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Return to the magical world of witches, royalty and curses in this spellbinding sequel to Witchspark.

Miss Hegotty’s Secret Society of Witches has a lot of work to do.

The Department of Isle-Spark Regulation is up to no good. For Princess Victoria at the palace, this means possibly losing her powers for ever. And for Eglantine Bury, her magical home can’t stop sneezing, causing total chaos with each “ACHOO!”

As if that wasn’t enough to worry about, Eglantine’s house isn’t the only magical being falling mysteriously ill. With dragons and gargoyles getting sicker and sicker, the witches will have to use time travel, disguise spells and genie wishes to uncover the truth…before it’s too late.






[image: Witchlight by Dominique Valente, published by Usborne Publishing Limited.]





To Frankie,
 my little, furry writing companion.
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THE WEEKLY SPELLCAST



THE FALL OF THE WHISTLEWITCH

For years, tales of the fierce defender of our seas, the infamous military sorcerer the “Whistlewitch”, have inspired countless adventure stories. So why, then, did she risk her position as one of the Magic Isles’ most prominent generals to kidnap Lord Persicaria Bury and attempt to steal a magical home? And what about her insistence that she didn’t work alone? If that is true, why hasn’t she named her accomplice? See page 3.
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MAGICAL CREATURES DEMAND EQUAL RIGHTS TO HUMANS!

Troubles between magical creatures and the Department have escalated. Ever since the Great Quake released “isle-spark” (the magic that awoke dragons, wyverns and other mystical creatures from stone, forever transforming our nation), ensuring harmony between all hasn’t been easy. “Most of us just want to get on with our lives and be treated the same as everyone else, that’s all we ask,” said Knox, a dragon, and owner of a coffee shop and bookstore in Edinburgh. Edel Scareweed, Royal Isle-Spark Military (RISM) spokesperson, said, “It is not as simple as ‘equal rights for all’, which probably seems lovely to people who aren’t in the habit of using their brains – we need to remember that these are bloodthirsty, dangerous beasts, who want to take over our world!” See page 9.
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A SECRET SOCIETY OF WITCHES?

Miss Hegotty has long caused Departmental headaches with her banned magical-correspondence course. But now it appears that she is behind a new secret society of witches who are distributing “truth pamphlets” that accuse the Department of binding children’s magic! Something that has hit a nerve with parents, as fewer children than ever are “spark-touched” these days. It is believed that now only one in a hundred girls have magic, a big change from a decade ago, when it was around half of all girls. A Department spokesperson said, “We will not dignify Miss Hegotty’s accusation with an answer. But we will remind everyone thinking of joining her highly ILLEGAL society that you risk being branded Ungovernable and if caught face SERIOUS CONSEQUENCES.” See page 2.
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THE GREAT SPARK-CLOCK – A MARVEL OF ISLE-SPARK INNOVATION!

After the fire that broke out earlier this year, burning down half of the Palace of Westminster (where, mercifully, the only loss sustained was to a warehouse full of Departmental records) the lightning-fast restoration of the buildings has been hailed as a “marvel of isle-spark technology”. With the cherry on the cake being the installation of the Great Spark-Clock that some have begun calling “Big Ben”, which is actually the name of its great bell. See page 15.
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TROUBLE AT THE HEADQUARTERS OF MISS HEGOTTY’S SECRET SOCIETY OF WITCHES
 1834, HUSWYVERN, FELIXSTOWE

Autumn arrived ready to pick a fight. The wind took bites, the cold air slapped, and in a small fishing village, above the sea cliffs, an old gothic house shivered miserably in its boots.

Its name was Huswyvern, and right now it was trying really hard not to sneeze.

It wasn’t going well.

This was particularly bad timing on Hus’s part, as the weekly meeting for Miss Hegotty’s Secret Society of Witches was about to start.

So far, apart from thirteen-year-old Eglantine, and Arthur the wyvern-butler, who both lived in Huswyvern, only Princess Victoria, and Eglantine’s cousin, Eoin, had arrived. They were still waiting for the other society members to come through the portal door that magically connected the quiet seaside home in Suffolk to the bustling city of London.

Thanks to the magical bond Eglantine shared with her sentient house, she could usually sense what it was feeling, and what she sensed made her panic.

“Batten down the hatches! Hus is about to blow!”

“Oh, no!” cried Victoria. “Not again!”

This wasn’t the first time they’d suffered the consequences of one of Huswyvern’s sneezes. The cold it had been battling over the past few weeks had caused no end of trouble. Everyone braced themselves, planting their feet wide and holding on to chairs and paintings. Eglantine patted the wall in a soothing sort of way, her heart twisting with worry for her beloved home.

Arthur went to fetch a bucket of sand to put out the flames in the fireplace. Eoin, who had a rat on his shoulder (who may or may not have been the poet Lord Byron cursed into rodent form), kept one hand on a vase, and another on a spark-typewriter from which Hus was busy typing “Woe is me” in a rather pathetic fashion.

