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For L and A.

As different as Luna and Christian,
but just as brave and just as brilliant.
Never forget how high you can reach.
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'Life is fascinating:

you only have to look at it
through the right pair of glasses.'
Alexandre Dumas
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Prologue
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That night, when I closed my eyes, I had no idea I was about to dream something that would change everything.

At first, I saw only fog. It was thick and dense, and I felt myself floating in a void without time or space. Little by little, the fog began to lift, drawing back on either side like clouds at dawn.

Then, out of the shadows, an image appeared.

Blurred at first; then, clearer.

A face.

My mind took a second to recognise it, but when it did, the name hit my chest like a thunderclap.

Then came the sound of shattering glass. Screams. A silent howl lodged in my throat, trapped, unable to get out. I tried to move, but my feet were rooted to the floor.

I covered my face because I didn’t want to see any more. I knew that if I looked at it, I would never be able to forget it.

But the scene didn’t stop. It stayed there, cruel and relentless, far more real than my quiet life at the Academy.

Someone was falling.

Someone was screaming.

And someone was going to die if I didn’t stop it.

‘Luna?’

I snapped my eyes open.

The ceiling of my attic room took shape in the gloom, and above me appeared Christian’s freckled face, lit by the faint light from the corridor.

‘Are you all right?’ he whispered, wrinkling his freckled nose. ‘You were practically screaming the place down.’

I swallowed and let out a hard breath, trying to stop my hands from shaking.

‘It’s nothing. Silly nightmares.’

I jerked upright and clutched the edge of the sheet, reaching for something solid.

‘You sure, Curls?’ He narrowed his eyes. ‘Has a bat bitten you or something?’

He pointed at the wooden-beamed ceiling, thick with cobwebs.

‘Get back to your room, Carrot-top Rosenberg, or I’ll be the one to bite you,’ I snorted.

Christian gave me a sidelong look and left, shaking his head. I pretended nothing had happened until he was gone.

But it wasn’t true: what I’d just seen hadn’t been an ordinary nightmare.

I had seen a crime, and I knew it was real.

If it hadn’t happened yet, it was about to.

And I couldn’t just ignore that dream, because the victim mattered too much to me.
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I woke late... far too late!

I knew it before I opened my eyes, before the copper clock on my bedside table struck eight and before I heard the murmur drifting up from the dining hall downstairs. My attic room was still in half-light, and the air smelt of last night’s summer storm.

I’d had a horrible dream, but there was no time to think about that now. If I didn’t turn up to breakfast on time, Miss Cloterfin was going to murder me first.

I leapt out of bed and threw on my uniform in a rush: the white blouse with lace at the collar, the fitted black jacket and the riding trousers. Some girls at the Academy wore skirts, but I didn’t: they weren’t practical for running, climbing... or escaping bullies. And at Academia Videntia, being a ‘Vulgar’ with no powers — me, for example — was like walking around with a target painted on your back. 

The buckles on my boots put up a fight, but I didn’t stop to fasten them properly. Instead, I shot downstairs with one of them still half undone.

When I reached the dining hall, the clatter of plates, cutlery and lively voices was deafening. Gas lamps lit the long tables, where pupils sat according to year and popularity. Morning light filtered through the Gothic windows, reflecting off the golden cogs slowly turning on the walls, which were covered with canvases showing important scenes from the Academy’s history.

I grabbed an empty plate to blend in and made my way between the tables with my most innocent expression, but Miss Cloterfin’s radar picked me up instantly. The woman never missed a thing. Sitting at the teachers’ table, she shot me a look of pure disapproval for being late, while stuffing a chunk of bread into her mouth that puffed out her cheeks to frankly alarming proportions. Just looking at her, I could hear her favourite motto ringing in my ears: ‘Practice, study, obedience. There is never enough of any of the three!’ No wonder she hated me. I was dreadful at all three.

Christian was waiting in his usual spot, and there was an empty chair beside him for me.

‘Overslept again, eh, Curls?’ he said with a half smile, nudging a plate of rye bread and homemade jam towards me.

‘Not at all. I only do it for the look on Miss Pufferfish’s face,’ I snapped back. ‘Actually, I was upstairs swotting up a manual of Mystical Artefacts.’

