappeared into a roomthat was full of violin sounds.



"Sorry about that," said Fidelio. "Dad likes to turn everything into a
song. |'ve put the case in a roomat the top of the house. Cone on." He
led his friends and a quaki ng Runner Bean up the stairs and past doors
that shook with sound. The rock-band room caused Runner Bean to whine so
pitifully Benjamn had to cover the dog's ears with his hands.

Whenever they passed a child with the same bright
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hair and freckles as Fidelio, he would say "This is Benjanmin and this is
Charlie," and the two boys would be wel comed with beanming smles and a
"Hi!'" or "Hello!" or sonetinmes a "How ya doi n?"

At | ast they reached a door at the very top of the house and Fidelio
showed theminto a roomfull to bursting with nusic cases of various
sizes. "Qur instrument cenetery" said Fidelio. "lIt's where we keep
everything that's broken and m ght one day be fixed." He pulled the |ong
xyl ophone case into the light, snapped it open, and lifted out Dr.
Tolly's metal case.

"Shall we open it?" he asked, setting the case on the floor

Suddenly Charlie wasn't sure. He couldn't wait to find out what was in
the case and yet he was a little afraid. Uncle Paton had suggested he
shoul d be there, to help if sonething went wong. But what could go
wrong in such a friendly noisy house? No one woul d hear the sounds that
Dr. Tolly had arranged, and if they did, they would think nothing of it.
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"OK," said Charlie.
"You do it, Charlie," said Benjann

Charlie stepped forward and knelt beside the case. He could see the
letters quite clearly now Tolly Twelve BELLS. He touched the first "T,"
gently but firmy Next came the "O " and now Charlie found that he could
hardly stop hinmself. It was easy really One by one he pressed the
letters and, as he cane to the last one, an "S," a light tap canme from
inside the lid.

Charlie quickly stood up and took a few steps back

Wth a loud crack, the Iid swng back and a figure began to rise out of
the case.

It was certainly not what Charlie had expected. He had i magi ned Dr.
Tolly's ancestor to be an old nman, dressed in velvet. The) figure that
rose out of the case was a knight. Its arnms and | egs were encased in
shining chain mail, and on its head it wore a flat-topped hood, also of
chain mail. There was a small opening for the face, but only the eyes
and nose could be seen. It was an eerie, awesone sight, this tal
shining figure,
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rising up like a fast-growing flower. Mst awesone of all was the
gl eami ng sword held in the knight's right hand.



When the figure had achieved its full height it suddenly raised the
sword, and three boys and a dog jumped back with yel ps, screams, and
furious barks. And then they were silent, for somewhere inside the
knight, a bell began to ring. One, two, three... on it went, and while
the bell rang out, a chorus of deep nale voices chanted an

anci ent - soundi ng hymn.

"It's Latin," whispered Fidelio. "I've heard them practicing in the
cat hedral . "

Al'l at once, Charlie understood what Dr. Tolly had done. He had used the
sounds that swam around little Emma Tolly just at the nmoment when she
was hypnotized-or spellbound. Dr. Tolly believed these sounds woul d wake
hi s daughter, and even if she couldn't remenber who she was, she woul d
at |l east be aware that something had happened to her

The bell inside the shining knight tolled for the twelfth tine. The
kni ght | owered his sword and began
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to sink back into the case. It was strange to watch how he dropped and
dwi ndl ed, bending his head and subsiding until he lay in his silk-Iined
bed, no bigger now than the length of his gl eani ng sword.

"Ww " gasped Benj ani n.
?Amazi ng!" said Fidelio.
"I wonder if it really will wake Enmilia up," murmured Charlie.

Fidelio was still shaking his head in disbelief. "How did he do it?" he
muttered. "Wiat's it nade of ?"

"The face | ooks real," said Benjamn. "The eyes are so shiny"

"dass," said Charlie. ?And the rest is just a sort of poly-sonething."
He thought of all the strange netal shapes in Dr. Bloor's workshop. "I
bet Dr. Tolly had been fooling the Bloors for years, sending themrobots
and netal figures and dressed-up skel etons, pretending they held the
secret to waking Emlia up. Just to keep them off his back. But they got
himin the end.”

"They got him but not Tolly Twelve Bells," said Benjanmnn.
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Charlie closed the case. "Do you think it'll be safe here until next
weekend?" he asked Fidelio.

"?Course it will. But we'll need a girl to help us if we're going to get
Emlia here.”

"No problem" said Charlie. "Oivia Vertigo |loves this kind of thing."

The three boys made their way back through the nusical house, and this
time they met Ms. GQunn, who had the sanme bright hair and freckles as
everyone else in the fanmily She was carrying a double bass across the
hall, but took the tine to pat each boy fondly on the head as he passed.



When they |eft Gunn House, Benjamin and Charlie headed for nunber nine,
where Maisie had promi sed a big |l unch woul d be waiting for them

Soon Charlie and Benjamin were sitting down to roast chicken, potatoes,
par sni ps, and several other nore unusual vegetables from Ms. Bone's
greengrocer. There were three dessert choices and the boys had al
three: ice cream pudding, and nango crunbl e.

Uncl e Paton called down that he wasn't at all hungry,
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so Runner Bean had his portion. Misie wondered about keepi ng sone food
for Grandna Bone. It was nost unlike her to stay in bed so |long, she
remarked. Charlie smled to hinmself. "Wiy don't you give what's left to
Runner Bean?" he asked. "I'msure he's hungrier than G andma Bone."

"Good idea," said Misie, and Runner Bean happily polished off his
second | unch.

Benjam n stayed for tea as well. That's when G andma Bone woke up. She
cane staggering downstairs in a gray bathrobe. "Wat's going on?" she
barked. "It's four o'clock. Wiy didn't someone wake me up?"

"You were tired, Gizelda," said Maisie. "W didn't want to wake you."
"Tired? Tired? I'mnever tired," said Gandma Bone.

Benjami n and Charlie escaped into the garden where they played al

Runner Bean's favorite ganmes. For a while it seened just |ike every

ot her weekend, as if nothing had changed since they net, when they were
both five years old. Runner Bean had seened a | ot bigger then
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But, of course, things had changed. Tonorrow Charlie had to go back to
Bl oor' s Acadeny and toni ght a conplete stranger was com ng to | ook after
Benj am n.

"Do you want nme to conme with you?" Charlie asked, when his friend
deci ded he'd better go hone.

Benj am n shook his head, "It'll be OK " he said. "lI've got Runner."

"Look, if anything happens while I'maway | nean, if you need help, go
to ny Uncle Paton. He's not |ike the otherYewbeans. He's on ny side.”

"OK," said Benjamn.

As Charlie watched Benjam n and Runner Bean cross the street, he had a
nasty feeling in the pit of his stomach. Sonething was wong, but he
couldn't say what it was.

Benjam n clinbed the steps, put his key in the | ock, and went into
nunber twelve. Charlie stared at the cl osed door and wi shed he had gone
with his friend. And then he put Benjamin out of his mind, because there
was sonething he had to tell his nother

He found her in the tiny bedroom at the back of
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t he house. She had obviously gone there to escape G andna Bone's

ranti ng. She patted the bed and Charlie bounced up and sat anong the
piles of clothes that she'd been nmending. He waited until his nother was
sitting in her favorite chair -one of the few things she'd managed to
save fromtheir old house -and then he told her about Dr. Tolly's
strange nessage.

Ms. Bone's expression of amazement turned to sadness as Charlie
recounted the story of Enma Tolly He wi shed he coul d nake her smile by

telling her that his father was still alive, but he had no proof, yet.
Sonetimes he thought a little of the spell that had captured his father
had reached out and caught his nother as well. She was so quiet and renpte.

One day he would find Lyell and rescue him But first there was Ema
Tolly to rescue. And that was sonmething Charlie could do. Next week he
woul d make sure Manfred found no excuses to give himdetention. He would
keep his head down, like Uncle Paton, and on Saturday they would find a
way to get Emilia Mon to Gunn House
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As he slipped out of his mobther's room she | ooked up and said, "Take
care, Charlie. Don't do anything ... dangerous."

Charlie grinned and shook his head. But he made no prom ses.
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WAR

If Charlie had gone with Benjam n to number twelve, what happened that

ni ght m ght have been stopped. But who can say for sure? After all,

t heYewbeans were a powerful famly

As Benjam n and his dog wal ked up the steps to their front door, Runner
Bean gave an anxi ous whi ne and Benj am n wondered who the "nice" person

m ght be that his parents had arranged to | ook after him

They stepped into the hall together. There was a smart bl ack bag at the
bottom of the staircase, but no sign of a sitter

"Hello!" Benjamin called out, tentatively

Soneone wal ked out of the kitchen, someone tall, all in black, with gray
hair piled on her head and big round pearls dangling fromher ears. She
didn't have red boots, but Benjam n knew who she was. O rather he knew
she was related to the woman with the red boots.
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?Are you - ?" he didn't know how to finish the question

"I"'myour sitter, dear," she said.
"But aren't you ... ?"
"Yes, I'mone of Charlie's great-aunts. So that makes it all very cozy

doesn't it? You can call ne Aunt Eustacia."



"Thank you," Benjanin said nervously "Did ny nomand dad really ask you
to come?"

"OfF course."She spoke a little inmpatiently "Wy el se would | be here?"

"It's just a bit peculiar,” said Benjanin

Aunt Eustacia ignored this. "You' d better come and have your dinner,"
she said. "I've nmade sone nice hot broth."

Benjam n foll owed her into the kitchen and drew a chair up to the table.
Runner Bean gave a small grunt and sat beside him

"Dogs shouldn't be in kitchens," said Aunt Eustacia. She poured sone
steany brown liquid into a bow and set it in front of Benjanin. "Shoo!"
she said to Runner Bean. "Qut!"
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Runner Bean grow ed, showi ng his teeth.

Aunt Eustacia took a step backward. "What a horrible dog," she said.
"Benjamin, get it out of the kitchen at once."

"I can't," said Benjamn. "He likes to eat at the sanme tine as ne."

"Ha!" Aunt Eustacia flung open the cabinets and, finding a can of dog
food, she spooned sone into a bow marked DOG and put the bow outside
in the hallway "Now, " she commanded, shaking a finger at Runner Bean
"eat!" She pointed at the bow .

The dog rolled his eyes and noved cl oser to Benjam n.

Benj am n decided it would be best to avoid an argument wth Aunt
Eustacia this early on, so he | eaned down to Runner Bean and said,
"Runner, go and eat your dinner. I'mOK"

Runner Bean grunted and padded out to the hall, where he could be heard
gobbling up the dog food. Benjam n wi shed he coul d have eaten dog food.
It had to be tastier than the disgusting brown broth that he'd been given.
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When he'd finally managed to get all the broth down his throat, Benjamnin
was sent to bed.

"School tonorrow, ? said Aunt Eustacia. "You' d better get in early tonight."
?Are you going to sleep here?" asked Benjanin

"Natural ly" said the grimlooking woman. "I'myour sitter."

Benj am n renenbered that he had to pretend Tolly Twelve Bells was stil
in the house. "You stay down here, tonight," he told Runner Bean. He got
the dog's basket and put it beside the cellar door

Runner Bean | ooked puzzl ed, but stepped obediently in his basket.

Benjami n went to bed, but he lay awake, waiting for Aunt Eustacia to



conme upstairs. When he was sure she was in bed at last, he crept down to
the phone in the hall and dialed Charlie's nunber.

"Hell o!'" said Maisie' s cheerful voice.

"It's..." Benjanmin got no further for a dark figure had appeared at the
top of the stairs.
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?And what do you think you' re doing?" asked Aunt Eustaci a.

At the other end of the line, Misie' s voice went on saying, "Hellol
Hel 1ol Wo is it?"

"Put down that phone," commanded Aunt Eustaci a.

"I just wanted to call ny friend,” Benjamn said. At this point, Runner
Bean began to bark.

"It's nearly mdnight," shouted Aunt Eustacia. "Get to bed at once!"

"Yes,'
to bed.

said Benjam n mserably He replaced the receiver and trudged up

On Monday norning, Charlie had to | eave the house early A blue acadeny
bus stopped at the top of Filbert Street at seven forty-five precisely;
it spent another hour collecting musical children fromvarious parts of
the city

So Charlie didn't see Benjanmin before he left, and barely heard Misie
when she called after him "Benjanmin called last night. At least | think
it was himbecause of the barking." It was only when he was sitting
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on the bus that Charlie recalled Miisie's wirds and wonder ed what
Benj ami n had want ed.

He ran into Fidelio as they were filing through the acadeny entrance,
and they agreed to neet during the break and talk to Aivia Vertigo.

Charlie didn't feel like a new boy anynore. Today he knew exactly where
to go and howto find things. H's music lesson with M. Paltry -Wnds
-didn't go too well, but he nanaged to avoid detention and he actually

got a fewthings right in the English | esson.

At break tine, in the great m sty garden, Charlie and Fidelio spied
Qivia talking to a group of girls who all |ooked very dramatic; they
had white faces and wore dangerous-|ooking boots, and they all had

ei t her bl eached or colored hair. Today Aivia' s hair was indigo.

When Charlie beckoned to her, she cane striding over the grass in
enor nous, thick-soled boots with nmetal toe-caps.

