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The children of the Red King, called the endowed


 
		 
		  	 
			  
				 
				  ManfredBloor


 
		  	 
			 
				
				  Talents Master at Bloors Academy. Previously head boy. A hypnotiser. He is descended from Borlath, eldest son of the Red King. Borlath was a brutal and sadistic tyrant.


 
		
 
		 
		  	 
			  
				 
				  NarenBloor


 
		  	 
			 
				
				  Adopted daughter of Bartholomew Bloor, Naren can send shadow words over great distances. She is descended from the Red Kings grandson who was abducted by pirates and taken to China.


 
		
 
		 
		  	 
			  
				 
				  AsaPike


 
		  	 
			 
				
				  A were-beast. He is descended from a tribe who lived in the Northern forests and kept strange beasts. Asa can change shape at dusk.


 
		
 
		 
		  	 
			  
				 
				  BillyRaven


 
		  	 
			 
				
				  Billy can communicate with animals. One of his ancestors conversed with ravens that sat on a gibbet where dead men hung. For this talent he was banished from his village.


 
		
 
		 
		  	 
			  
				 
				  LysanderSage


 
		  	 
			 
				
				  Descended from an African wise man. He can call up his spirit ancestors.


 
		
 
		 
		  	 
			  
				 
				  TancredTorsson


 
		  	 
			 
				
				  A storm-bringer. His Scandinavian ancestor was named after the thunder god, Thor. Tancred can bring rain, wind, thunder and lightning.


 
		
 
		 
		  	 
			  
				 
				  GabrielSilk


 
		  	 
			 
				
				  Gabriel can feel scenes and emotions through the clothes of others. He comes from a line of psychics.


 
		
 
		 
		  	 
			  
				 
				  EmmaTolly


 
		  	 
			 
				
				  Emma can fly. Her surname derives from the Spanish swordsman from Toledo, whose daughter married the Red King. He is therefore an ancestor to all the endowed children.


 
		
 
		 
		  	 
			  
				 
				  CharlieBone


 
		  	 
			 
				
				  Charlie can travel into photographs and pictures. Through his father he is descended from the Red King, and through his mother, from Mathonwy, a Welsh magician and friend of the Red King.


 
		
 
		 
		  	 
			  
				 
				  DorcasLoom


 
		  	 
			 
				
				  Dorcas can bewitch items of clothing. Her ancestor, Lola Defarge, knitted a shrivelling shawl whilst enjoying the execution of the Queen of France in 1793.


 
		
 
		 
		  	 
			  
				 
				  Idith and Inez Branko


  
		  	 
			 
				
				  Telekinetic twins, distantly related to Zelda Dobinsky, who has left Bloors Academy.


 
		
 
		 
		  	 
			  
				 
				  JoshuaTilpin


 
		  	 
			 
				
				  Joshua has magnetism. He is descended from Lilith, the Red Kings oldest daughter, and Harken, the evil enchanter who married her.


 
		
 
		 
		  	 
			  
				 
				  UnaOnimous


 
		  	 
			 
				
				  Mr Onimouss niece. Una is five years old and her endowment is being kept secret until it has fully developed.


 
		
 
		 
		  	 
			  
				 
				  OliviaVertigo


 
		  	 
			 
				
				  Descended from Guanhamara, who fled the Red Kings castle and married an Italian Prince. Olivia is an illusionist. The Bloors are unaware of her endowment.


 
		
 
		 
		  	 
			  
				 
				  DagbertEndless


 
		  	 
			 
				
				  Dagbert is the son of Lord Grimwald who can control the oceans. His mother took the gold from drowned mens teeth, and made them into charms to protect her son. Dagbert is a drowner.


 
		
 
	 
 



  The endowed are all descended from the ten children of the Red King: a magician-king who left Africa in the twelfth century, accompanied by three leopards.
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  Prologue


  Charlie Bone lives in a city that holds many secrets. They are hidden in the walls and buried under centuries of dust.