Christian burst out laughing, knowing that was highly unlikely. I liked reading, yes, but I’d sooner eat a toad than get up early to study any Academy subject. He, meanwhile, was the complete opposite: clever and popular, liked by everyone. He was ginger and freckled, with a gaze almost as sharp as his wit, and he always seemed to find a way of ending up at the centre of everything. And not just because he was the headmaster’s son. People would probably have been shocked that Christian preferred spending time with me instead of with his ever-growing crowd of admirers.

‘What happened to you last night?’ he asked, buttering his bread with more enthusiasm than was strictly necessary. ‘You scared me half to death with those screams. I honestly thought the bats were eating you alive.’

Beneath his joking tone there was a flicker of unease, but I didn’t feel like worrying him with my weird dreams.

‘I told you,’ I replied without looking at him. ‘Nightmares.’

‘Luna, you don’t fool me. I’ve known you since you were shorter than a barrel of sardines...’

He didn’t get the chance to press the point. A clamour of teaspoons banging against bowls filled the hall: the signal that it was quarter past eight, time for the morning address.

The headmaster, Markus Rosenberg, rose to his feet, imposing in his red velvet frock coat.

‘Dear pupils, I am glad to see that we are all here.’

His gaze skimmed over me like a shadow.

‘Today is the last day of this school year,’ he went on. ‘It has been a long year, and you have all worked very hard. We’ve earned this fantastic end-of-year trip!’

There was applause and whistling. Everyone had been waiting for this day for months.

Everyone except me, of course, because I was being punished.

They’d be boarding the zeppelin bound for the theme park known as Eteria Park, while I’d be staying at the Academy, reading in the library or pestering Madame Tilde in the kitchen.

‘At nine, we shall gather in the main courtyard,’ said the headmaster, raising his arms. ‘We shall depart punctually from Barcinova and land at ten in Eteria Park. That is all. Let us now sing the Academy anthem.’

Voices rose in an almost mechanical chorus:

‘We look to the past and forge the morrow,

We unveil mysteries without doubt or hindrance.

With strength and with cunning, pupils of Videntia,

May the Vision guide us and grant us clear minds.’

The anthem ended on a note a little less distinguished, though far more believable, when someone shouted:

‘Last one aboard the Flying Submarine’s a wally!’

And another added:

‘Last one to put their Oculus on is a numpty!’

Laughter rang off the walls, though I didn’t much feel like laughing.

Almost all the pupils in our year had already got their own Oculus Nova. Once you passed fifth year, they gave you a pair and handed over the badge.

Guess who ended up without them...

The Oculus were copper-and-leather goggles with multicoloured lenses. They were the seers’ main tool and their symbol. With them, anyone who possessed the Gift could look into the past and see what remained hidden from everyone else.

Christian already had a pair, of course. Ever since he’d been given them, he carried them everywhere in his rucksack. And he also had the Novice Seer badge, gleaming gold on his waistcoat.

I was happy for him, but I could only admire all that from a distance. If I was at the Academy at all, it was only thanks to the headmaster’s goodwill after my parents died. But unlike the others, I didn’t have the gift of second sight, and at Videntia I was right at the bottom of the heap.

‘What are you going to do while we’re away?’ asked Christian, eyeing me as if he were plotting something.

I looked away. I had no plans, but I didn’t want his pity either.

‘I’ll help Madame Tilde with the jam. They brought in a mountain of plums yesterday.’

‘Jam, of course...’ he echoed, not believing me for a second. ‘Planning to stuff it into Cloterfin’s shoes?’

I smiled, wrinkling my nose, and winked at him.

‘Maybe.’

‘Don’t get up to trouble without me, all right?’ he said.

‘Never,’ I replied.

And that was absolutely true.
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When we went up to our rooms after breakfast, the whole Academy was a whirlwind of excitement and chaos. In the corridors, pupils came pelting down the stairs with their laces undone and uniforms half fastened. Everyone was shouting, jostling and making plans about which rides they’d try first.

The excitement was contagious. Or it would have been if I’d had any reason to celebrate.

But once again I was barred from going, thanks to my atrocious marks.

Perhaps I didn’t try very hard, but why would I? It was impossible to get good grades at the Academy when you didn’t have the gift of the Sight. Take our last Investigative Clairvoyance exam: Professor Cloterfin put an empty biscuit tin on the table and asked us to write down what had happened to it fifteen minutes earlier.

Me? I hadn’t a clue.

So, with the very best intentions, I wrote:

‘Did Professor Cloterfin eat them all?’

Result: a zero so enormous it practically deserved its own cathedral.