"I bet Manfred will nmake you take those off," Charlie remarked.
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"Il try to keep out of his way" said Aivia. "So, what's new?"

"Let's start wal king,"'
conspirators.”

Fi deli o suggested. "W don't want to | ook |ike

Wth Aivia clonmping between them the two boys took turns relating al

t hat had happened over the weekend. divia was very excited. "You'l
need ne to get Enilia over to Gunn House, won't you?" she asked. "She'd
never go with either of you."

"That's it exactly!" said Charlie.

He had noticed Billy Raven foll owi ng thema short distance behind and
wondered if he should tell the al bino what was goi ng on. But he deci ded
against it. For now, the fewer people who knew their secret, the better
Billy woul d be com ng hone with himfor the weekend. He would find out then

AQivia agreed to spend the rest of the week making friends with Emlia
so that she could visit her on the weekend. "It won't be easy" said
Qivia, "because Enmilia's so sort of far away if you know what | nean.
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But | suppose she would be if she's in a trance.” She strode off with a
wave, so that she could spend the last two m nutes of break with her
drama friends.

Charlie didn't neet with Gabriel Silk until he went into the cafeteria.
The ol der boy rushed up to the table Charlie was sharing with Fidelio,
spilling half his glass of water into his plate of chips. "H!" he said.
"Everything OK? Anything | can do to hel p?"

"Not at the nonent, thanks," said Charlie.

Gabriel |ooked unusually cheerful. Cbviously he was wearing all new or
very happy-feeling clothes. Charlie realized that Gabriel could be a
very useful friend to have on his side. Already he was beginning to

t hi nk of people as being on his side or against him He wondered why
this was.

He didn't see Manfred until dinnertime, but to his great relief the

ol der boy took no notice of him Asa, however, kept darting sly I ooks
across the long table. The neal was exactly the sane as | ast Mnday's:
soup, egg and chips, and a pear
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"It's always the sane," said Fidelio. "Tomorrow it will be soup, sausage
and pot at oes, cabbage, and an apple."

Charlie wished he could swap his gift for hearing voices to one of
turning bad food into good. He closed his eyes and pretended that he
could. He found that the flat, old egg actually tasted better

Now t hat he knew the way to the King's room he found that he was the
first one there. Alnost. Zelda and Beth were playing sonme sort of gane.
They ignored Charlie. Zelda was dark and spiteful |ooking, and Beth was
| arge and nuscular with pale, frizzy hair. They were glaring at each
other fromeither side of the table. In the center a wooden pencil box



nmoved first one way then the other

Charlie sat down in the | arge space between them and pl onked his books
on the table.

"Shhh! " hi ssed Zel da.

The pencil box shot toward her

"Sorry" said Charlie

The pencil box hovered and then noved toward
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Bet h. She growl ed and, glaring at the box, sent it back to Zel da.
Charlie realized they both had the same endowrent, noving things with
their m nds.

O her children began to drift into the room ruining the girls'
concentration. Tancred and Lysander cane in together. This time Tancred
grinned at Charlie. His hair |ooked nore electrified than ever and
Charlie noticed that it crackled slightly when Tancred tried to pat it down.
"How re you doing, Charlie Bone?" asked Lysander with a big snile

"OK, thanks." Charlie smled back

"Shut up!" said Zelda as the pencil box shot sideways, lifted into the
air, and crashed onto the fl oor

"Crazy gane," said Lysander.
"It's not a gane!" snarled Zelda, retrieving the pencil case.

Charlie had nanaged to get a seat on the sanme side of the table as
Manfred, so he didn't have to worry about the awful stare. He had a nuch
better view of the Red King fromthis angle, and he found hinself
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gazing up at the dark, nysterious face several times. It had a strange,
cal ming effect on himand he was aware that his honework seemed nuch
easier than usual. In fact, he got it all done before the bell rang.

Fidelio and Charlie had agreed not even to whi sper about Tolly Twel ve
Bells in the dormitory Billy was watching Charlie intently and just
before lights out he came and stood at the end of Charlie's bed.

"Is it still all right ne coming for the weekend?" asked Billy
"OfF course," said Charlie. "My nomsays it'll be fine."

?And. .. and are you going to do anything about Emilia Mon?" Billy
sounded a bit awkward.
Charlie said, "Not sure yet."
Billy

There was sonething not quite right about

Billy crept back to bed as a voice barked, "Lights out." A |arge hand



cane around the door and snapped off the |lights. Knowi ng who the hand
bel onged to didn't help. Charlie imgined Aunt Lucretia sneaking al ong
t he passages, listening at doors.

Before he finally drifted off to sleep he renenbered
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what Maisie had said. "Benjamn called last night. At least | think it
was hi m because of the barking."

Why was Benjanin calling so late, and why didn't he | eave a nessage? And
why was Runner Bean barking? Charlie fell asleep before he could figure
it out.

Benj ami n was not asleep. He'd had a very unpleasant day It was cold and
wi ndy and, as he wal ked horme from school, he thought of all the good,
hot things he could cook for hinmself and Runner Bean: sausages, chips,

t oast ed cheese, chicken nuggets, and grilled bananas. Turn! Yum"
Benjam n said to hinself. He'd managed to forget Eustaci aYewbeam

But there she was, banging pots and pans in Benjanin's kitchen as though
she were preparing a feast, not a nmeasly bow of broth. Wen Benjanin
asked for a sausage she gave hima gl assy stare and said, "Watever for?
It's not as if it's Christmas."

Runner Bean | eaped out of his basket, barking with joy and licking every
bit of Benjamin that he could find: his face, his hands, his ears, and
hi s neck.
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"That dog hasn't noved all day" grunbled Mss Yewbeam "I couldn't even
get into the broom cl oset."

"He's a very good guard dog," said Benjamn. Later he was bitterly to
regret those words.

That night he listened to M ss Yewbeam wal ki ng t hrough the roons. Wat
could she be doing? She'd had all day to explore. He had an uncanny
feeling that sonmeone el se was in the house. Eventually Benjam n cl osed
his eyes and fell into an uneasy sl eep

He was woken up by a terrible noise: a howing, scream ng, whining
sound. Benjanin | eaped out of bed and ran to the top of the stairs.

"Runner?" he called. "lIs that you?"

He was answered by a |l ow snarl and then a series of earsplitting grows
and barks. Something was attacking Runner Bean. Benjanin tore downstairs.

"Runner! Runner, |'m com ng," he shouted.
There was a horrible scream and a bang as the back door crashed open

Benjami n ran down the passage toward the open door. He alnbst fell over
Runner Bean's notionl ess body
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"Runner!" cried Benjam n, kneeling beside the dog's shaggy head.

Runner Bean gave a sad little whine, and Benjanin, stroking the rough
fur, found that it was covered in sonething sticky

The hall |ight was swi tched on and M ss Yewbeam marched down the stairs.
"What' s goi ng on?" she demanded.

"My dog's been attacked,"” cried Benjamn. "He's all covered in bl ood."

"My ny what a nmess!" declared Mss Yewbeam "We'll call the vet in the
nor ni ng. "

"I can't leave himlike this," said Benjamin. He ran into the kitchen
and canme back with a bow of water and sone old cloths. MSS Yewbeam
stood and wat ched as Benjam n washed of f the bl ood and applied
antiseptic. Runner Bean's wounds were |ike huge bite marks. But what
sort of animal could have gotten into the house? And why?

M ss Yewbeamtold Benjamn to go to bed. He refused. "I'mgoing to sleep
down here with Runner," he
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said. He got a cushion and a bl anket and | ay beside the injured dog al
ni ght .

In the cold light of Tuesday norning, Runner Bean | ooked very ill.
Benjamin woul dn't go to school. "He mght die while |I'm away" he cried.

"Nonsense." Mss Yewbeamtried to drag Benjamin up to his room
"No! No! No!" he shout ed.

She brought his clothes downstairs and tried to make himget dressed. He
struggl ed and fought. She sl apped and pushed and pull ed.

"Hel p!'" cried Benjanmn, though he didn't know who he was calling to. And
then he renenbered what Charlie had said, and he dashed to the front
door, bounced down the (Steps and, still in pajams, rushed across the
road to nunber nine, where he pounded on the door

The door flew open and Benjanin fell into the hall. He found hinself
| ooking up into the grimface of G andna Bone.

"And what do you think you' re doing, Benjanin Brown?" asked G andma Bone.
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"I want to see M. Paton," said Benjamn, struggling to his feet. "M.
Pat on Yewbeam "

"He's not available," said G andna Bone.
"He's got to be," Benjam n shouted. "M . Paton! M. Paton!"

"Shhh!" ordered G andnma Bone.



Several doors opened upstairs, and Maisie and Charlie's nother |ooked
down from the | anding.

"Benj am n, what's happened?" asked Amy Bone.
"My dog's been attacked and | want Charlie's uncle Paton," cried Benjam n.

As the two wonen began to run down to Benjam n, Paton appeared at the
top of the stairs in a red velvet bathrobe. "W wants ne?" he asked.

"Me! Me, M. Yewbeam " said Benjamin. "My dog's hurt. He won't wake up
Pl ease, can you help nme?"

Pat on descended and strode to the front door.
"Paton, you're not dressed," said G andma Bone.
"Nonsense!" sai d Paton.

"Sun's up," murmured Misie.

"Don't worry about the sun," said Paton. "Cone on,
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Benjami n." He opened the front door and marched down the steps with
Benj ami n beside him

Traffic had begun its usual rush up Filbert Street toward the center of
the city but Paton took no notice. Looking neither to the left nor to
the right, he wal ked straight across to nunmber twelve. Cars screeched to
a halt, and drivers hooted and swore at the tall man in his bright red
bat hrobe, and the small boy in blue-striped paj anas.

Wien Paton entered nunber twelve, he cane face-to-face with his sister
?Ah, it's you, Eustacia," said Paton. "I mght have known."

?And what do you nmean by that?" Eustacia asked coldly *

"Benj amn, where are your parents?" asked Paton

"I think they're in Scotland, |ooking for a m ssing w ndow cl eaner,"
sai d Benj am n.

"We' || soon see about that," said Paton. "Now, where's the dog?"

Benjamin | ed Paton down the hallway to
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Runner Bean's basket. The big dog lay in an awkward huddl e, his torn

nose resting on his paws. H s eyes were closed and he was hardly breathing.
"Good heavens," Paton excl ai med, bending over the dog. "A wild beast has
attacked your dog, Benjamin. Sonething with exceptional teeth and cl aws."
"It's nmy fault," sobbed Benjamn. "I told himto guard the cellar. But
it was silly really because there's nothing in..." He stopped,
renmenbering, too late, that Eustacia Yewbeam was hovering by the front



door. "How could a wild beast get in?" he asked Paton. ?All the doors
are | ocked at night."

"Someone let it in," said Paton, glancing at his sister. "W'Il have to
get Runner Bean to a vet," he told Benjam n. ?And very soon. It |ooks to
me as if time's running out for this poor dog."

Benjami n had an idea. He renenbered how M. Onimous said he had a

special way with animals. "I know soneone who'll come here," he said.
"M . Oninmous, the nouse man. |1've got his card. He's got
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these amazing cats, like flanes." Benjanin junped up and ran into the
ki t chen.

"I"'moff," said Eustacia, and she slid out the front door so fast, they

hardly saw her go.

"What's going on, M. Yewbean?" asked Benjam n. "Wy did sonmeone |et
this happen to Runner? And why are your sisters so mean and angry?"

"It's war, Benjamin," said Paton. "Sonething that's been waiting to
happen for a long tinme. Until now, they've had it all their own way but
t hey' ve gone too far, and sone of us are just not going to stand for it!"
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THE | NVENTOR S DAUGHTER
Alivia's really working on Enmlia," Fidelio told Charlie.

It was Friday and they were wal ki ng together around the frosty garden
Just ahead they could see AQivia and Enmilia, deep in conversation, or
rather, Aivia was talking and Enilia appeared to be |i stening.

In a few hours they would all be in their own hones. Even Qivia had
managed to stay out of trouble for a whole week. At that nonent she
darted back to the boys, or rather, she stonmped in her huge boots.

"It's worked," she said in an undertone. "lI'mgoing to visit Emlia
tonmorrow afternoon. So expect us around teatine."”

"How re you going to get her away fromthe Mons?" asked Charlie.

"I'"l1l think of something." divia strode away

The bell went off and they began to wander back toward the acadeny Billy
Raven brushed past them as they reached the door
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"See you later, Billy" said Charlie. "Renmenber, you're comng honme with ne."

"Just for one night," said Billy "I've got to cone back on Saturday"

Charlie was puzzled. "I thought you wanted to stay the whol e weekend, "
he sai d.

"I have to get back. Matron said." Billy gave hima strange awkward



gl ance and rushed off

"He's been behaving very oddly this week," Fidelio remarked. "Last night
he left the dormtory for hours. The smell of that awful dog, Bl essed,
or whatever it's called, woke me up. | couldn't get to sleep afterward.”

"Perhaps he's sl eepwal king," Charlie said. "He | ooks pretty tired."
Nei t her of them thought about Billy again. At half past three they
packed their cases and at four o'clock they were on their way hone on
one of the acadeny buses: blue for nusic, purple for drama, and green
for art. Charlie noticed that Adivia had nanaged to get into a green bus
with Enilia. divia wirre a big green hat
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and had turned her purple cape inside out; the lining was a dirty green
col or.