  The city began nine hundred years ago, with a castle. It was built by Charlies ancestor, the Red King, so-called because of his red cloak and the burning sun emblazoned on his shield. The
  Red King was an African; he was also a magician.


  When the kings beloved queen, Berenice, died, he went to grieve in the forest. He believed that his ten children were safe in the hands of wise councillors and kindly nurses. Besides,
  each child had been endowed with an extraordinary power.


  At that time, the country was a violent and lawless place; murder and robbery were rife. On his way home, the king found that his considerable powers were needed to help the poor and oppressed.
  He donned a suit of chainmail and a helmet with a plume of red feathers. Then, conjuring up an invincible sword, he rode out to defend the troubled and helpless people.


  For five years the Red King fought tyrants, murderers and plundering nobles. When he finally returned to his castle, he found that five of his children were gone and the other five were using
  their endowments to wreak havoc on the surrounding countryside. It was these children and their heirs who began the citys history of dreadful magic and wickedness. Unable to fight his own
  children, the broken-hearted king left his castle forever.


  Charlies grandmother and her three sisters all have a part in the evil. While his father was spellbound they sent him to Bloors Academy, a school run by a family with an especially
  violent past. Charlie is often afraid of the Bloors and their allies, but, so far, he has resisted all their attempts to crush him, for he has friends among the descendants of the Red King, friends
  who use their unusual endowments to help him.


  With his own talent for travelling into the past, Charlie is beginning to learn the citys secrets. It is a dangerous pursuit, but Charlie has his friends to support him and a firm trust
  in the enduring power of the Red King.
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  Not-quite-humans


  You might think it was rather careless of Charlie Bone to lose his father a second time, especially when he had only just found him. They had been apart for ten long years;
  spellbound years for Lyell Bone, a time spent in deep forgetfulness, when he could remember nothing of his past or even recall his name.


  This time, at least Charlie knew where his father had gone. He was taking Charlies mother on a second honeymoon. What could be better than to get away from cold, dark February days, to
  watch whales and dolphins roll through a sunlit sea? They had asked Charlie to join them, of course, but he had politely declined. His parents needed to be alone and, besides, there were things
  that he had to attend to at home. A few mysteries to clear up.


  At that moment Charlie was standing by the gate of the house where he was born. It was an old red-brick building, with a steep slate roof and four steps up to a blue front door. Charlie and his
  mother had left the house when he was two, and he couldnt remember it at all. Even the name was unfamiliar to him: Diamond Corner  it stood on the corner of Diamond
  Street and Lyme Avenue.


  Charlie was twelve now; a boy of medium height with dark, unruly hair and walnut brown eyes. A boy who was ordinary in every way except one: he was a picture-traveller, a talent he had inherited
  from the legendary Red King.


  Beside Charlie stood a very tall man with strong, finely chiselled features and straight black hair that almost touched his shoulders. He wore a long, dark coat and the brim of his black hat had
  been pulled well down, as though to shade his eyes, though there was not the slightest glimmer of sunlight on this murky Saturday afternoon.


  Needs a lot of repair, the man remarked, looking at the dark holes where slates had fallen from the roof.


  I wish I could move in right now, Uncle Paton, said Charlie.


  You wont have to wait long, said his great-uncle. Theyre starting work next week: builders, painters, plumbers and roofers.


  Lets have a look. Charlie opened the gate and walked up the overgrown path. His uncle followed, jangling a bunch of keys. As they drew closer they noticed a light in one of
  the lower windows.


  Someones in there. Charlie ran up to the door. His uncle, only a pace behind, leapt up the steps and fitted one of his keys into the lock. The blue door swung open and
  Charlie stepped inside.


  A stale, mildewy smell filled the hallway. The floorboards were damp and dusty and strips of ragged wallpaper hung from the dark, stained walls. Charlie trod as lightly as he could, but the bare
  boards creaked with every step he took. He quickly opened a door to his left and looked into the room where he had seen the light. It was empty. Uncle Paton nodded at a half-open door on the other
  side of the room. The kitchen, he whispered.