The correct answer, according to her, was that she’d accidentally left the tin with the lid off. Some mice, spotting their chance, had apparently feasted on the lot.

I still don’t know why I got a nought. Considering the woman’s whiskers, I’d practically solved the case.

A light knock at the door pulled me out of my thoughts.

‘Hey, Luna, can I borrow your belt with the compartments?’ asked Sarah, a third-year student who’d saved my skin more than once in exams by whispering me answers. She bit her lip before adding, ‘Since you’re not going, I could use it to stash coins for the rides.’

I felt like saying no, but I owed her a couple of favours.

‘Fine,’ I muttered, getting up to rummage through the trunk at the foot of the bed.

Sarah snatched the belt with a quick smile and disappeared through the door, bouncing away like a rabbit.

I sighed and let myself fall back onto the bed, pressing a hand against my stomach. I could still feel the remnants of my vision lodged in my chest: last night’s nightmare refused to let me go.

I forced myself to close my eyes and remember every detail, searching for clues.

There was something about that dream that didn’t add up, and I felt I had to work it out before it was too late.

I searched my memory. In the dream, I was walking along the concrete paths of Eteria Park, surrounded by the laughter and shrieks of children as they ran from ride to ride: some on their own, others clutching their parents’ hands. That vivid image of attractions I’d never get to go on filled me with a strange mixture of joy and sadness.

The faces of the children and adults were radiant, carefree, completely lost in the moment.

In the dream, I kept walking. Great iron-and-copper structures rose overhead, hoisting visitors high into the air before hurling them down at terrifying speed. Some rides spun wildly, defying gravity, while others, gentler and slower, let parents and younger children enjoy the park in peace. The souvenir shops and cafés, decked out in red and gold, reflected the park’s signature colours.

Then I reached the most famous attraction in the whole park: the Flying Submarine, a submarine that skimmed through the skies at incredible speed, racing along Paneuropa’s fastest rails and looping through the air.

The queue for the ride, starting just to my right, was endless, but I didn’t stop there. I carried on until I was standing beneath one of the rails. And that was when something strange happened: the rail exploded just as one of the cars hurtled past. The carriage tore free and shot out of control, spinning through the air like a leaf caught in a storm.

In the dream, I saw clearly how the carriage smashed into the ground with a deafening crash. Then a cloud of dust rose into the air, swallowed by the terrified screams of the crowd.

Despite the fear clawing at my stomach, I moved closer. The Flying Submarine carriage had become completely unrecognisable, reduced to a twisted mass of metal and shattered glass.

And then came the crucial moment. As I peered into the wreckage, the sight hit me with the force of a runaway locomotive: for among the remains lay Markus Rosenberg, the headmaster of our Academy.

Completely motionless.

That was when I woke with a scream, and Christian found me in the middle of the night: gasping, breathless and looking as though I’d just run a marathon.

A noise dragged me out of my memories and back into the present.

I was still sitting on the bed. Morning light filled the attic room, and I was alone and bored while everyone else got ready for the excursion.

Someone tapped against the doorframe, and Sarah’s head appeared round it again.

‘Would you lend me your scarab brooch as well?’ she asked timidly.

I looked up, already annoyed by her constant interruptions.

‘Don’t push your luck!’ I snapped.

My mother’s brooch! Of course, why not ask for my Oculus Nova while she was at it? Oh wait — I was the only fifth-year who didn’t have any.

‘Well, since you’re staying here scrubbing pots with Madame Tilde...’

I let out a growl, and Sarah vanished like one of those mice that had ruined my last Investigative Divination exam.

‘The zeppelin’s leaving! Everyone downstairs!’ someone shouted from the stairs.

They were leaving, and once again that image of Markus lying on the ground flashed through my mind.

I couldn’t let anything happen to our headmaster. He had always treated me with affection, almost like a daughter. He had given me shelter in his Academy, even though it was practically common knowledge that I didn’t have a shred of power.

But what could I possibly do from my room, miles away from the amusement park? I tried to calm myself, lowering my feet onto the cold stone floor to steady my thoughts.

It had to be nothing; just another stupid nightmare. Like all the others I’d had, dreaming about my dead parents and some radiant future that was never going to happen.

Or was it?

Something deep inside me insisted that this dream was different. I tried desperately to convince myself otherwise, but I couldn’t shake the feeling that there was truth buried inside it.