"Trust Aivial!" Charlie grinned to hinself.

"What's she done?" asked Billy who was sitting beside him
"Ch, nothing. She's just funny that's all."

"Ch," said Billy

Mai si e made a great fuss over Billy She'd baked a chocol ate cake,
especially for him and made up a confortable bed in Charlie's room
"Poor little thing," she kept nmuttering, as she hovered around the
tabl e, pouring orange juice, slicing cake, and trying to tenpt Billy
with iced biscuits and jamtarts. Billy enjoyed the fuss. He had never
seen so many good things to eat all on one table.

"We had a bit of excitenent here this week," Charlie's nmother said, as
she poured the tea. "Benjamn's dog was attacked and your uncle Paton
took charge. |'ve never seen himso active. He went out in broad daylight."

"I'n his bathrobe," Misie added.
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"Runner Bean was attacked?" Charlie said anxiously "Were's Uncle Paton
now? And where's G andna Bone?"

"Locked in their roons," said Maisie. "There have been terrible fights,
every night. Shouting and stanping and sl anm ng doors. | don't know how
many | i ghtbul bs we've lost."

As soon as tea was over, Charlie took Billy across the road to neet
Benj am n. The door was opened by a woman with short bl onde hair and
gl asses. She was wearing a gray suit and, although she | ooked very
busi nessli ke, she had a warm and wel conming snile

"Hello, Charlie," she said. "You don't recognize nme, do you? |I'm Ms.
Brown, Benjanin's nmom"

Charlie was amazed. He hadn't seen Ms. Brown for ages. He was sure



she'd once had long dark hair. "This is Billy" he said.
"Come in! Cone in!" said Ms. Brown. "Runner Bean's having his treatnment."

"His treatnment?" said Charlie, stepping into the hall. There were
suitcases on the stairs, rubber boots on
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the floor, and coats and raincoats draped over chairs and banisters.
What on earth had been goi ng on?

"Benjamin's in the living room Charlie," said Ms. Brown. "He'll be
pl eased to see you."

Charlie led Billy to a roomat the back of the house. He hadn't been in
it very often. Benjanmin usually preferred the kitchen

When he opened the door he was net by a loud hiss and a | ong, warning
meow He could hardly believe his eyes. Aries, the copper-colored cat,
stood on the back of an arnthair; Sagittarius stood on the back of
anot her; and Leo was perched on the armof the sofa. They stared
fiercely at Charlie, and then rel axed. Aries even gave a soft purr.

Benjamin was sitting on the sofa beside Leo. "Cone in, Charlie," he
whi spered. "M. Oninous is treating Runner."

Runner Bean was |lying on the floor with M. Oninmous kneeling beside him
He had a bottle of green liquid in one hand and a cotton ball in the
ot her. Runner Bean had a bandage on his nose and a
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stitched-up ear. Nasty scars could be seen on his body where the fur had
ei ther been torn or fallen out.

"He's getting better," Benjam n whispered.

Charlie slipped into the roomand sat beside Benjam n, but as soon as
Billy cane in the three cats set up a | ow, warning grow .

M. Oninous | ooked up. "What's going on?" he asked. "I gotta have quiet."
Billy stood with his back against the wall. He | ooked terrified.
"Who' s that?" asked Benjanin.

"It's Billy Raven," Charlie whispered. "He's fromthe acadenmy He hasn't
got a home so he's staying with me for the weekend."

"Hello, Billy" said Benjamn in a hushed voice. "Have a seat!"

M. Oninmous was now changi ng the bandage on Runner Bean's nose. The dog
gave a little whinper. At that nonment Billy took a step forward and al
three cats |l eaped to the floor, grunbling and yow ing.

"They don't like me," squeaked Billy
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M. Oninmous frowned at him "Why ever not?" he asked. "I think you boys
had better | eave the room O d Runner here is getting a little bit excited."

Charlie, Benjamin, and Billy went into the kitchen, which was
wonderfully tidy for a change.

"So what's been happeni ng?" asked Charlie.

?A lot," said Benjanmin. He began with the terrible discovery of Aunt
Eustacia in his house, and then went on to describe the nysterious
attack on Runner Bean; how he'd run across to ask Charlie's uncle for
hel p; and how, since that noment, his life had changed, because Paton
had somehow | ocated his parents and insisted they come hone.

"I think he got the police to find them" said Benjamn. "Momwears this
yel l ow rai ncoat sometines, so she's easy to spot. Anyway Mom and Dad
cane hone, just like that. Your uncle said they'd been tricked and sent
on a wild goose chase. | think your grandma had sonething to do with it.
Anyway when they cane hone, your Uncle Paton had this big long private
talk with them and since then, Mom says she's only going

319
to work while I'mat school, never at night, and never on the weekends."

Charlie could hardly believe it. Uncle Paton had put his head up at
| ast. He coul d obviously make things happen when he wanted to.

M. Oninous popped his head into the kitchen. "We'Il be off now, boys,"
he said. "Runner Bean's doing very well, considering. 1'll be back on
Monday" He was off in a flash, as usual, with the three cats whizzing
after himlike fiery-colored rockets.

"What a funny man," Billy nurnured. "He's a bit |ike a nouse.”

The ot hers agreed, although Benjam n pointed out that M. Oninmous had
extraordi nary powers. "I thought Runner Bean was dead," he said, "but

M. Oninous just put his funny hands on him and he began to get better
And the cats kept himwarm by wal ki ng around and around him even though
they don't |ike dogs."

"They didn't like me either,"” Billy said quietly ?Ani mals always |ike
me, but they didn't."

Charlie had an idea. "Billy can understand animals,"
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he told Benjanmin. "Do you want himto talk to Runner? He could tell us
what really happened. ™"

Benjamin wasn't sure. He gave Billy a funny | ook. "Is he one of those
kids |like you?" he asked Charlie.

"Yes," said Charlie. "You could do it, couldn't you, Billy?"
Billy nodded.

?AIl right." Benjanmin led themback to the |iving roomwhere Runner Bean
was |icking one of his wounded paws. He seened a bit afraid of Billy but



when the al bino boy started making his funny little grunts and huns, the
dog rel axed. He pricked up his ears and |i stened.

When Billy had finished, Runner Bean began to talk, or rather to grunt,
and then he gave a tired sort of groan and | ay down.

"Wel |l ?" said Charlie. "What did he say?"

"He says he was attacked by a wolf," said Billy
"What ?" cried Benjanin.
"It wasn't an ordinary wolf" Billy went on. "It was a
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boy as well as a wolf | think he meant that the boy turned into a wolf."

"Whew! " Benjami n collapsed into a chair. ?A wolf!"

"I't was one of us," Charlie nurnured. "It had to be. One of those boys
at the acadeny can turn into a wol f-a kind of werewol f-and Aunt Eustacia
let himin, so that he could get Runner Bean away fromthe cellar door

Because she thought Dr. Tolly's case was still there."
"Isn't it?" asked Billy

The other two boys | ooked at him Could they trust Billy? They woul d
have to, Charlie realized, because tonorrow they would all be going to
@unn House together. They couldn't |eave Billy behind.

"Dr. Tolly's case is sonewhere else,” said Charlie. "I'll tell you about
it when we get hone."

Benj am n | ooked very cheerful as he waved goodbye fromthe steps of his
house. Hi s mom cane out and waved too, and then she put her arm around
Benj am n's shoul ders and they went inside together.
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"My Uncle Paton's a genius,"” Charlie said proudly "Before this week

Benjami n hardly ever saw his parents. |1'd even forgotten what his nmom
| ooked Iike."

"I"mgoing to have new parents,"” said Billy
"Real | y? That's fantastic! Wen did you find out?" asked Charlie.
"Ch, just the other day" said Billy "Only | have to be... good."

"I'"ll help you to stay out of trouble,"” Charlie prom sed.

That night, before they went to sleep, Charlie told Billy everything
t hat he hoped woul d happen the next day

"But what will Emilia do, when she wakes up?"
asked Billy

"We don't know, ?Charlie adnmitted. "We don't even know if she really is



Emma Tolly or if she'll come to Gunn House. It's all up to divia now'
AQivia had very obliging parents. Wen she told them she had to see a
girl called Emlia Mon, who lived niles away on Washford Road, her nmom
drove her to
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Emilia s hone and agreed to collect her and Emilia froma Gunn House at
five o' clock.

?Are you sure you don't want nme to cone in with you?" Ms. Vertigo
cal l ed from her car.

Qivia stood at the gate of a house call ed Monshine. "No, Mom" She
gave a wave. "I'll be OK "

Neverthel ess, Ms. Vertigo waited until she saw Aivia press the bell. A
gray- hai red womman opened the door, and Ms. Vertigo called, "Bye-eee!"
and drove off.

"What do you want?" the gray-haired woman asked divia

"I'"ve conme to see Emlia," said divia. "She invited ne."

"Em lia; never said. The thin, angry-Iooki ng wonan made no attenpt to
invite Aivia in.

"Well, then she forgot," said Aivia. "You can't send nme away now,
because ny nomis gone and | live niles away".

"The wonman clicked her teeth. "Emlia!" she shouted. "Cone here!"
Em | i a appeared. She | ooked rather gloony
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"Did you invite this girl here?" demanded the wonan.

Qivia waved and snmiled at Emlia, until Enmlia said, "Yes."

"You'd no right,’'
sai d grudgi ngly

said the woman. "I suppose you'd better cone in," she

Qivia stepped into a cold, exceptionally tidy house. Emlia gave her a
weak snmile and led the way upstairs to her room It was a rather sad
room There were no pictures on the walls, and everything that Enmlia
owned rmust have been packed away in the nunerous drawers and cl osets
that lined the room The bed was covered with a spotless white bl anket,
and on the pillow sat a very neat-|ooking stuffed duck

"That's nice," said divia, for want of anything better to say
Emlia smled.
"Shall we go out?" asked divia. "There m ght be nore to do in the garden.”

Em|ia agreed.

The garden consisted of a neat |awn surrounded
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by | arge, bushy shrubs. Beyond a swing at the far end, divia spotted a
prom si ng-1 ooking wall.

"What's on the other side of that wall?" she asked Emilia.
"Just an alley" said Emilia. "It leads to the main road."
"Let's clinb over it."

"\Why 2"

"Because | want to show you sonmething," said Aivia. "lIt's very special.
I can't tell you what it is, but it's in Fidelio Gunn's house."

"I's this a trick?" Emilia | ooked anxi ous.
"Emlia, trust ne," said divia. "I"myour friend."

Aivia's gentle tone was so persuasive, Emlia was soon clinbing over
the wal I behind her.

"We' || be back before your nmom has noticed we're gone,"” Oivia prom sed.
Meanwhile in the attic at Gunn House, Fidelio, Charlie, Benjanmin, and
Billy were nunching their way through a second plate of sandw ches. They
were sitting on various piles of boxes and nusic cases, while blasts of
nmusi ¢ reverberated beneath them
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Charlie decided he was just eating to forget his anxiety Was he doing
the right thing? Wuld Qivia find the house? Wuld Enilia wake up? And
if she did would she scream and freak out, or faint... or turn into

somet hing el se? A bird maybe? He took anot her sandw ch.

For a singer, your nom nmakes anmazi ng sandw ches," he told Fidelio, as he
munched i nto banana and peanut butter.

"Fidelio!" M. Gunn sang out fromthe hall. "There are two young | adi es
to see you!"

"Show them up, Dad!" called Fidelio.

"Up you go, right to the top, mnd your heads, and please don't hop!"
sang M. Qunn.

AQivia burst out laughing but Emlia was silent - as far as Charlie
could tell -there was so much noise in the musical house.

"Here we are!" said divia, striding into the room
Emilia foll omed her. She | ooked puzzled, but not frightened.
"Did divia explain?" Charlie asked her.
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"You' ve got sonething to show ne," said Emilia slowy
"Yes. It's sonething your father nmade,"” said Charlie.

Emilia frowmed. "My father's an accountant. He doesn't make things," she
sai d.

"Well, actually he was an inventor," said Fidelio. "But he died and he
left you this case." He pointed to the metal case that lay in the center
of the room

"How do you know?" asked Emilia, her frown deepening.

Fidelio | ooked at Charlie, and Charlie said, "It all happened when | nmet
your aunt."

"I'"ve got an aunt? | never knew | had an aunt."

"She's a very nice person, and she's been wanting to see you for years
and years," Charlie told Enilia. "She gave nme the case, and then | found
out what was in it and howit could -er -wake you up."

Emlia | ooked even nore confused. Oivia sat on a large trunk and pulled
Emilia down beside her. "It's going to be K W won't | et anything bad
happen to you," she said.
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"I didn't know | wasn't awake," Emlia murnmured.
"I think we'd better do it now,? said Fidelio. "Tine's running out. o
on, Charlie."

Charlie stepped forward. He ran his fingers firmy but carefully over
the letters on the side of the case. Tolly Twelve Bells. As he reached
the last letter he | ooked around the room Everyone was staring at his
fingers. He noticed that Billy Raven's eyes had gone wi de and dark, and
that they conpletely filled the round franes of his glasses. It gave him
a bl ank, hidden | ook

When the last letter had been pressed, the lid began to open. Charlie
stood to one side and watched Emlia' s face, but it was divia who cried
out in amazenent. Emilia just |ooked baffled.