  A shuffling sound could be heard. It was difficult to make out where it came from. Charlie sprang across the room, his uncles heavy footsteps pounding after him. But the kitchen, too, was
  empty. A sharp bang sent Charlie bounding through the kitchen and into the passage. The back door swung open, hitting the wall behind it with another loud bang. A blast of cold air hit Charlie as
  he squinted outside. He was just in time to see two figures slip through a broken fence at the end of the garden.


  Hey! cried Charlie, running through a sea of long dried grass and weeds. When he reached the fence he peered into the narrow gap. But the intruders had vanished.


  Could have been tramps. Uncle Paton kicked at a pile of newspapers in a corner. Lets go, Charlie.


  Cant I go upstairs? begged Charlie. I want to see if I can remember the room where I slept.


  Go on then. Uncle Paton followed Charlie up the stairs. When he reached the top Charlie stood and stared at the two doors in front of him. There were two more leading off a passage
  to his left, and another on his right. He chose this one.


  You did remember, Charlie!


  I just guessed, said Charlie. He pushed open the door. OH!


  It was impossible to move any further into the room. Every floorboard had been lifted. Some stood against the walls, others lay scattered on the narrow joists that supported the floor.


  How very odd! Uncle Paton peered over Charlies shoulder. I didnt know the builders had started already.


  They looked in the other rooms. Every one was in the same state: floorboards wrenched up and thrown carelessly into corners or strewn across the thin joists.


  Looks like someones been searching for something, Charlie remarked.


  A pretty desperate search, his uncle agreed. I imagine they did the same downstairs, but re-laid the boards in case anyone looked through the windows.


  I dont like to think of strangers coming in and trashing my old home, said Charlie.


  As they went downstairs they kept an eye open for any sign that the treads might have been pulled up. And this time they noticed the splintered wood, the nails that had been pulled up, and the
  slight wobble in the banisters.


  It might be a good idea to change the locks, said Uncle Paton, when they were standing in the street again. Ill tell the agents.


  They began the walk home to number nine, Filbert Street. Uncle Paton was thinking about the intruders and failed to notice that the street lights had come on. Before Charlie had time to warn him
  he carelessly glanced upwards and the lamp over his head gave a loud pop and exploded.


  Uncle Paton ducked as a shower of glass rained down on his head. Bother! Bother! Bother! he cried. Whod be a power-booster?


  Paton Yewbeam, another of the Red Kings descendants, had inherited an unfortunate endowment. If he so much as glanced at a light that was on, whether it was in a window, a house, on the
  street or at home, the element would reach such intense heat that the bulb inevitably exploded. So Paton rarely left home in the daytime. Traffic lights, brake lights and shop windows were all at
  risk from his unhappy talent. And he found it very embarrassing.


  This time Uncle Patons accident had revealed something. In the bright flash that momentarily filled the street, two figures could be seen cowering beside a hedge. The moment lasted less
  than a second but their faces were printed sharply in Charlies mind. They looked  not quite human.


  Charlie had blinked against the shower of glass that fell on to his uncle. When he opened his eyes again, the figures had vanished.


  Come on, Charlie, lets get out of here before someone sees us. Uncle Paton took Charlies arm and pulled him away from the scene of his crime.


  Someone did see us, Uncle P, said Charlie. I think it might have been them. You know, the intruders. But they werent exactly people. If you know what I
  mean.


  I do not. Uncle Paton gripped Charlie even tighter. Quick, quick! Over here.


  Charlie found himself being dragged across the street. A fast-approaching car gave a warning hoot and Uncle Paton hauled him on to the pavement.


  What did you say about not-exactly-people? Uncle Paton tugged the brim of his hat. Now even his nose was hidden.


  They were weird, Uncle P, Charlie panted. I cant explain.


  Try, commanded his uncle. I want to know what kind of creatures were up against.


  Uncle Paton set off again at his usual breakneck speed. Charlie had to make little skipping movements in order to keep up with him. Its not fair, Charlie complained.
  Your legs are twice as long as mine.