What if that accident really was about to happen, and somehow its echo had reached me from another dimension?

What if stopping it depended on me?
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I shook my head, dazed by the dark thoughts that refused to leave me alone.

There were hardly any voices left now; everyone was probably already in the central courtyard, boarding the zeppelin bound for the park.

I had to warn Markus.

There was no time to lose.

I finished lacing up my boots, thinking the headmaster would probably believe I’d finally lost my mind. That would only make my reputation — and my already miserable popularity at the Academy — even worse. They’d laugh at me for months, remembering me as the girl with the absurd prophecies who caused a massive scene in the middle of the school trip.

Maybe the punishment would end up so monumental they’d stick it in the Academy history books, complete with a portrait hanging in the dining hall.

But I didn’t care.

I sighed as I hurtled down the stairs. I was willing to take the risk, even if there was only the tiniest chance I was right.

It was five minutes to nine, the exact time the zeppelin would cast off for the amusement park.

I had never run so much in my life. I raced down from the very top of the tower to the open landing apron where the airships and hot-air balloons docked.

I shoved open the heavy lobby doors and the fresh morning air smacked me straight in the face. Down there, nobody was left; everyone was already inside the zeppelin cabin. The only person I could see was one of the stewards, loading rucksacks into the hold.

Brilliant. My plan to stop Markus boarding had just gone spectacularly overboard.

While I tried to decide what to do, I hid behind one of the pillars along the departure porch. The steward wheeled the trolley away and gave the pilot a thumbs-up.

Without thinking, I broke into a run.

The steward unhooked the mooring ropes while the hatch to the hold slowly began to close. I forced myself even faster: I was terrified they’d spot me, but even more terrified of missing and ending up dangling from the ropes hundreds of feet above the ground.

The steward disappeared round the front, and the pilot, busy inspecting the take-off apron, didn’t see me.

The luggage hatch was almost shut. Only a few strides left, so I hurled myself forward in one desperate leap. PE had always been one of the few things I was actually good at, and once again I felt grateful not to be wearing a skirt as part of the uniform. I slipped inside just in time, landing in a heap among my classmates’ rucksacks.

I lay there panting, scared out of my wits.

Perfect. And now how exactly was I supposed to warn Markus from inside the luggage compartment?

I’d officially landed myself in a monumental disaster.

The zeppelin took off and slowly began to gain altitude.

I peered through a crack in the fuselage, where you could glimpse the terrifying height the flying contraption was reaching. It was beautiful seeing the Academy from above, with its towers and stained-glass windows, though it also made my stomach lurch a bit.

The higher we climbed, the colder it became, even though it was practically summer. I rummaged through the rucksacks until I found a blanket, then wrapped myself up beside the engines, where the air was slightly warmer.

We spent almost two hours flying along the coast of the Medimaris Sea, skirting eastern Hispania. Time dragged painfully slowly, and I spent most of it shivering and mentally insulting myself for the unbelievably stupid decision to sneak aboard the zeppelin like that.

At last, the contraption began to descend. My ears hurt from the change in pressure, and I clapped my hands over them.

When we finally touched down, the hatches opened and a gust of warmer air swept into the hold.

No one saw me hidden beneath the blanket. My classmates collected their rucksacks, and I waited until their voices drifted further away. Then I jumped out of the zeppelin just as the hatch was beginning to close again.

I blinked, adjusting to the brilliant light, and before me opened a magical, incredible place: the amusement park from my nightmare.

I had never been there before, but it was exactly the same — except without the fog, and with blazing sunshine instead.

It was beautiful.

There was nothing frightening or dangerous about it: only music, colour and excitement, all inviting you in to have the best day of your life.

For one brief moment, I forgot why I was there, and felt tempted to sneak inside and enjoy a day off.

That lasted right up until a voice yanked me violently out of the fantasy:

‘Miss Luna Parker!’ cried my tutor, Miss Cloterfin. ‘What on earth are you doing here?’

She was storming towards me like an enraged bull. It practically looked as though smoke was pouring from her nostrils. My tongue tied itself in knots as I searched desperately for an excuse, but none came.

I didn’t want to explain everything to her; she’d obviously think I was lying, that I’d invented some ridiculous story just to sneak into a trip I wasn’t supposed to be on.

Behind her, Markus appeared and gently drew her aside.

‘Wendolina, excuse me,’ he said. ‘I’ll deal with this.’