When the knight raised his sword, everyone junped up and backed away
even Emilia. And then the bell began to chime, and the voices of the
chanting choir filled the room

For a nonent, Enmilia |looked as if she were in intense pain. She hunched
her shoul ders and put one
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hand over her mouth. She cl osed her eyes and sank back onto a box. Tears
began to trickle down her cheeks.

The others watched, fearfully as the tears grewinto a streamand Enilia
began to sob hel pl essly She rocked back and forth, nmpani ng and si ghing
until the knight |lowered his sword and descended into the case. \Wen the
chanting ceased and the bell chimed for the last time, Enilia was



silent. Both hands now covered her face and she was conpletely notionless.

No one in the room spoke. Charlie closed the case, wondering what to do
next .

At last Emlia said, in a very small voice, "I didn't know that | was so
unhappy All ny life I've lived with people who didn't |ove ne."

AQivia flung her arnms around her, saying, "lIt's going to be OK, Enmlia
You' re going to be happy now You'll see. Charlie, tell her."

So Charlie told Enmilia about her poor nother who died, and her father,
Dr. Tolly the inventor. And then he described Julia Ingledew, who Iived
in a bookshop and
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longed to see Emilia, longed to | ook after her forever and ever, in

fact. And then Charlie told Emlia the strangest thing of all. "Your
father said you could fly Emlia. That's why they wanted you at Bloor's."

"Me?" said Emilia. "I can't fly"

"Well, you did once," said Charlie. "Perhaps it only happens when you
need to."

"Like, if you're frightened," said AQivia
"Tormorrow |' mgoing to take you to see your aunt," Charlie told Emlia.
"But how?" she asked.

"Il find a way" he said confidently "You know you can just wal k away
fromthe Moons whenever you want to, now that you know who you are."

Suddenly a voice called up through the singing flutes and violins, the
drumm ng and pi ano exercises, ?A Ms. Vertigo is herel™

"Wll tinmed, Mom" said Aivia. "Conme on, Emlia."

Emilia followed Aivia downstairs where Ms. Vertigo was confortably
chatting with Ms. @unn. At divia's insistence, she broke off her
i nteresting
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conversation about lungs and drove the two girls back to an alley behind
Washford Road. Ms. Vertigo was rather surprised to see divia and
Emilia clinmb over a wall, but did as she was asked and drove around to
the front of the house, where she waited for AQivia to come out of the
front door. This happened about two minutes after she'd parked the car

"You're a star, Mom" said Aivia, clinbing into the car. "It all worked
perfectly"”

?You do lead an exciting life, divia," said Ms. Vertigo, who was, in
fact, a real star. Afilmstar, as it happened.

For a few noments after the girls left, the four boys sat in a benused
silence. Charlie was enornously relieved that their plan had worked. Now



it was up to himto see that Emlia found a home where she truly bel onged.

"What shall | do with the case?" asked Fidelio.
"Can you keep it up here?" Charlie asked. "I think 1'mgoing to need it
again."

"It's safe with ne," said Fidelio.
Billy Raven stood up. "1'd better go back now, ? he
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said. "They're sending a car for ne.
| ooked at the floor as he spoke.

H s voice was a bit shaky and he

Charlie wondered if he was feeling ill. He agreed to take Billy hone

i mediately Fidelio had to do his violin practice, and by the tine the
three boys left Gunn House, they could hear their friend adding to the
nmusi cal racket behind them

As they wandered back to Filbert Street, Charlie and Billy were w apped
in their own thoughts, but Benjanm n hopped al ong, whistling and
chattering, eager to be back with his returned parents and his precious dog.

A bl ack car sat outside nunmber nine. Wien the boys tried to peer through
t he snoked- gl ass wi ndows, a cl oor opened and an el egant cane shot out,
whacki ng Charlie on the knee.

"Quch!" He | eaped back. "Wio's in there, Billy?"
"It nust be old M. Bloor," he said

Sonet hi ng made Charlie anxious. "Billy you won't tell anyone about
Emilia, will you?" he said. "No one can know until we're ready"
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Billy shook his head.

Charlie took himin to collect his bag and, after a brief thank-you to
Mai sie and Ms. Bone, Billy ran out and junped into the black car

"What a strange boy" said Miisie, as the black car pulled away fromthe
curb.

Emilia Mon lay in bed in her tidy white room "Enma Tolly" she said to
hersel f She repeated the nanme and deci ded she liked it rmuch better than
Em lia Mon.

The tel ephone in the hall rang several tines. This was unusual. The
Moons never got phone calls at night. But Emilia thought nothing of it.
She was so excited. She'd never really felt excited about anything
before. Her life had been dull and cold and organi zed. Nothing had ever
surprised or delighted her. But all that was about to change. "Now | am
Enma, " she nurnured.

Her door suddenly opened and Ms. Mon | ooked in. "Get dressed and pack
your things," she said. "W're going out."



"Where are we goi ng?" Emma asked nervously
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"Back to the acadeny. We've just had a call."

"Why?" asked Emma. Coul d they have found out about her visit to Gunn House?
"You' ve broken the rules, Emlia," Ms. Mon said coldly "Now, hurry up."
Wth shaking hands, Emilia put on her clothes and went downstairs. Ms.
Moon grabbed her arm and took her out to the car, where M. Mon, a thin
bespectacl ed nman, sat waiting in the driver's seat. Emma and her bag
were pushed into the back of the car and they drove off.

Bl oor' s Acadeny | ooked huge and forbidding fromthe outside. A single
light showed at the top of the tall, grimbuilding, but otherw se it
seemed silent and deserted.

Emma wal ked between M. and Ms. Mon, across the courtyard and up the
wi de steps. M. Mon pulled a chain that hung beside the nassive doors,
and a bell rang sonewhere, deep within the building.

Emma' s heart sank when Manfred Bl oor opened
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t he door. She glanced away from his coal -bl ack eyes, expecting one of
the horrible, numbing stares. But he didn't even try to nmake her | ook at
hi m

"Thank you," he said to the Moons. "Come in, Enmlial"

"Good- bye, Emma," said Ms. Mon. She put Enmilia' s bag on the floor
besi de her. "Be good."

The heavy doors closed and Enma was al one with Manfred. "Wy did you
bring me here?" she asked. "In the niddle of the night?"

"You broke the rules, didn't you, Enilia? You rmust be punished."”

Emma felt suddenly brave. It was a very unusual sensation. She al so

found that she was angry "lI'mnot Emilia," she said. "I'm Ema Tol | y"
Manfred | aughed. It was a horrible, vicious sound. "We'll soon knock
t hat nonsense out of you. Emma Tolly! | never heard such garbage. Pick

up your bag and follow ne."
Sonet hi ng inside Enma wanted to fight, but she
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didn't see how she could. She was alone with Manfred, as far as she
could see. Perhaps, later, she could find a way to escape.

Manfred | ed her down passages she'd never seen, up dangerously narrow
spiral steps, and through enpty rooms hung with cobwebs. He carried a
lantern in each hand, but Emma coul d barely see where she was going.
There was obviously no electricity in this part of the building. Bats
screeched and flittered across the crunbling ceilings, and the w nd



nmoaned t hrough broken wi ndows. At |ast they reached a small room where a
narrow bed had been pushed against the wall. There was a pillow and a
bl anket, nothing el se. The floor was bare, the walls great slabs of stone.

Manfred put one of the lanterns on the floor. "N ght, night!" he said.
"Sleep well, Emlia Mon."

He cl osed the heavy door behind him and Emma heard a loud click as a
key was turned in the | ock. When Manfred's footsteps had receded, she
tried to open the door. It was |ocked, just as she expected.

Emma sat on the bed. She didn't cry She'd done
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enough crying for one day She just sat and thought about all the
wonder ful things she was never going to have after all. The kind aunt,
the friends, the adventures, and the amazing feeling of being happy

"They'l|l say |'ve disappeared,” she said to herself, "and no one will
ever find nme."

She | ooked around her dreadful, dingy cell. Wuld she be kept here for
ever and ever? Until she was very ol d?

"No," she said to herself. "I'"'mEmma Tolly now, and Enma won't stand for
it. Enma is a persevering person.” And with that she | eaped up and
screaned for all she was worth. "Hel p! Help! Help!"

She coul d hear her own voi ce echoing through the enpty roons beyond the
door. But there was no answer.

So Emma called out again, and this time she banged on the door. She
rattl ed and knocked and kicked until her toes were bruised and her
knuckl es were red and raw And then she retreated and | ay on the narrow
bed, exhausted by her efforts.
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She was just about to close her eyes, when there was a soft creak
out side the door. Emma sat up. The key turned in the lock, the latch was
lifted, and the door swung open

Enma rushed across the room and | ooked out. There was no one to be seen.
She picked up the lantern and swng it across the passage outside. No
one -nothing -unless you counted the bat that hung froma beam Bats
can't open doors, thought Enma.

Hol ding the lantern as high as she could, she began to wal k down the
passage. "Who's there?" she whispered. "Who let ne out?" This tine she
didn't dare to raise her voice in case Manfred canme storm ng back

At the end of the passage she cane to a staircase. Cautiously she began
to clinb down. At the bottom of the stairs, passages branched right and
left. Emma hesitated and then took the right. It was very snelly
Gaslight flickered fromthe walls and she wondered whether it was this
that caused the snell

And then she saw the nmonster. Or was it a dog? It was |low and fat, like
a pillow on very short legs, and its
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face had all but di sappeared, except for a |ong saggi ng nose.

Emma gasped and shrank against the wall. But the dog hadn't seen her.
She was about to creep in the other direction when a voice screeched,
"Stop. You there! Come back!"

Before tearing away Emma cast one qui ck | ook over her shoul der. She saw
a man in a wheelchair, so old that his face was alnmost a skull. He had a
wool en shawl over his shoulders and his long, white hair dripped Iike
wax froma small wool en cap

"It got out!" he shrieked. "The inventor's brat! Manfred, get it!"
Stifling a scream Enmma ran. She crashed up the stairs, bangi ng her

| antern against the wall, along the passage and into the cell-like room
sl ammi ng the door behind her. And then she waited, know ng that very

soon sonet hi ng bad woul d happen

It wasn't long before Manfred' s unpl easant face peered through the door
"Ah, you're there," he said. "You' d better not try that again."
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He cl osed the door with a bang and | ocked it, saying, "lI'mtaking the
key so don't think you can | et her out again. Any nore trouble, and you
won't get jamfor a week." Cbviously he wasn't speaking to Enma.
Sonet hi ng hard crashed against a wall and Manfred yelled, "Stop it!"
Anot her door banged and then there was sil ence.

Emma tiptoed to the door. "VWo are you?" she asked. There was no answer.

"I"'msorry | got you into trouble," she said.

Still no answer. Whoever was out there had either crept away or jam was
so inportant to them they didn't want to risk being deprived of it.

"Well, anyway thank you for trying to help," said Enma.

She sat back on the bed. The candle in her lantern had al nost burned out
and she could hardly bear the thought of being in conplete darkness in
that cold creepy room She stared up at the grim gray walls, and then
in the dying candlelight, she noticed a small w ndow behind the bed. If
she clinbed on her pillow she
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could reach it, and yet she knew the wi ndow rmust be very high up. Far
too high for her to junp.

"Charlie said | could fly" she nurnured. As she said these words her
fingers began to tingle and a strange throbbing passed t hrough her arns,
maki ng t hem al nost wei ghtl ess.

Pat on Yewbeam was taking his mdnight stroll. He walked with a
pur poseful stride, and yet his mind was in a turnoil. On one hand he was



feeling very positive; at |ast he was beginning to put things right, and
his sisters knew where he stood.

A bul b expl oded as he passed a | anppost. There was the usual clatter of
falling glass, and then another sound, the patter of |ight footsteps.
Pat on sighed, but he didn't | ook back. If someone was following him |et

them They couldn't prove a thing. He began to nutter to hinself. "If
only I hadn't insisted on dinner. If we'd stayed at hone, eaten by
candlelight.... She thinks I'ma freak. Forget her, Paton. She'll never

forgive you."
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Pat on becanme aware that the footsteps had caught up with him A girl was

wal ki ng by his side; she had a small, pale face and | ong, rather
straggly fair hair.

"Excuse me," said the girl. "Can you tell ne the way to Ingledew s
Bookshop?"
"Indeed | can," said Paton. "I believe | was just on ny way there."

"Ch, good," said the girl. "My name's Ema Tol | y"
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THE RED KI NG

It was half past m dni ght when Paton rang the bell of Ingledew s
Bookshop. O course, no one answered the door. And yet Paton happened to
know that Julia Ingledew went to bed very late. She had admitted that
she often read a book until two in the norning. He rang again.

A wi ndow above the door flew open with a bang, and Julia Ingledew | ooked
out. "Who is it?" she asked angrily She saw Paton. "Ch, it's you. This
is afinetime to conme calling.”

"Julia... er, Mss Ingledew, it's not really nme. O rather it is me, of
course, but there's sonmeone el se who wants to see you." Paton stepped
back fromthe door, gently drawing Erma with him "Her name's Emma Tol | y"

"What? | don't... | can't..." The wi ndow sl amed shut. Hasty footsteps
descended a creaking staircase, and the door flew open with a Ioud tinkle.
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"Hell o!" said Emma.