  I want to put distance between myself and the street lamp, Uncle Paton snapped. He turned a corner and slowed his pace. Now, try again. What made these things inhuman,
  Charlie?


  They were a bit hairy for one thing, said Charlie. And their eyes  their eyes, well, I think they were too far apart for a human. They were more like dogs  or,
  or 


  Wolves? his uncle suggested.


  Maybe, Charlie said cautiously. If wolves have yellow eyes.


  Hmm. Why do I think that the Bloors have something to do with this? Tell me, did your father mention anything that he might have left at the old house?


  Nothing, said Charlie. But then there were so many things that hed forgotten. He smiled to himself. It was enough that his father had remembered his mother and
  himself. His memory is coming back, though. Every day something new pops into his head. Maybe when he comes home again, hell be completely recovered.


  And thats what theyre afraid of. Uncle Paton came to a standstill.


  Who? What? asked Charlie.


  Listen, Charlie. We believe that Manfred Bloor hypnotised your father, because he caused old Ezekiels accident. But I have come to think that there was more to it. I believe your
  father was hiding something that the Bloors wanted. Perhaps they hoped that under hypnosis he would reveal its hiding place. But this never happened. And now theyre afraid that he will
  remember, and find whatever it is before they do.


  Charlie couldnt imagine what had led his uncle to this conclusion. But Paton Yewbeam had an enquiring mind. He was writing a history of the Red King, and his room was crammed with huge
  books that covered every subject Charlie had heard of, and a lot more that he hadnt.


  Diamond Street lay on the outskirts of the city and it took Charlie and his uncle nearly an hour to get home. By that time dusk had fallen and a thick mist was creeping through the streets.
  Curiously it smelled of salt, though the sea was at least thirty miles away.


  Charlies grandmother, Maisie, met them at the door. She had the look of someone whod had a nasty shock. Grandma Bones back, she whispered, turning out the hall
  light, in case of a Paton accident.


  Back? said Paton loudly. Why on earth . . .


  Sssh! Maisie put a finger to her lips. Come in here.


  Charlie and his uncle followed Maisie into the kitchen. The table had been laid and while Maisie ladled mushroom soup into three bowls she told them about Grandma Bones dramatic
  arrival.


  Grandma Bone was Patons sister. She was twenty years older than him and theyd never got on. She didnt even get on with her only son, Charlies father. As soon as
  hed come home after ten long years imprisoned in Bloors Academy, Grandma Bone had moved out. Shed gone to live with her three sisters at the end of a grim and gloomy alley
  called Darkly Wynd. Charlie had hoped he would never see her again.


  Shes still got a key, Maisie told them. She marched in, dumped her bag in the hall and said, Im back! Why? I asked. Well, that was
  wrong for a start. Anyone would think you were sorry, she said. I am, I said. I thought youd gone for good.


  Charlie began to giggle.


  Paton asked, But what is her reason, Maisie? Why has she returned?


  A wedding! said Maisie.


  Whose? begged Paton.


  Your youngest sister, Venetia. Shes getting married next week.


  Charlie choked on his soup. Great Aunt Venetia? Who on earth would want to marry her?


  Who indeed, Charlie love, said Maisie. But some poor man is soon going to rue the day.


  How extraordinary. Paton stared at Maisie in disbelief.


  Grandma Bone is very put out, Maisie went on, but her sisters are all for it apparently.


  Phew. Paton blew on his soup, which couldnt have been that hot because hed already swallowed several spoonfuls without a murmur. He was trying not to show it but
  anyone could see that he was utterly baffled and extremely shocked.


  Uncle Patons four sisters were all as bad as each other. They loathed their only brother and spent their lives tormenting him, just because he didnt agree with their morals and
  made very sure they knew it. All four of them were mean, spiteful, arrogant, dishonest and greedy. In fact, Charlie couldnt find enough words to describe how horrible they were. None of them
  had ever given Charlie a kind word, let alone a birthday present, not even Grandma Bone.