My tutor clenched her jaw: she would no doubt have thoroughly enjoyed punishing me for sneaking onto an excursion I hadn’t been invited to. Still, she stepped aside and let Markus give me the telling-off himself.

‘Luna? By all the boilers!’ he exclaimed. ‘What on earth are you doing here?’

I swallowed and bit my lip, unsure how to explain any of it.

In real life, the situation was proving far more difficult to solve than it had seemed back in the peace and safety of my attic room.
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My sneaking aboard the Academy’s zeppelin had got completely out of hand, and events were no longer unfolding anything like I’d imagined. Not that I’d imagined much to begin with: I had mostly let myself be swept along by a reckless impulse, and now I was going to have to get out of this however I could.

‘Have you completely lost your mind?’ Cloterfin shouted again. ‘You could have frozen! Or fallen! Or fallen after freezing to death and burning yourself alive on the engines while crammed into that trunk!’ she went on, dragging me by the ear towards a small building near the entrance to the amusement park.

‘Miss Cloterfin, let go of me. I’m perfectly fine, as you can see!’ I protested, trying to pry her bony fingers off my poor innocent ear.

She hauled me up a flight of stairs and into a cramped office containing a desk, a typewriter and several dark shelves overflowing with files.

Markus entered behind us at an unhurried pace, his face carefully composed, as though he were holding his temper tightly under control. Unlike Cloterfin, the headmaster was exceptionally good at keeping his composure. Between the neatly trimmed white beard, the scarlet top hat and the bronze spectacles, everything about him radiated wisdom and patience.

In other words, everything I lacked — and Cloterfin even more so.

He smoothed down his fine velvet frock coat, deep scarlet in colour, then straightened the bow tie over his white shirt and yellow waistcoat. On his lapel, a gold badge declared him a former seer.

‘Luna,’ he murmured in a stern voice, making it perfectly clear that although he usually protected me, this time I had crossed the line. ‘What exactly are you doing here? You’re grounded and forbidden from taking part in this outing. I’m very disappointed in your behaviour.’

I lowered my head, studying the scuffed tips of my leather boots against the colourful tiles of the office floor.

All the determination I’d felt back in my attic room had vanished somewhere along the way. I’d left it behind at the Academy.

Answering Cloterfin was easy because she shouted about everything and behaved as though every minor inconvenience were the end of civilisation. But with Markus it was different. I respected him, and seeing disappointment in his eyes hurt far more than any punishment could have.

Now that I was actually here, surrounded by cheerful music and the smell of candyfloss, my whole story suddenly sounded ridiculous — absurd even. I barely believed it myself.

‘She’s irresponsible! I’m always saying so!’ bellowed my tutor, eyes bulging as she jabbed an accusing finger at me.

Cloterfin loved catching me out and never missed an opportunity to report me to the headmaster. She desperately wanted me expelled and firmly believed I had no business being at the Academy. She’d tried several times already, without success. Usually, I got punished or banned from fun activities, but she never quite managed to get rid of me. Markus always stepped in on my behalf, which only drove her even madder.

Cloterfin spun round and marched towards me with long, twitchy strides, her absurdly thin giraffe legs completely at odds with her puffed-up, pufferfish face. She stopped barely two fingers away from my nose, glaring at me through rectangular spectacles with verdigris-green copper frames.

‘I do not intend to let you ruin this outing for everyone else with your rebellion and your spoilt-girl whims, do you understand, Miss Parker?’ she bawled, practically spraying me with spit.

She glanced sharply at the watch hanging from her chain, then fixed me with another furious glare.

‘We are already more than ten minutes late! Which means that, thanks to you, we shall all have time for one attraction fewer! Do you think that’s fair?’ She leaned even closer, forcing me backwards until my shoulders hit the wall.

Markus watched in silence, as though he were still weighing up his verdict.

‘I’m sorry,’ I muttered. ‘I only wanted to help.’

‘Help?’ Cloterfin snapped. ‘Help with what exactly? Are you enjoying making fools of us, Miss Parker?’

She turned dramatically towards Markus. If he hadn’t been there, I would probably have told her to stop shouting directly into my face because she was spitting on me. But I didn’t want to push the headmaster’s patience any further, so instead I wiped my cheek with my sleeve and stayed quiet, hoping Cloterfin would eventually run out of steam.