"Nancy? Oh, you're so like Nancy" cried Mss Ingledew "Cone in, comne
in, and you, Paton. Ch, | can't believe this. | just... oh, ny goodness,
I"'mlost for words."

Julia drew Enma into the shop. She stared at her, touched her hair, her
face, and then she hugged her. "It's really you. Ch, Emma, how did this

happen?"

"I woke up," said Enmma. "Charlie Bone and his friends hel ped ne, and
then this nice man brought me here.”



"Thank you, Paton," Julia said fervently "Cone and have a cup of tea or
something. This is a celebration.”

She took them through to her cozy room behind the bookshop, and Ema
stared at the shelves of rich, nmell ow books, their gold-tooled letters
glowing in the soft light. She breathed in the snmell of old paper and

| eather and print and, with a deep sigh, she declared it to be the nopst
wonderful roomin the world.

"It could be your home, Emm," said M ss |ngledew
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happily "If all goes well. Unless you want to stay with the people who
adopt ed you."

"No, no, no!" cried Emma. "I never want to see that horrible house again."
"You must tell ne all about it," said Mss Ingledew "l want to know
everything. And you, Paton, |I'msure you've got a lot to do with this.

Sit down, sit down." She rushed around the roomrenoving books and
papers fromthe chairs, plunping up cushions, and flicking dust fromthe
| anp shades.

An hour |ater, Paton made his way home. He whistled a nerry tune as the
street lights flickered and crackl ed above him He hadn't been so happy
since he was seven years ol d.

Early on Sunday norning, Charlie woke up to find his uncle standing at
the foot of his bed.

"Great news, Charlie," said Uncle Paton. "I haven't been able to sleep a
wink. Erma Tolly is with her aunt, and we're going to nake sure she
stays there."
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Charlie sat up. "How did it happen?" he asked.

Paton told himhow the Mons had taken Emma to the acadeny in the middle
of the night. And how Manfred had | ocked her up

"But she got out," said Charlie.
"Yes," Paton said slowy "and, at the nonent, she won't say how But,
Charlie, someone got wind of your little experinent, soneone betrayed
you, and | think you ought to find out who it is."

Charlie had a horrible feeling he knew. It couldn't possibly have been
Benjamn or Fidelio, or even Adivia. He would trust all three with his
life. That only left Billy Raven. "It's Billy Raven," he said. "I fee
sorry for him Uncle Paton. He hasn't got any sort of home, and | think
he's frightened of sonething. Did you see the car that arrived for hinP
It had snoked wi ndows, and sonebody inside stuck out a cane and hit ne."

"The old man," Paton nurmnured.

"What ol d man? You nmean Manfred's greatgrandfather!™
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"I"ve got a few things to show you, Charlie. Cone and see ne after
br eakf ast."

Charlie got dressed and ran down to breakfast. He was surprised to find
Grandma Bone in the kitchen and even nore surprised when she actually
smled as he dug into his sausage and fried eggs. Charlie was
suspi ci ous. He thought he'd get a | ecture about breaking the rules. But
per haps she hadn't yet heard about Emma Tol ly's escape.

As soon as breakfast was over, Charlie went upstairs and tapped on his
uncl e' s door.

"Come in, Charlie!" Uncle Paton's voice didn't sound weary and angry
anynor e.

Charlie could hardly open the door. There were books all over the floor
He had to tiptoe into the few enpty spaces, while his uncle directed
him "Not there! Yes, that's right.... Mnd that one, Charlie! | don't
want to lose ny place."

"What's going on, Uncle Paton?" said Charlie, sitting in a small gap in
t he papers strewn across his uncle's bed.
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"You asked nme about the Red King, Charlie, and |I've made strides - great
strides. Mss Ingledew helped ne to find some of these books." He

i ndi cated the huge anci ent -1 ooki ng books beside his desk. "They're
priceless, treasures really |I've yet to translate themall, but a great
deal has already cone to light. |I've nade notes. Listen."

"They're in another |anguage?" asked Charli e.

"Many | anguages. Now, listen. The Red King cane to these islands,
meaning Britain, in the thirteenth century They say he came from Afri ca,
t hough from which part | can't be sure. He was called red because of his
scarl et cloak and the blazing red sun on his shield. One of his
conpani ons was a knight from Tol edo, the city of swords. The Red King
married this knight's daughter, but sadly she died when their tenth
child was born.

"The Red King left his castle and traveled the | and, nmourning his wfe.
There are many accounts of his strange deeds during this period: of the
stornms he invoked, of his gift for healing, and for his accurate
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prediction of future events. It says here," Paton heaved a book onto his
lap, ""the Red King could, with his black eye, render powerless any
adversary' in other words, he could hypnotize." Paton put down the book
"I could quote hundreds of instances of mysterious happeni ngs, but what
it all boils down to is that the Red King was a nagician."

"And all of us endowed ones are sonehow descended from hi n?" asked Charli e.
"Yes. But that isn't the end of the story" Paton |eaned forward, cupping

his chin in one hand and staring earnestly at Charlie. "The king was
absent fromhis castle for fifteen years. He neglected his children who



had, in various ways, inherited sone, but not all, of his many tal ents.
When the king returned, he found that his children were at war."

?At war ?"

At war with their neighbors. They were using their talents to trick and
to steal, to plunder, maim and kill. The people in the surroundi ng
countryside were terrified of them"
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"Were they all bad then, those children?" asked Charlie.

"Indeed no. Only five were intent on achi eving power. The others |eft
the castle; they disappeared into the country Some even sailed to other
| ands, hoping to escape their terrible siblings and reluctant to use
their strange endowrents. But they couldn't escape, Charlie, because
sone of their children becane wi cked too, and often the children of the
bad were born good. In this way the famlies were bound together
forever, never able to break free fromtheir past; and so it has
continued until today Just when a famly thinks it is clear of

wi ckedness, up pops a thoroughly bad one, with a talent to cause havoc."
Pat on shook his head. "So many warring fanmlies, so much heartache, so
much di stress.”

"I"'mglad I"'man only child," said Charlie.

Paton | aughed. "If we stick together, we'll win in the end, Charlie!" He
swung around to face his desk again.

"Yeah!" Charlie stood up and began the precarious journey across the
fl oor When he reached the door he
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turned and said, "Wat happened to the Red King, Uncle Paton? Coul dn't
he put things right, seeing as he had all that power?"

"He'd waited too long," Paton said solemly. "He would have had to kil
his children, and that he couldn't do. Wth his three | eopards, the Red
King departed fromhis castle, and was never seen again. Although there
are accounts of an invisible presence in various parts of the country"

"You never said anything about |eopards," said Charlie.

"Didn't 1? Wll, there we are. | forgot." Paton gave Charlie a

nmysterious smle. "This afternoon, 1'mgoing to Ingledew s to help Julia
wi th her arrangenents for keeping Emma."

"Do you think it'll work? WIl Emma really be able to stay there forever?"
"We'll nmake it work. The Bloors won't want the world to find out what
they've been up to. They'll have to give Emma up. As for the Mons, it
doesn't sound as if they enjoyed being parents at all." Uncle Paton
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| ooked very confident. In fact, he | ooked |like a new man al t oget her

Charlie left his uncle to his books and went across to see Benjamn. To



his surprise, there was no one in at nunber twelve, not even Runner
Bean. It gradually dawned on Charlie that the Brown fanily had gone out
for the day All together. This had never happened before. Benjanm n had
al ways been at home, whenever Charlie wanted him

Charlie wandered down to the park, just in case Benjanin had taken his
dog out for his first walk since the attack, but there was no sign of them

When he got hone he found Maisie sitting in the rocker by the stove. "I
don't feel very well, Charlie," Maisie said. "I think I'll skip lunch
today and take a little nap."

This was unheard of. Maisie was never ill. Charlie watched his
grandmot her plod across the kitchen. Wat had happened to her?

Over lunch, he and his nother had a | ong chat-about Emma Tolly
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"It's like a fairy tale," sighed Ms. Bone. "I hope it'|ll have a happy
endi ng. "

"She doesn't belong to the Mons," said Charlie. "She hates them She

bel ongs to M ss I ngl edew'

"But can they prove it?" Any Bone shook her head. "Wio's going to

bel i eve stories about hypnotismand ... shining knights and ringi ng
bells... and Dr. Tolly's nessage."
"No one will have to know Uncl e Paton says the Bl oors won't want ot her

peopl e to know what they've been up to, so they' Il give up without a fight.

"I don't believe that," said Amy Bone. "Soneone will have to pay for
what's happened. Be careful, Charlie.”

"Don't worry about ne, Mom"

After lunch, Ms. Bone had to go down to the greengrocer's. She'd
prom sed to help with sone packaging. "I won't be long, Charlie," she
said. "Maisie's upstairs, if you need her."

The house was very quiet. Uncle Paton had al ready gone out. \Wen Charlie
peeked into Maisie's room he
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found she was fast asleep. He crept past G andma Bone's door. He
certainly didn't want to wake her up. He ran across to number twelve and
found that the Brown famly was still out. The air was very still and
cold and, as Charlie crossed the road again, tiny snowfl akes began to
settle on his head.

And then he saw them three dark figures marching down the street. The
Yewbeam si sters wal ked shoul der to shoul der, refusing to give way so
that, in order to avoid them other people had to duck into the road.
Charlie thought he might be able to run into the park before they saw
him but it was too late, they had increased their pace.

They met outside nunber nine.



"Charlie, how convenient," said Aunt Lucretia. "W wanted to have a

l[ittle chat."”
"In private," added Aunt Eustaci a.

"Ch," said Charlie. As he clinbed the steps he heard t hem whi spering
behi nd hi m

They stepped into the hall and pressed their danp coats into Charlie's arns.
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"Nasty snow' Aunt Venetia remarked, as she flicked Charlie's hair with
her long nails.

"Come in," called Gandna Bone fromthe back room "Hurry up, Charlie.
W haven't got all day"

"I know,? said Charlie, "seeing as Aunt Lucretia's a matron, and Aunt
Eustacia's a sitter."

The two aunts gave himvery nasty | ooks but didn't say anything. It
crossed Charlie's mind that he could quite easily run upstairs and | ock
hinself in his room but he decided he'd better get this unpleasant
"chat" over with. So he dutifully hung up the nol eskin coats and took
his place at the table, opposite his three Yew beam aunts.

"Well, Charlie," began Aunt Lucretia. "You' ve been very busy lately
haven't you?"

"Poki ng your nose in where you shouldn't," added Aunt Eustaci a.

"I hope you're not going to make a habit of it," said G andma Bone.

"I"'msure he's not," said Aunt Venetia with a sickly smle. She folded
her arms and, |eaning themon the
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tabl e, stuck her long neck out toward Charlie. "You were just trying to
help a friend, weren't you, Charlie? W know all about Emma Tolly And we
know where Tolly Twelve Bells can be found. It belongs to Dr. Bloor, you
know'

"It doesn't," said Charlie. "It belongs to Mss In-gledew and you' re not
going to get it."

"Ch ny!" Aunt Venetia threw up her hands in nock horror. "Wat a fierce
boy Tolly Twelve Bells can stay where it is. W have no nore interest in
it, do we, sisters?"

"None at all," they said.

Charlie didn't believe them Tolly Twelve Bells had played its part in
waki ng Emma, and there seemed to be no reason to keep it. But, at the
back of his mind, Charlie knew there was a reason. There was someone

el se to be woken up.

He suddenly found hinmself saying, "My father isn't dead, you know'



Grandma Bone's face went white. "What are you tal ki ng about?" she
exclaimed. "OF course he's dead."
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"No, he's not. One day I'mgoing to find him"

"I's this what your uncle's been sayi ng?" asked Aunt Lucretia. "Paton is
mad you know, quite crazy He doesn't know what he's tal king about. You
mustn't have anything nmore to do with him"

"Prom se you won't," said Aunt Eustaci a.

"No," said Charlie.

Grandma Bone banged her fist on the table. This was foll owed by several
seconds of deadly silence. Charlie thought it was about time he left. He
pushed back his chair and stood up

"Wait!" said Aunt Venetia. "I've got a present for you, Charlie." She
bent down and pulled sonething out of the |arge bag at her side. "Here

you are."

A brown paper parcel cane sliding across the polished table. Charlie
stared at it. "Wat is it?" he asked.

"Open up!" Aunt Venetia wi nked at him

Charlie swallowed. It had to be sonething nasty He pulled at the string
and the paper fell open, revealing a fol ded blue cape.

?A cape,"” said Charlie. "But |'ve got one."
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"A dreadful ratty thing," said Grandma Bone. "Dr. Bl oor said you were to
have a new one, and Aunt Venetia has kindly rmade one for you."

"She's very good with her hands," said Aunt Lucretia.

Aunt Venetia's snmile was so wide, Charlie could see the lipstick that had
cone off on her teeth.

"Thank you," he said uncertainly

?A pleasure.” Aunt Venetia waved himaway "You can go now, Charlie."
Charlie left, clutching his new cape. He ran upstairs and found that the
ratty blue cape had been renmpved fromhis closet. He exan ned Aunt
Venetia's gift, but there seemed to be nothing wong or different about it.

Charlie mentioned the cape to his nother when she cane to hel p hi m pack
hi s bag.