  Maisie had saved the best part of her announcement till last. The worst of it is, hes got children, she said dramatically. What do you think of that?


  Children! Charlie shuddered. Poor things. Imagine Great Aunt Venetia being your mother!


  Impossible. Paton suddenly looked up.


  Charlie had his back to the door and failed to see Grandma Bone walking up behind him.


  Im glad Im not your mother, said Grandma Bone testily. She marched over to the fridge and opened it. Theres nothing in here, she complained.
  Nothing but cheese and old bones. No pt, no mayonnaise and not even a sniff of salmon.


  Maisie gave a huge sigh. How was I to know youd come hunting in here, with your fussy stomach and your dainty mouth? Sit down, Grizelda, and Ill give you some mushroom
  soup.


  No thank you. Grandma Bone plonked herself in the rocker by the stove.


  Paton frowned. He had been meaning to get rid of the rocker. No one else ever used it. It had been a constant reminder of Grandma Bones gloomy presence. If only hed thought ahead
  and chopped it up for firewood a day earlier.


  Creak! Creak! Creak! There she went, with her eyes closed and her head nestled into her chin. Rock! Rock! Rock! The sound was enough to curdle the soup.


  So, Paton found a voice at last. I hear youve fallen out with your sisters, Grizelda.


  Theyre your sisters too, she snorted. Marriage indeed! I never heard of such rubbish. Venetias fifty-two. She shouldve given up that sort of thing years
  ago.


  What sort of thing? asked Charlie.


  Dont be insolent, his grandmother replied.


  Charlie finished his soup and stood up. I bet youll leave when my dad comes back, he said.


  Oh, but youre all going to live in that cosy little Diamond Corner. She gave Charlie one of her chilly stares. But then whale-watching can be very dangerous. He may
  never 


  Charlie didnt wait to hear what his grandmother might say next. Im going to see Ben, he cried, rushing into the hall and flinging on his jacket.


  Maisie called, Charlie, its dark, love. Dont pay any attention to Grandma Bone. She didnt mean anything by it.


  She did, muttered Charlie. He left the house, ran across the road to number twelve and rang the bell. Filbert Street was always quiet at this time on a Sunday. There were very few
  cars about and the pavements were deserted. And yet Charlie felt a prickling at the back of his neck that told him someone was watching him.


  Come on, come on. Charlie pressed the bell a second time.


  Benjamin Brown opened the door. He was a few months younger than Charlie and a lot smaller. His scruffy yellow hair was exactly the same colour as the large dog that stood beside him, wagging
  its tail.


  Can I come in? asked Charlie. Grandma Bones back.


  Benjamin understood immediately. What a disaster! Im just taking Runner Bean for a walk. Want to come?


  Anything was better than spending the evening in the same house as Grandma Bone. Charlie fell into step beside Benjamin as he headed towards the park. With joyful barks, Runner Bean ran circles
  round the boys then darted down the dark street. Benjamin didnt like to lose sight of his dog. He knew he worried unnecessarily. His parents were always telling him to lighten up, but
  Benjamin couldnt help being the way he was. Besides, a mist was beginning to creep into the street; an unusual, salty sort of mist.


  Charlie hunched his shoulders. There it was again. That odd prickling feeling under his collar. He stopped and looked back.


  What is it, Charlie? asked Benjamin.


  Charlie told his friend about the not-quite-humans that hed seen near Diamond Corner.


  Nothings normal tonight, Benjamin said shakily. I never tasted salt in the mist before.


  And then they heard the howl; it was very distant, but a howl nevertheless. A sound that was almost human, and yet not quite. For the first time since his parents had left, Charlie wished they
  hadnt gone whale-watching.


  Runner Bean came racing back to the boys. His coarse hair was standing up like a hedgehogs.


  Its the howling, said Benjamin. Ive heard it before. It makes Runner nervous, though hes never usually scared of anything.


  It wasnt until much later that Charlie made the connection between the distant howling and the not-quite-humans that seemed to be following him.