‘You can see it for yourself, can’t you, Headmaster?’ she continued. ‘This behaviour is completely unacceptable. There could have been an accident; she could have landed the Academy in serious trouble. And on top of that, she has disobeyed her punishment, delayed the entire outing and—’

The headmaster’s firm voice finally cut through her endless tirade.

‘One moment, Wendolina. Let us hear what the novice has to say.’

He gently but firmly took hold of her wrist and guided her away from me.

‘Luna, can you explain your behaviour?’ Markus asked quietly, although his tone made it clear that whatever explanation I gave, I was still in for a serious telling-off. ‘What made you hide in the hold?’

I swallowed. It felt as though I were carrying the entire weight of the zeppelin on my shoulders.

‘Well?’ Markus pressed, still calm, though noticeably less patient now.

The tutor watched me with icy eyes, clearly relishing the spectacle. Seeing that smug expression on her face made the words shrivel in my throat.

I turned towards the window, trying to escape her stare. It didn’t help. Through the glass I could see my classmates gathered outside below, pointing at me and laughing, fully aware that I shouldn’t even be in the park and that some horrifying punishment was undoubtedly waiting for me.

‘I warned you, Headmaster,’ said the tutor. ‘This girl is a burden on the others. Before next term begins, you really must make a decision and send her back among ordinary people. Back where she belongs.’

She finished with a deeply satisfied smile, as though she had finally won a long and exhausting war.

Markus sighed and glanced around the room where the three of us stood, then briefly towards my laughing classmates outside.

‘You are going to remain in here until the outing is over,’ he said with obvious regret. ‘The other pupils are not responsible for your disobedience, and they have been looking forward to this trip for months. This afternoon, you will board the zeppelin with the others. We shall speak tonight in my office.’

Then he signalled to the tutor that it was time to leave.

‘That’s all?’ Cloterfin complained as she swept towards the door. ‘You’re not going to say anything else to her? She’s disobedient! Rebellious! A girl with no family and no Gift! Who takes in an orphan without a trace of Sight? I warned you from the beginning, Markus—’

The tutor disappeared through the doorway in a storm of flouncing skirts and indignation. Markus followed more slowly, looking as though part of him genuinely regretted everything that had just been said.

The moment Cloterfin vanished and Markus crossed the threshold behind her, preparing to leave, I felt something like an invisible shove. A force that wasn’t mine tugged suddenly at my arms, making me take a step forward.

Now or never.

‘Please, Headmaster, don’t get on the submarine!’ I blurted out, before I could stop myself.

Markus froze. Then, very slowly, he turned around.

‘What did you say?’ he asked, narrowing his eyes.

‘Whatever happens, don’t get on the submarine. The Flying Submarine ride. You know which one I mean, don’t you?’

‘I know perfectly well which one it is, but to what exactly do I owe this... unusual warning?’ he asked in the most neutral voice I had ever heard him use.

I couldn’t hold it in any longer. Now that we were finally alone, the words spilled out uncontrollably, too quickly for me to think about the consequences.

‘I had a dream, Headmaster. A... premonition.’ I swallowed hard and looked away. ‘I know it sounds absurd, but I saw it all in perfect detail and... and if you get on that ride, you’re going to die. I’m sure of it.’
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I will always remember the way the headmaster’s eyes widened when I told him that.

It lasted only a second, a tiny flicker, but I had no doubt: the frantic words I’d just blurted out had left him genuinely shaken, even if he recovered quickly enough to hide it.

‘Luna, please,’ he whispered, raising a finger to his lips.

‘But it’s true!’ I insisted, my hands clenching into fists. ‘I dreamt it. It was a horrible accident... I saw someone die with my own eyes!’ I sighed, dragging a hand through my curls. ‘I’m sorry, but it’s true whether you believe me or not. That’s the only reason I came. To warn you.’

Markus blinked several times. Beneath the authoritative red top hat, I could practically see his thoughts colliding with one another.

I assumed the thing I had dreaded most was finally happening: he wasn’t going to believe me. He would think I was lying, that my supposed premonition was nothing more than an excuse to sneak onto the trip. Or worse, another pathetic attempt to draw attention to myself and fill the enormous hole my family had left behind years ago.

Outside, near the park entrance, my classmates’ laughter grew louder. They were doubled over pointing at me, completely unaware that I had just spoken the most important words of my entire life.

‘Markus, please!’ Miss Cloterfin interrupted, bursting back into the office. ‘What excuse has this Vulgar invented now?’

‘Wait
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