"It's very kind of Aunt Venetia," she said thoughtfully "but not at al
like her. I've never known her to give anyone a present, even at Christmas."

"Perhaps they don't want to be ashamed of ne,"
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said Charlie, "seeing as Aunt Lucretia's a matron at the acadeny"
"That rmust be it," said his nother. "The Yewbeans are a proud fanmly"
But Charlie couldn't hel p wonderi ng.

360

I NTO THE RU N

When Charlie got to the acadeny the next norning, he noticed that there
was a buzz of excitement in the hall. Children were finding it very hard
not to talk, they kept nudgi ng one another and pointing to the |ong
tabl e that had been placed agai nst one of the paneled walls. It was
covered with small glass |anterns.

"It's the ruin gane tonight," Fidelio told Charlie. They had reached the
coatroom which was full of chattering children

"What happens?" asked Charlie, thinking of the girl who never came out.
"I don't know how to play it."

"It's not really a gane,"” said Fidelio. "It's nore of a hunt. At the
center of the ruin a nedal has been hidden. The winner has to find the
medal and get out of the ruin before an hour has passed. Each depart ment
takes it in turn. Tonight it's drama, tonorrow it'll be art, and it's us
on Wednesday It's not easy Last year no one found the medal, and the
year before someone
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found it, but it took themthree hours to get out, so it didn't count."
"Is it worth it?" asked Charlie. "It's just a medal ."

"The wi nner gets a whole year free of detention - unless they do

sonmet hing really bad. They al so get days off, and free stuff |ike new
instruments, or paint boxes or dressing-up clothes. Plus, it just nakes
you feel good."

"Ch." Charlie had a sinking feeling. He told hinself he was silly There
woul d be a hundred children in the ruin. How coul d anyone get |ost? And
yet peopl e had di sappeared in there. And soneone could turn into a wild
beast and go in to find prey

"Don't look so grim Charlie," said Fidelio. "Tonight, we'll watch from
the gallery in the art departnment. It overl ooks the garden. You'll enjoy
it, I promse you."

After supper that night, the children fromthe drama departnent filed
into the hall and collected their lanterns. The gallery overl ooking the
garden began to fill up with spectators as, one by one, the children

wi th purple capes energed into the garden. Charlie was gl ad
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that Aivia had decided to wear sensi ble shoes-the sort of shoes she
could run in, if anything chased her



The single file of flickering | anterns noved across the grass like a
long glittering snake. And then, gradually the head of the snake began
to di sappear, as children were swallowed by the dark walls of the ruin.

"Now what ?" said Charlie breathlessly
"W wait," said Fidelio.

They didn't have to wait |ong. Sone of the younger children began to run
out of the ruin very soon after going in. They were either scared of the
dark or of getting lost. Their names were ticked off as they ran back
into the hall. Lanterns were nervously returned and sheepi sh children
went eagerly to bed.

Aivia was one of the last to conme back. Fidelio and Charlie were
waiting on the stairs that led to her dornmitory

"I didn't like it out there tonight," she said. "There was sonething
behi nd those walls that gave ne the creeps. | kept seeing this shadow
-it was there one minute and then it was gone."
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"What sort of shadow?" asked Fidelio.
?An animal ," said divia. "Maybe a dog -1 don't know | didn't get to the
center, no one did."

"Well, I"'mglad you got out,"
sensi bl e shoes.

said Charlie, glancing at divia's

"I kept close to Bindi," said Qivia. "I feel safe with her because
she's endowed. Manfred gave ne such a nasty | ook when he was handi ng out
the lanterns, | thought 1'd had it."

"Not you, Aivia," said Charlie

The next night it was the art departnent's turn to play the ruin gane.
Fidelio and Charlie were joined by divia in the gallery Charlie was
relieved to know that Emma Tolly woul dn't be anmpng the medal hunters. He
wondered if she was still with Mss Ingledew If his uncle had anyt hi ng
to do with it, she would be. Uncle Paton was a very powerful person, in
hi s way

Not hi ng eventful happened in the second ruin game. No one found the
nmedal . And everyone cane out safely

And then it was Wednesday night. As the line of
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children in blue collected their lanterns, an icy wi nd swept across the
hall. It was going to be freezing outside and Charlie was glad of his
warm cape. This time it was Dr. Bloor hinself who stood by the table,
handi ng out the lanterns. He gave Charlie a grimnod as their hands
touched, and with sudden insight, Charlie guessed that it wasn't Dr.

Bl oor he had to fear. In fact, the big man seened al nost wary of him

The door into the garden was opened and the first children stepped out
into the night. There was no noon or even any stars, and they | ooked up



into a sky that was entirely black. The ground, however, had a pale
glow, and lifting his lantern Charlie saw that snow had settled and
frozen into a thin crust. It crunched beneath their feet |ike broken gl ass.

"I"'mright behind you, Charlie," Fidelio whispered. "Keep going."

Charlie turned and saw Fidelio's cheerful face illumned in the |antern
li ght.

"Good |uck!" Charlie whispered. "Hope you find the nmedal ."
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"Silence," said a stern voice. "Tal king or whispering will be punished."”

They had reached the entrance of the ruin. Manfred stood to one side,
ticking off nanes on a long scroll as children passed him Above his
head swng a large lantern, and Charlie saw that Zel da Dobi nski was

st andi ng behi nd Manfred, holding the pole that supported the lantern
She gave Charlie a chilly stare as he stepped through the stone arch

He found hinself in a paved courtyard surrounded by tall, thick hedges.
Facing himwere five stone arches, separated by four stone seats.

Fi deli o nudged Charlie and nodded to the niddle arch. They set off. At
first it appeared that they were the only ones to have chosen the mniddle
arch, but gradually they began to find little groups of children
hurrying across their path or scurrying beside them Sone of the
children were even running in the opposite direction

"Do you think we're going the right way?" Charlie whispered.
"Who knows?" replied Fidelio.
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They turned a sharp corner and made their way through a passage so
narrow that the walls brushed their el bows as they passed.

Now and again they would enmerge into a gl ade where a fountain spl ashed
into an icy pool. A great stone fish was Charlie's favorite and Fidelio
had to pull at his cape to get himaway fromit. Sonetimes they would
stunbl e against a crunbling statue or a mldewed urn, and as tine went
on, a deep silence began to fall about them They could no | onger hear
the swi sh and patter of hurrying feet, or the hushed muttering of other
chil dren.

"How do we know we've reached the center?" Charlie whispered.
"There's a tonb," said Fidelio. "That's all | know'
?A tonb? | wonder whose?"

"Charlie!" Fidelio said out loud. "Stand still. There's sonethi ng w ong
wi th your cape."

"What ?" Charlie swung around and stared at his cape. It was gl owi ng.
Tiny brilliant threads ran everywhere through the fabric, giving it the
appear ance of a strange, sparkling cloud.
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"My aunt made it," said Charlie. "But why did she do this?"

"Maybe so soneone could follow you in the dark," said Fidelio, "or hunt

you. "

Charlie pulled off the cape and flung it to the ground. "Well, they're
not going to get nme," he declared. "I might freeze to death but I'm not
going to be caught.”

"You can share mne if it gets too cold," said Fidelio.

The next passage they chose was nore like a tunnel. They had to al nost
bend in half to avoid bunping their heads on the | ow beaned ceiling.
Charlie began to feel breathless in such a confined space. He hurried
forward and enmerged into a circular glade. Three statues stood in the
center, though by now Charlie could hardly nmake out what they were. He
realized his candl e had nearly burned through

Expecting his friend to come out of the tunnel behind him he called,
"Hey Fidelio, |ook at this."

There was no answer. Charlie peered into the tunnel. There was no |ight,
no Fidelio.
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"Hey cone on. Stop fooling around!" Charlie dashed back into the tunnel
Wth his free hand he groped at the walls and at the dark space in front
of him Had his friend fallen or slipped into another passage?

"Fidelio! Fidelio!" called Charlie, not caring about punishments.

Hs calls were nmet by silence. And then his candl e went out.

Charlie realized that he had known, all along, this would happen. He had
broken the rules, like his father before him He had rescued Enmma Tolly
and now he was to be punished. But he wasn't going to give in without a
fight. Flinging down his useless lantern, Charlie began to feel his way
back through the tunnel. At some stage it nust have branched off into
anot her open passage because he could snell fresh air again, though it
wasn't exactly fresh, but nore a mxture of |eaf-nobld and danp stone
Turning a sharp corner, he caught sight of a light and, hardly able to
believe his luck, he ran toward it. The |lantern was standing on a great
stone tonb.
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Soneone bobbed up from behind it, and Charlie saw Billy Raven's white
head. The round frames in his spectacles glowed |ike tiny noons.

"I found it," cried Billy He held up a shiny gold di sk on a chain.

"Well done," said Charlie. "I've lost ny lantern, Billy "Can | come with
you?"

"It's mine," said Billy He grabbed his |lantern and | eaped away

"I't's K | won't take it, Billy!l"



Charlie watched the |light bob away fromhim and then it vani shed. He
had no idea which way Billy had gone. It was inpossible to guess. There
wasn't even a sound to guide him

And then there was a sound, the soft tread of hurrying feet, four of
them And there was the |low breath of a panting animal. Charlie |eaped
forward. Stunmbling and reeling he ran fromthe soft footfalls and the
sour snell of a beast.

Fi delio had given up |l ooking for Charlie. He thought perhaps his friend
had found his way out of
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the ruin already Sonething strange had happened in that narrow tunnel.
He' d been pushed through a gap into another passage, but he couldn't see
who had pushed him He asked several children if they' d seen Charlie.
They hadn't. "Billy Raven found the nedal," soneone said.

Hyém thought Fidelio. |I wonder how?

He seened to be the last one to |l eave the ruin. "Has Charlie Bone cone
out ?" he asked Manfred, who was now crossing nanes off the scroll

?Ages ago," said Manfred.
?Are you sure?"
"OfF course |"'msure,"” Manfred snarl ed

Fidelio ran indoors. He asked everyone he net if they'd seen Charlie
Bone. Everyone who knew Charlie by sight swore they hadn't seen him

"What's up?" asked divia when she saw Fidelio' s grimexpression
"Charlie's still in the ruin,” he told her

"No. But it's been ages. They said everyone was out."
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"Not true," said Fidelio. He ran up to the dormitory

Billy Raven was sitting on his bed. Several boys stood around him
admring the medal that hung from a chain around his neck

"Have you seen Charlie Bone?" Fidelio asked them
"No," they all replied.
Billy Raven just shook his head.

"Congratul ations," said Fidelio. "I see that you won." He sank onto his
bed. He didn't know what to do.

Hal f an hour later, a voice called, "Lights out in five mnutes."

Fi deli o dashed into the passage. "Matron," he said. "Charlie Bone hasn't
come in."



The tall woman in her starched blue uniformdidn't even turn around. "Ch
dear," she said and marched on

Fidelio clutched his hair. "Don't you care?" he shouted.

She ignored him "You're late," she said as Gabriel Silk came hurrying
down t he passage.

"Sorry Matron," he muttered. "I ask you," he said to
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Fidelio, "even after tranping around that dingy ruin for hours, they
made ne finish nmy homework." He noticed Fidelio' s distraught face.
"What's goi ng on?"

"Charlie's still in the ruin,” Fidelio told him

"\What ?" A change cane over Gabriel Silk. There was a determined glint in
his gray eyes, and he appeared taller and nore upright than before.
"We' || see about that," he said gravely and he began to march back down
t he passage.

Fidelio foll owed, wondering what Gabriel was going to do. At the top of
the stairs Gabriel turned and said, "Fidelio, go back to the dormtory
You can't help now'

"I want to come with you," said Fidelio. "Charlie's ny friend."

"No," said Gabriel solemmly "It's not your place. It would be dangerous.
You must leave it to us."

Gabriel seemed to have acquired a very conpelling stare. Fidelio stepped
back. "Who do you nean by 'us'?" he asked.

"The children of the Red King," said Gabriel, and he ran down the stairs.
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THE BATTLE OF THE ENDOWED

Where do you think you're going?" called M. Paltry as Gabriel wal ked
across the hall. "You should be in your dormtory"

Gabriel ignored him He ran through a doorway up a staircase, and al ong
the hallway leading to the King's room There were only two people in
the room when Gabriel burst in: Lysander and Tancred. They were both

r eadi ng.

"Charlie Bone's still in the ruin!" Gabriel announced.

Lysander and Tancred | ooked up

"Manfred and Zel da are there," said Gabriel

?And Asa?" asked Lysander

"I think he's changed al ready" said Gabriel. "He nmust have gone in."



"Then it's tinme," said Lysander

They made a strange trio: the African, the boy with yellow electrified
hair, and the skinny one with the |ong, solem face. Shoulder to
shoul der they wal ked
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past Dr. Bloor |ocking his office, past Dr. Saltweather carrying a nusic
stand, and past M. Paltry tidying up the Ianterns. None of the teachers
could stop the three boys.

They stepped out into the cold night and wal ked across the frozen ground
toward the ruin.

Behind them children had gathered at the | ong wi ndows of the gallery

Di sobedi ence was rife that night. AQivia Vertigo had spread the word: A
boy was lost in the ruin. Ignoring rules and Matron's conmmands, children
slipped out of bed and ran down the dark passages, whispering anxiously

Fidelio found hinself standing next to AQivia by the wi ndows. "Can you
feel it?" she asked.