  As for the salty mist, that was another thing entirely.
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  Strangers from the sea


  Two strangers had entered the city on that chilly Sunday afternoon. They came on the river. Leaving their boat moored beneath a bridge, they climbed the steep bank up to the
  road. They moved with an odd, swaying motion as though they were balancing on the deck of a ship. A mist accompanied them: a cloying, salty mist that silenced the birds and gave passers-by
  unexpectedly chesty coughs.


  The smaller of the two strangers was a boy of eleven with aquamarine eyes, like an iceberg underwater. His shoulder-length hair was a dull, greenish brown with a slight crinkle. He was tall for
  his age and very pale, his lips almost bloodless. He lurched across the cobbles with an expression of grim determination on his thin face.


  The boys father had the same cold eyes, but his long hair was streaked with white. His name was Lord Grimwald.


  When they reached the steps up to Bloors Academy, the boy stopped. His eyes took in the massive grey walls and travelled up the two towers on either side of the entrance.
  Its a long way from the sea, he said in a surprisingly tuneful voice.


  You must learn to live without the sea for a while. The mans voice had the echo of a damp cavern.


  Yes. The boy put his hand in his pocket. A restful look came into his face at the comforting touch of sea-gold. In his pocket he carried a golden fish, a sea urchin and several
  golden crabs. They were gifts from his dead mother who had made them from gold found in wrecks beneath the sea. These sea-gold creatures will help you to survive, she had whispered to
  Dagbert. But never let your father know of them.


  As the boy began to mount the steps his father said, Dagbert, remember what I said. Try to restrain yourself.


  Dagbert stopped and looked back at his father. What if I cant?


  You must. We are here to help.


  You are to help. I am to learn. Dagbert turned and leapt up to the top step. His long legs carried him across the courtyard in a few swaying strides, and then he was pulling
  a chain that hung beside the tall oak doors. A bell chimed somewhere deep within the building. Dagbert peered at the bronze figures that studded the doors.


  They are older than the house. Lord Grimwald ran his fingers over the figure of a man holding what appeared to be a bolt of lightning. Our ancestor, Dagbert. Remember. We
  talked about Petrello, the Red Kings fifth child.


  One of the doors creaked open and a man appeared. He was a burly fellow, completely bald and with a square face and small, expressionless eyes. Yes? he said.


  Were expected, Lord Grimwald announced imperiously.


  Name of Grimwald? The mans eyes narrowed.


  Were you hoping it might be someone else?


  The man muttered, Tch! and opened the door wider. Come in, then.


  Father and son followed the burly figure down a long stone-flagged hall to a door set into one of the oak-panelled walls. The music tower, announced their guide, turning a metal
  ring. The door swung open and he ushered the visitors into a dimly lit passage. At the end of the passage they passed through a circular room and then up a spiralling staircase. On reaching the top
  of the first flight they turned to their right and entered a thickly carpeted corridor.


  The doctors study is second left, said the bald porter. As you said, youre expected. The Bloors are there. All three of them.


  Your name? Lord Grimwald demanded. I like to know these details.


  Weedon: porter, chauffeur, handyman, gardener. Is that enough for you? He stomped back down the stairs.


  Insolent fellow. Lord Grimwalds greenish complexion turned a nasty shade of terracotta. When he got to the study door he gave it several hard bangs with his fist, instead of
  the polite knock he might otherwise have used.


  Yes! answered two voices, one deep and haughty, the other an eager screech.


  Lord Grimwald and his son went in. They found themselves in a gloomy book-lined room, where a large man stood behind a desk. To one side of the desk an ancient creature sat in a wheelchair. He
  was wrapped in a tartan blanket and wore a round black hat on his bony head. A few white hairs fell to his shoulders like waxy string. Behind him a log fire lent warmth to the room and a welcome
  touch of colour.


  Lord Grimwald. Dr Bloor walked round his desk and shook his visitors hand. Its good to meet you. I am Dr Bloor, the headmaster. I trust your journey
  wasnt uncomfortable.


  We came by sea.


  Impossible. Were miles from the sea, said the creature in the wheelchair.


  We came as far as we could, then took a boat up the river. Lord Grimwald shook the clawlike hand that thrust its way out of the tartan blanket.


  Im Mr Ezekiel, said the ancient man. Im a hundred and one. What about that, eh? Dont look it, do I? Without waiting for a reply he went on,
  And this is the boy. He made a grab for Dagberts hand.


  His name is Dagbert, Lord Grimwald told the old man. He has many other names, but we have decided on the surname Endless.


  Because my names are as endless as the ocean. Dagbert didnt flinch when his fingers were crushed in the skeletal hand. In fact, he hardly looked at Ezekiel. His gaze was
  drawn to a figure in the corner; hunched and dark, its face was averted from the visitors, though it gave the impression that it was listening intently to every word. Dagbert was so taken with this
  sinister form he forgot to restrain himself.


  The flames in the grate flickered and died. A damp mist filled the room and the musty-coloured books that lined the walls were bathed in eerie sea-light.


  What the dickens? uttered Ezekiel, drawing his blanket closer.


  Its what he does, Lord Grimwald said impassively. Soon Dagbert will achieve his full power, and it will be greater than mine.


  Indeed? Dr Bloor regarded the boy. An uncomfortable thought for you, Lord Grimwald.


  Not at all. Dagbert will not disobey. If he does, he will die. He knows this. Lord Grimwald spoke as if his son were not in the room. I didnt want a child, he
  went on, but then this miracle happened, he indicated Dagbert, and I found I couldnt be parted from it. Our family is cursed, you see. Every time a boy has achieved full
  power, he has turned against his father and one of them has died. But we have made a pact, Dagbert and I, to work together always. Havent we, Dagbert?


  Dagbert gave his father a curt nod.


  Now, Dagbert, control yourself!


  Dagbert smiled. The sea-light faded and the logs in the grate gave a damp hiss and burst into flame.


  Interesting. Dr Bloor frowned at the boy. As long as he uses his endowment in the right places.


  Keep an eye on him for me, said Lord Grimwald, and Ill do what you want.


  Well put him in Charlie Bones dorm, Ezekiel said gleefully.


  Please, take a seat, both of you, said Dr Bloor. Dagbert, fetch those chairs by the bookshelf.


  The boy pulled two chairs up to the desk while Dr Bloor continued, Charlie Bone is getting too strong. He needs reining in.


  I can do that, sir. Dagbert took a seat beside his father.


  For the first time since the visitors arrived, the figure in the shadows turned his face to the light. Lord Grimwald gave an involuntary gasp but his son stared at the ruined face of Manfred
  Bloor with a mixture of awe and fascination. Four great scars ran from the youths hairline to his chin. His eyelids were puckered with stitches and his top lip dragged upward in two places,
  giving the face a permanent grimace.


  Terrible, isnt it? Ezekiel looked round at his great-grandson. But well get even with them, Manfred.


  How did it happen? asked Lord Grimwald.


  Cats, said Dr Bloor.


  Cats? Lord Grimwald repeated in disbelief.


  Leopards, came a husky croak from the corner.


  They lacerated his throat, said Dr Bloor in an undertone. Every word he utters causes him pain.


  Leopards. Dagberts eyes hadnt left the ravaged face.


  The Red Kings leopards, came the dreadful croak.


  Dagbert turned to his father. Were descended from the Red King.


  His father nodded. Its why were here.


  So you know the story of the Red King? Ezekiel wheeled himself closer to Dagbert. You know that when his wife died, the King went to grieve in the forest with only his
  leopards for company. But did you know that he turned those leopards into cats? Immortal cats, their coats as bright as flames, cats that turn up every generation to keep company with the children
  who refuse to be controlled. Ezekiels voice rose to a furious screech. They did it. Those cats destroyed my grandson.


  Why? asked Dagbert, undaunted by the old mans fury.