A wind was stirring. It swirled around the three figures nmarching toward
the tall stone walls, lifting their capes into great billow ng shadows.
None of the three carried a lantern, and Fidelio saw that the bl ack

cl ouds had bl own away and a full moon now filled the garden with silver
light.

"It's Tancred," Aivia nurnured. "I've been asking
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around. Tancred can bring the wind, they say and storns, too.
"What about Lysander ?" asked Fi deli o.

"No one's quite sure," said Aivia. "But he's powerful. Soneone said he
can sumon spirits. Everyone agrees on one thing though. Asa Pi ke can
change his shape, but only after dark."

"So that's who it was," said Fidelio. He al ready knew what Manfred coul d
do, and he had heard that Zel da Dobi nski could nove things with her
m nd. But what sort of things, he wondered. Could she nove people?

Deep in the ruin, Charlie was crouching beside a wall. He thought he had
escaped the beast but it was getting close again. He could hear the
rattle of | oose stones as it | eaped around the crunbling courtyards.

Charlie dragged hinmself upright. He took a few steps forward and
somet hing crashed into his path. He bent down and felt the rough
contours of a statue. It had alnost killed him He craw ed over the
statue and crept forward. There was a crack and a mghty splash as a
fountain toppled into its pool. A great wave
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of water knocked Charlie to the ground and stones fromthe broken



fountain rai ned down on him

He rolled onto his stomach, shielding his head with his hands. "I won't
give up, I won't! I won't!" he nuttered. But how long could he last? H s
enem es were very powerful. WAs there no one strong enough to hel p hin®?

Li ke an answer, a breeze whistled through the undergrowth. It grew
stronger and becane a m ghty wind howing around the ancient stones and
roaring through the sky It rocked the great cathedral bell so that it

rang continuously across the town, |ike a warning of some inm nent
cat astrophe. Looking up, Charlie saw the full moon emerging fromthe
clouds. Its brilliant light filled the ruin so that all the dangers

could be clearly seen. Sonme of the huge stones began to tunble out of
the walls and now Charlie could wal k strai ght through them But which
way shoul d he go?

The beast, too, could see its way It was getting angrier. Its snarl
seened to cone from everywhere and, suddenly there it was, standing only
a few neters in
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front of Charlie. Its eyes were a glowi ng, |lumnous yellow and its
bristling snout was drawn back to reveal |ong, shining fangs.

Charlie stood notionless, waiting for the beast to |leap, but, all at
once, something pale and ghostly slipped between them Charlie could
make out a spear and a shield. Another figure emerged, and then anot her
They surrounded the beast and the cornered ani mal gave a how of fear

As Charlie backed away fromthe ghostly figures, his foot caught on a
grass-covered stone and he fell sideways, landing in a bed of thorns.
Seeing its victimlying hel pl ess, the beast |unged forward, but two

bri ght spears cane down, barring its way and al nost slicing through the
bl ack snout. The beast growl ed and its furious eyes glared at Charlie,
unable to reach him it was afraid of those glittering spears and dared
not pass them

Charlie got to his feet and stunbled away The thorns had torn into his
face and hands and he could taste blood on his lips and feel it
trickling over his
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fingers. He found that he was shivering violently Hs feet were grow ng
nunb and he felt so light-headed he could hardly think. "I've got to get
out before | freeze to death," he nuttered, his jaw shaking with cold.

Sonet hi ng warm brushed agai nst his | egs and, |ooking down, he saw the
copper-colored cat, Aries. Sagittarius appeared on his other side, and
then Leo slipped frombehind a statue just ahead of him Nose to tai
the cats began to circle Charlie, and the heat fromtheir glow ng fur
seeped through his body right into his aching bones.

As he increased his pace, the cats stepped in front of himand, like a
single bright flane, began to |l ead the way through the ruined castle.

Gradual |y Charlie becane aware that he was passing statues he
recogni zed; many of themhad fallen to the ground, but he was glad to
see that the stone fish fountain was still standing.



At last they reached the courtyard with the five entrances. The wi nd
di ed and the distant bells stopped
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ringing. The three cats junped onto a stone seat and began to wash
t hensel ves.

?Aren't you coming out with me?" asked Charlie.

They | ooked at himand purred.

"Thank you, anyway" said Charlie.

He could see the sweep of white, frozen grass beyond the | ast arch. But
who, or what, was out there? WAs he really free? Charlie hesitated, took
a breath, and wal ked t hrough the arch.

Soneone stepped up beside him

"H there, Charlie," said Gabriel Silk. "You re safe.”

Charlie's relief was so enornous he thought he was going to faint. But
before he could fall, strong arms lifted himupright, and Tancred and
Lysander peered anxiously into his face.

"Whoa! " said Tancred.

"You OK?" asked Lysander

"Yes," said Charlie. "Thanks." He noticed that twi gs and branches
littered the ground and that frozen snow had been swept into great icy
banks.

"There's been a storm" he said.
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"Among ot her things," said Lysander with a | augh.

"Too much for some people," added Tancred, |aughing even |ouder than his
friend.

Charlie saw two figures kneeling on the ground. He recogni zed Manfred
and Zel da.

"Come on," said Gabriel. "Cook will be preparing a mdnight feast."
"A feast?" said Charlie. "lIs that allowed?"

"Toni ght is an exceptional night,"
As they approached the dark mass of Bloor's Acadeny Charlie noticed that
some of the windows were blazing with light. In front of a great crowd
of children, he could make out divia and Fidelio, dancing and wavi ng.

Charlie waved back. "It's ny friends, they | ook so funny"

"Fidelio told me you were nmissing," said Gabriel. "If he hadn't, you

sai d Lysander. "Everything is allowed."



m ght still be in the ruin.”
Charl i e shuddered.
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Tancred opened the garden door and they wal ked into a wall of children
all tal king and shouting at once.

"How did you get out, Charlie?"

"\What happened in there?"

"Did you see the beast?"

"Way did you get |ost?"

"Make way" shouted Lysander, pushing through the crowd.
"Come on, you guys," urged Tancred. "Let Charlie through."

The crowd obedi ently gave way before Tancred and Lysander, and Charlie
found himsel f wal ki ng down a narrow path between rows of children. When
he finally got through into the hall, he saw that the | ong table of

| anterns was now spread with plates of sandw ches, pies, hot dogs, and
chi ps. Cook was bustling about beside the table, doling out the food.
?Ah, the guest of honor," she said when she saw Charlie. "Now then, you
poor frozen child, what do you want to eat?"
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Charlie was overwhel ned. "Er -well,’
don't - uh..."

he muttered, eyeing the food. "I

"Everything," said Lysander. "He wants it all."
"Everything coming up," said Cook, piling a plate with food.

Charlie spied Fidelio and AQivia trying to get through the cromd. "Can
nmy friends have sone next?" he asked Cook. "They're just..."

"No," said Cook, handing himhis plate. "These three first." She pointed

to Charlie's rescuers. "If it weren't for them you wouldn't be here at
all, would you?"
"Uh, | suppose not," said Charlie. "Sorry"

Cook gave hima big wi nk and handed out plates of food to Gabriel and
Tancred, who had everything, and Lysander, who just wanted chips.

Charlie saw that all the teachers fromthe nusic departnent were in the
hall. They were trying to organize the children into groups. M. Paltry
| ooked flustered and angry but Dr. Saltweather seened to be enjoying

hi nsel f. Now and again, he would burst into song as he shepherded
children toward the table
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M ss Chrystal beamed at Charlie and gave himthe thunbs-up sign. She was



hel pi ng Ms. Dance keep sone of the younger children out of the hall
Wth the exception of Tancred and Lysander, only children fromthe nusic
departrment were allowed at the feast.

Aivia had managed to find a blue cape and, so far, none of the staff
had noticed that she didn't belong in nusic. She cane running up to
Charlie with two plates of hot dogs.

"I got an extra one for you. You poor thing, you're covered in bruises
and just |ook at your hair!"

Charlie patted his nop of hair, which had collected so nany | eaves and
twigs it felt like a real hedge. "Oh, | forgot," he said. He was rather
full, but he couldn't bring hinself to refuse divia' s offering. "Let's
share it," he suggested, then, lowering his voice, he asked, "How did
you get hold of that blue cape?"

"It's Billy's," she said. "He was too tired to come down, poor little
fellow. He found the nedal, you know'
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"Yes, | did," said Charlie.

Fidelio darted hima quick | ook and raised one eyebrow They woul d have
to have a talk with Billy Raven, Charlie decided. Sonebody or sonething
was meki ng himact very strangely

"I can't believe all this food was put out, just because | got stuck in
aruin," he nurnured

"It's Cook," said Fidelio. "Wen Cook rmakes up her mi nd about sonething,
none of the teachers can stop her. Not even Dr. Bloor. Last year, a boy
called Alie Sparks disappeared for three days. He got lost in the old
part of the building and no one could find him He finally got out by
craw i ng through a hole in the floor. He was covered in cuts and

brui ses, his hair was full of spiders, and for a while he couldn't even
speak. Anyway Cook gave hima big mdnight feast, and after that he went
horme. He never cane back."

"I don't blane..." Charlie's next words died on his lips, for the door
into the garden suddenly flew open and Dr. Bl oor and Aunt Lucretia
appeared. Between themthey were dragging the drooping figure of
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Manfred Bl oor. He certainly didn't | ook threatening anynore. Hi s head
hung forward and his dreadful eyes were hal f-cl osed. Aunt Lucretia threw
a withering glance in Charlie's direction before she di sappeared through
the door into the west wi ng.

Sil ence descended on the hall as M. Carp and anot her teacher appeared,
carrying the Iinp form of Zel da Dobi nski

Even t hough everyone was scared of Zelda and Manfred, seeing them
| ooki ng hal f-dead took all the fun out of the party Very soon nobst of
the children began to drift off to bed.

Al the boys in the dormtory seemed to be asleep when Charlie, Gabriel
and Fidelio crept in, but there was a snuffling noise conming from



Billy's side of the room In the darkness, Charlie nmade his way to the
end of Billy's bed.

"Billy" he whispered. ?Are you awake?"

"I"'msorry | left youin the ruin,” Billy nunmbled. "I didn't nean for
you to get hurt."”

"I't's OK " said Charlie. "But you betrayed Enilia
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didn't you? You told soneone about her waking up. Wiy did you do it, Billy?"
There was no reply

"Di d soneone make you do it?" asked Charlie.

There was a long silence before Billy nurnured, "I just want to be
adopted. |Is that so wong?"

Charlie didn't have an answer.

Next day life returned to normal. The only difference was that nost of
the teachers were nore understanding than usual. They tended to ignore
Charlie's yawns and forgetful ness. He actually fell asleep during the
English lesson. Only M. Paltry was his usual bad-tenpered self.

And then, at lunchtinme, Fidelio came bouncing up to Charlie with the
nost amazing news. Hi s brother Felix had arrived, on the pretext of
delivering a repaired violin, but really to let Fidelio know what had
been happening in the outside world.

"Emma and M ss I ngl edew have | ocked thensel ves
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in the bookshop," said Fidelio. "They won't |let anyone in. The Mbons
have been poundi ng on the door and demandi ng that Enmma conme back to
them They say that Dr. Tolly's tapes don't prove anything. Wthout
papers and a signature, they don't believe that Emm is the inventor's
daughter."

Charlie sat up. "You nean after everything we've done, Mss I|ngledew
can't get Emma back for good?"

"Seens not," said Fidelio. "Unless the papers are found."
"\What papers?" said Charlie.

"You know the stuff that proves who you are. Your birth certificate,
adoption papers - stuff like that."

Charlie groaned. "They've got them haven't they? The Bloors. | bet
t hey' ve hi dden them somewhere. ™"

"Must have," agreed Fidelio. "Next thing we've got to do is find them"

Charlie had horrible visions of being caught clinmbing into dark attics
and getting detention for years and years. "That's not going to be easy"



he nuttered.
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As it happened, Fidelio and Charlie didn't have to do anything. Someone
else did it for them In a very dramatic way

The expl osi ons began half an hour before lights out. The first one was
hardly noticed. The lantern above the main doors gave a little pop and a
few pieces of glass fell out. The next one was | ouder. A pane in one of
the windows in the west wi ng cracked and smashed onto the cobbl estones
in the courtyard

Children | eaped out of bed, or ran from bat hroons, dropping towels and
t oot hbrushes in the rush to see what was goi ng on

Charlie opened the window in his dormtory and twel ve heads poked out
over the sill. Beneath them the boys saw a tall man in a |ong, dark
coat. He wore black gloves and a white scarf and his abundant bl ack hair
glistened |ike polished stone.

L

"Who is he?"

"What's he doi ng?"

Whi spers ran around Charlie's head, and he saw
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t hat ot her wi ndows had opened and chil dren were peering down into the
courtyard.

"He's my uncle," said Charlie, with a slightly proud snile

"Your uncle?"

"What does he want?"

"Did he smash that w ndow?"

"How did he do it?"

"He doesn't |l ook |ike soneone who breaks w ndows."

The whi spers grew | ouder and Matron coul d be heard marchi ng down
corridors shouting, "Shut those wi ndows! Get into bed! Lights out!