  Charlie Bone, answered the rasping voice in the shadows.


  Indeed, Charlie Bone, said Dr Bloor. Granted he was trying to save his father, but to do this . . . The headmaster flung out his hand towards his son.


  And have you found a way to punish Charlie Bone? asked Lord Grimwald.


  Were hoping that you can help us. Dr Bloor gave an exasperated sigh. Charlie has friends, you see, friends with powerful endowments. They stick together like
  glue.


  Glue can be dissolved, said Dagbert quietly.


  A surprised silence followed this remark. The Bloors regarded Dagbert with renewed interest. But the boys gaze was held by the scarred eyes that watched him from the shadows, and everyone
  in the room felt the invisible bond that was instantly formed between Dagbert Endless and Manfred Bloor.


  Ezekiel smiled with satisfaction. Many endowed children had studied at Bloors Academy; some had been gratifyingly evil, but he was certain that none had been as deadly as this Northern
  boy with his iceberg eyes.


  Lord Grimwald got to his feet and began to move about the room in his peculiar swaying walk. So you will educate my son, and what am I to do for you?


  Ah, now we come to the crux of the matter, Ezekiel said eagerly. You can control the oceans, Lord Grimwald. A towering talent, if I may say so.


  Lord Grimwald inclined his head as he continued to swing about the room.


  Dr Bloor said, Charlies father, Lyell Bone, is at this moment upon the ocean. He is taking a second honeymoon with his wife, Amy. And they have decided to go
  whale-watching.


  Whale-watching! Ezekiel cackled. Silly fools. Theyre going on a little boat, and the waves will rock the little boat from side to side, and then the highest, tallest,
  widest wave theres ever been will take the little boat to the bottom of the ocean, where Lyell and Amy will rest forever. What dyou think about that, Lord Grimwald?


  I can do that for you. Lord Grimwald stopped pacing and sat down. But may I ask, apart from punishing Charlie Bone, is there another reason why you want to drown Lyell
  Bone?


  The WILL! said Ezekiel and Dr Bloor in unison.


  The will? asked Lord Grimwald.


  Its old, very old, but still legal probably, said Ezekiel. It was made by my great-grandfather, Septimus Bloor, in 1865, shortly before he died. He left everything:
  house, garden, the ruined castle in the grounds, priceless treasures, all . . . all to his daughter Maybelle and her heirs. But my great-auntie, Beatrice, was a witch, you see, and hated Maybelle,
  so she poisoned her, and forged another will. This will, the false one, left everything to my grandfather, Bertram. And he left it all to my father, and then to me. Beatrice wanted nothing for
  herself; she was content to see Maybelle dead and her children become paupers.


  Forgive me for being slow, Mr Bloor, but wheres the problem? Lord Grimwald spread his hands. It would appear that the original will no longer exists.


  But it does, it does, cried Ezekiel. Someone found it, you see: Rufus Raven, Maybelles great-grandson. It was given to his wife, Ellen, on her wedding day.


  A will? questioned Lord Grimwald.


  No, no, not the will, exactly. She was given the box that contained it, explained Dr Bloor. The key was lost and she couldnt open it, but Ellen was endowed with an
  instinct for certain . . . things. She guessed that it contained something of great importance.


  We believe that Rufus gave it to Lyell Bone for safekeeping, said Ezekiel. They were the best of friends, he and Rufus. We tried to bargain, we tried threats. Give us
  the box, we said, and youll have half our fortune. Of course we didnt mean it. A sly smile twisted Ezekiels meagre lips. But Rufus
  wouldnt give it up, anyway. So we had to get rid of him, and his silly wife. A nasty accident arranged by a car mechanic on my payroll. Their baby survived, but he doesnt know a
  thing.


  His names Billy, said Dr Bloor. We have him here. Hes eight years old and can communicate with animals.


  Thats useful, Dagbert said with interest.


  Ezekiel giggled. Billys endowment hasnt been very helpful to him so far. Take Percy, for instance. He clicked his fingers. Percy, come here.
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