Li ghts out!"

Sone of the children scuttled back to bed, but others still watched the
man in the courtyard. He was turning in slow circles now, and staring up
at the children. When he saw Charlie, he grinned. Charlie held his
breath. He could feel the strange humm ng that al ways preceded his

uncl e's lightbul b accidents.

"Bl oor!" Paton suddenly shouted. "You know what |1'm here for. Let ne in."
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The bronze-studded doors remai ned cl osed. The whi spers di ed. Everyone
waited to see what woul d happen

"Very well," roared Paton. He had his back to the children now and was
facing the Bloors' private roons in the west w ng.

There was a bang, and the panes of a lighted wi ndow flew out into the
air. Another followed and then another. Each tine the expl osion was
| ouder, and the flying glass hit the ground with greater force.

Charlie was amazed. He hadn't realized how powerful his uncle's talent
coul d becone when he really wanted to use it.

"Yewbeanl " a voice bellowed. "Stop it, or I'll call the police."

"Ch, | don't think so," Paton shouted back. "There are things going on
here that you wouldn't want themto know. Now give ne Emma Tolly's
papers before | break every light in the building."

Charlie saw a window in the west w ng close quickly
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The room beyond it was in darkness, but a second | ater another w ndow
shattered. And now Paton turned his attention to the east w ng, where
some of the teachers, unaware that electric lights were the cause of the
expl osions, were still busily tidying up the classroons.

BANG BANG. BANG . Three windows in the science |lab blew out. But this
time the situation was nore serious. Sonmething in the | ab had caught on
fire. Black snoke and the stink of burning chemicals drifted up to the
wat chi ng chi |l dren.

"Stop it!" cried Dr. Bloor. "Paton, | inplore you!"

"G ve nme the papers," Paton demanded.

Si |l ence

And then a shower of jewel-like colors burst over the glass already
littering the ground. Soneone had forgotten to turn off the lights in

t he chapel, and the beautiful stained-glass wi ndows were now only a nenory
"Al'l right!" screaned a voice.

In the silence that foll owed, a cloud of paper
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floated gently froman upstairs window Slowmy it spun and hovered,
before falling to earth |ike playful, giant snow | akes.

As he ran to catch the falling papers, Paton began to chuckle. The
chuckl e becane a full-throated | augh, and then a resounding roar, a
great big Ha! Ha! Ha! of triunph

The wat ching children couldn't stop thenselves fromjoining in, and soon
the courtyard of Bloor's Acadeny was so filled with | aughter, the echo
could still be heard at Christmas.
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THE LONGEST NI GHT OF THE YEAR

The newspapers reported the breaking w ndow i nci dent as MYSTERI QUS
EXPLOSI ONS | N AN ANCI ENT SCHOOL. No one woul d have believed the truth,
even if they'd been told.

Paton took Emma Tolly's papers to M ss Ingledew and when it was proved,
beyond a doubt, that Emilia Mon was really Enma Tolly the Mons gave

her up. They were mldly fond of Emma, but it was the nmoney they woul d
mss, nmore than the child. Dr. Bloor had paid themwell to | ook after her.

It was quite clear that Dr. Tolly's signature on the adopti on papers had
been forged, but Mss Ingledew let that pass. She just wanted Emm, and
Emma wanted nothing nore than to live with her aunt forever, in the
wonder ful house of books.

On the norning after the explosions, the courtyard of Bloor's Acadeny
was a sight to behold. d ass
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littered the ground. Large gl eam ng panes, dianond-bright spears, and
glinting fragments of color were all covered with a fine silvery dust
that flashed and bl azed in the norning sunlight.

The wor kmen who came to clean up the nmess could hardly believe their
eyes. They gazed at the old stone walls and the dark, gapi ng wi ndows,
and scratched their heads. Watever had been going on in Bloor's Acadeny?

"I wouldn't like nmy boy to go to this school," said one.

"Nor nme," said another
"Creepy place," said a third.

At nunber nine Filbert Street, Misie was busy maki ng Christmas cakes.
The war between Uncle Paton and his sisters was over. For the nonent.
Pat on had won a battle, but Charlie knew there'd be another. Paton had
lifted his head at |ast, and theYewbeam sisters were worried. Sooner or
later they would try to even the score.

For a whol e weekend, the rocker by the stove
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remai ned enpty Not once did Charlie see Grandna Bone. But he could fee
her, seething, sulking, and brooding in her room He didn't care. He
felt quite safe. He had good friends and an uncle who wouldn't stand for
any wi ckedness. He thought he m ght even buy Grandna Bone a pair of
socks for Christmas. She certainly needed them

When his nother suggested it mght be better if Charlie didn't go back
to Bloor's (all those bruises gave her a shock), Charlie found hinself
di sagr eei ng.

"Mom | have to go back," he said, "to keep the bal ance.™



She | ooked puzzl ed.

"It's difficult to explain,"” said Charlie. "I know there are sone really
bad things going on at Bloor's, but there are good things, too. And
think I mght be needed, to kind of help out."

"l see," she said.

At that noment, his nother | ooked so wistful Charlie longed to tell her
that, one day she might see his father. But he held his tongue. It was
too early to
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rai se her hopes. Instead he asked her what she wanted for Christnas.

"Ch, | forgot," she exclained. "M ss Ingledewis having a party and
we're all invited. It's a welcome home for Emma. Isn't that great?" She
was all sniles again.

The rest of the semester passed in a flash of feverish activity There
were plays to rehearse, exhibitions to put up, songs to practice, and
concerts to arrange. Werever you went, you couldn't get away fromthe
hunm ng, jangling, and thunmping of nusic.

It took Manfred and Zel da a week to recover fromwhatever it was that
Tancred and Lysander had done to them The surly pair were still not

t hensel ves. Manfred kept his sinister gaze on the floor, and Zel da had
such bad headaches she coul dn't even play push the pencil box. Asa was
his old self however. There wasn't a hint of anything wolfish about him
except, perhaps, his eyes.

On the last day of the semester, the drama departnment put on a
production of Snow Wite. Misie and
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Charlie's mother were in the audi ence, but Uncle Paton stayed away He
felt he might not be welcone. Charlie agreed.

Aivia played the w cked stepnmother. She was superb. No one woul d have
guessed that she was only el even. When she cane on stage for the fina
curtain, the appl ause was deaf eni ng.

Charlie found her surrounded by adnirers when he went to say good- bye.
But divia caught sight of him hovering at the edge of the crowd, and
called out, "See you at the party Charlie!"

M ss Ingledew s party took place on the |ongest night of the year -three
days before Christmas. Charlie and his famly were the last to arrive,
because Mi sie had changed her clothes five tinmes before deciding to
wear a mauve satin dress with frills. G andna Bone, who was stil

sul ki ng, hadn't been invited.

It was surprising how nany people M ss |Ingledew had managed to fit into
her small living room Fidelio had cone with his |arge father, and
AQivia with her filmstar nother. Benjam n had brought Runner Bean
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now compl etely recovered, and both his parents. M. Oninmous had been
followed by the three flanes. The cats had refused to stay behind once
they'd sniffed a party in the air. And, after all, they had played a
large part in Emma's rescue.

Bottl es and gl asses and a great many dishes of delicious-Iooking food
had been placed on the shop counter. Uncle Paton hel ped hinmself to a
whol e plateful as he passed, and there was a certain gleamin his eye
when he said, "Julia, ny dear, what a wonderful cook you are."

"Ch, they're just snacks," said Mss Ingledew, blushing slightly

Her cozy living roomwas lit by an enornmous nunber of candles; tall
short, wide, and thin, they danced and flickered fromevery surface.
Charlie noticed that all the Iightbul bs had been removed. M ss | ngl edew
wasn't taking any chances.

After a while the children decided to have their own party in the shop
because there were so many tal kative and over-nerry adults in the living
room But
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shortly before mdnight, Mss Ingledew called themall back in. She
wanted to make a little speech

It didn't last long. Wth tears in her eyes, she thanked everyone who
had hel ped find her dear sister Nancy's daughter. "It was the happi est
day of ny life when M. Yewbeam - er - Paton, brought Emma to ny door,"
she said. And then she had to sit down and bl ow her nose because the
tears had turned into a fl ood.

There were nurnurs of synpathy and congratul ati ons, and Enma ran to hug
her, but any awkwardness was relieved by M. Oninous, who | ooked
extremely smart in a fake-fur vest. He | eaped onto a chair and said how
pl eased he was to have started the search for Emma. And how proud he was
of his three cats.

At this point a small di sagreenent broke out between Runner Bean and the
flames. But it was nostly a matter of |owkey growling and griping and
soon settled by a word from M. Oninous.

Emma Tolly nade the | ast speech of the night. She
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| ooked conpletely different fromEnmlia Mon. Her blonde hair had been
tied in a bouncing ponytail and her cheeks were flushed with excitenent.
It was alnmost as if pale Emilia hadn't been a real person at all, but a
sad figure borrowed froma fairy tale.

"I"'mso happy" she began. "I still can't really believe I'mhere. | have
to keep pinching nyself. Before | say anything else | just want to |let
everyone know that |I'Il be going back to Bloor's Acadeny next semester.”



M ss Ingl edew | ooked up with a start. She began to rise, saying, "No.
."but Paton gently restrai ned her

"I"'msorry Auntie," Emma went on. "I know | said | wouldn't, but I've
changed nmy mind. It's a good school, after all, and |I've got a really
great art teacher. And Fidelio and AQivia are still there, and Charli e,
of course. They're not scared of anything, besides..." she frowned,

al nrost to herself "there are things... other children, | mean, who m ght
need ne. So |'m going back." She gave a bright smle. "And now |I'd Iike
to thank everyone who hel ped me find out who | really was, especially
Charlie, who started it all."
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"To Charlie," said Mss Ingledew, holding up her glass for a refill.

"To Charlie!" Everyone cheered and raised their glasses, and sonmewhere a
cl ock began to chine.

It took Charlie several mnutes to realize that the whol e room was
| ooking at him His thoughts had been far away with soneone el se who had
fallen asleep at twel ve o' cl ock

TO BE CONTI NUED. . .
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TI ME TW STER

BY JENNY NI MMO CHI LDREN OF THE RED KI NG SERI ES BOXX 2
JANUARY 1916

For the | ast few days of the christmas holiday, henry yewbeam and his
younger brother, janes, have been sent to stay with their cousins, the
bl oors, in bl oor's acadeny

the courtyard at bloor's is full of snow the windows are frosted. the
tenmperature is beginning to drop even further. it gets col der and
colder. it hasn't been this cold for a hundred years.

Henry Yewbeam doesn't care about the cold. He has to get away fromthe
bl oors, especially ezekiel, who is constantly tormenting him henry puts
on his blue school cape and takes his bag of marbles down to the
freezing hall. this is a wonderful place to play marbles; such a |ong,
snooth floor and no interruptions. halfway through his gane, henry sees
a marble rolling toward him it's not one of his; it's bigger, shinier
he picks it up it's full of beautiful colors. suddenly, Henry knows he
shoul dn't have touched the strange marbl e.

404 THE WALLS ARE FADING THE LICGHT IS GO NG HE FEELS H MSELF
DI SAPPEARI NG QUI CKLY HE PULLS A PI ECE OF CHALK OQUT OF HI' S POCKET AND
VWRI TES ON THE FLOOR: G VE THE MARBLES TO JAMES.

Henry has now vani shed from 1916.

JANUARY 2002



it's freezing cold, the coldest day for nearly a hundred years. Charlie
Bone is crossing the hall on his way to a |l esson at Bloor's Acadeny It's
deserted except for Blessed the dog, who is sniffing in a corner
Sonet hi ng begins to happen a few feet in front of Charlie. A boy in a

bl ue cape materializes. He rubs his eyes and says, "Ch, ny word! Wat
happened?"

Charlie takes the bew | dered Henry Yewbeaminto the bl ue coatroom
Charlie confides in Gabriel Silk and together they try to keep henry

hi dden, but it becomes inpossible. blessed has told Billy Raven, who in
turn has alerted old Ezekiel. Manfred, Zelda, and the matron are on the
hunt for Henry

Why did Henry di sappear? Can Charlie help keep himsafe fromold Ezekiel?
W1l Henry ever be reunited with his brother Janes?
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I was born in Wndsor, Berkshire, England, and educated at boardi ng

schools in Kent and Surrey fromthe age of six until | was sixteen, when
I ran away from school to becone a drana student/assistant stage nanager
with Theater South East. | graduated and acted in repertory theater in

various towns and cities: Eastbourne, Tunbridge Wlls, Brighton
Hasti ngs, and Bexhill

| left Britain to teach English to three Italian boys in Amalfi, Italy
On ny return | joined the BBC, first as a picture researcher, then
assi stant floor manager, studi o manager (news), and finally
director/adaptor with Jackanory (a BBC storytelling program for

children). | left the BBCto marry the Wl sh artist David Wnn MII| ward
and went to live in Wales in nmy husband's famly home. W live in a very
old converted waternmill, and the river is constantly threatening to

406 break in, which it has done several times in the past, nost
dramatically on my youngest child' s first birthday During the sumrer we
run a residential school of art, and | have to nove ny office, put down
tools (typewiter and pencils), and don an apron and cook! W have three
grown-up children, Myfanwy | anto, and Gaenhwyf ar