At least that was what Hus tried to type. But the letter M and O jammed. This seemed to be one of the other side effects of Hus’s cold, so what the jammed keys typed instead was:

We is e

Which no one could understand, much to Hus’s frustration.


When at last Huswyvern couldn’t hold its sneeze any longer, the house made the equivalent of an achoo sound, which played out in the chords of creaking wood, hissing pipes, and the rattle and tinkle of glass.

Eoin yelped, “Look out!”

Part of the floor was now snaking up the walls, the windows had moved to the ground, and most terrifying of all – the fireplace was raining fire from its new, rather mad, position on the ceiling, as Hus had sneezed before Arthur could put the flames out.

Arthur flew up with the bucket of sand, while Eglantine and Victoria screamed and scuttled backwards, narrowly missing the flames.

Rat Lord Byron muttered (in the language of rats) that it was far too early in the day for this sort of nonsense, and dived back inside Eoin’s pocket.

“All hands on deck,” hollered the carved figure of the one-armed battle hero, Sorcerer Nelson, from his post above the mantelpiece.

Hus had never explained exactly why the enchanted figure of Sorcerer Nelson magically appeared on the wooden panelling one day when Eglantine was a little girl, but she guessed that the house had somehow summoned an echo of the naval hero as a kind of mentor of sorts for her.

In a world that so often tried to tell her she wasn’t good enough because of the way she had been born (with one hand), Sorcerer Nelson, who had lost his arm and one of his eyes early on in his career, was a daily reminder that being different didn’t mean you couldn’t achieve remarkable things. To this day, Sorcerer Nelson was considered the greatest naval officer in the nation’s history. He’d prevented the powerful French Emperor, Napoleon, from invading the Magic Isles, and stealing its precious resource – isle-spark – which gave the isles their power.
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Whenever Eglantine felt down because someone had said something pitying or mean about her arm, Arthur, who like Hus was her biggest supporter, would say, “They would do well to remember that if it wasn’t for a one-handed person, the Magic Isles might have been conquered by the French.”

But right now Eglantine wasn’t thinking about any of that, as Sorcerer Nelson commanded them to, “Step lively and save the good ship Victory!” (he didn’t quite understand that he wasn’t aboard his battleship any more), she was too busy following his instructions. She wasn’t the only one.

Arthur spread sand from the bucket onto the flames, and Victoria slowed the fire, using her magic which manipulated time. But she couldn’t stop the heavy clouds of thick, black smoke that made them all cough and splutter, their eyes turning red.

Huswyvern opened up its windows, but as these were now on the floor, this didn’t do much to clear the smoke.

Using her own powers, which combined her love of painting and flowers, Eglantine created several large, whirligig daisies by drawing them in the air with her fingers.

The giant flowers spun their petals and fanned some of the smoke from the room.

Eoin, who had just begun his magic lessons, and hadn’t yet discovered his Witchspark (a signature power that witches and wizards could unlock within themselves, given the right training), ran to the door and swung it open and closed, which was the best solution of all, proving that practicality really is a magic of its own.

But they had other problems to deal with, namely the topsy-turvy room they were left with.

Huswyvern was on it, though.

There was a scrape and a clang and a stomp as a coat rack, a chaise longue, an armoured suit, as well as a pair of old and worn magical shoes known simply as The Boots (who had long ago lost their heart to Arthur) rushed inside to clean up the mess.

The armoured suit rammed itself against the walls, which quickly straightened themselves out, while The Boots kicked at the floor until it slid back into place, and the windows, possibly feeling a bit ashamed of themselves, slunk back into position too.

When it was all over, the coat rack rushed forward to dust off Eglantine, who was covered in a fine layer of soot, while the chaise longue scuttled towards the future queen, eager to offer her a seat after her ordeal.

“What am I, chopped liver?” asked Eoin. The only assistance he was given was a kick by The Boots to get out the way so that the fireplace could hop back to its usual position.

Despite everything, Eglantine couldn’t help chuckling when she saw Eoin’s expression of outrage.

“You know Eoin is family, right?” she reminded her magical house. “You will have to eventually forgive him, you know?”


There was a harrumph-creak from the door, and this time it wasn’t just Eglantine who laughed.

Eoin had made the mistake of not showing the right level of enthusiasm for the room Hus had decorated especially for him a few weeks ago, and Hus had been frosty towards him ever since.

(In Eoin’s defence, Hus had papered the walls with giant, terrifying sketches of rats, having somewhat overestimated the boy’s affection for Rat Lord Byron…)

As far as Eglantine was concerned, one of the best things that had come out of last year was finding her long-lost cousin, Eoin, and making an unlikely new friend in the princess.

Eoin worked in Kensington Palace, and had been the one to witness the moment Victoria discovered she had a magical power and had frozen everyone in the palace in time, apart from him. Royals in the Magic Isles were forbidden to have magic, but instead of turning her in, he had decided to help Victoria, and applied to Miss Hegotty’s banned magical course for aspiring witches on her behalf so that she might learn to control her ability and keep it a secret. Victoria and Eoin became firm friends. Victoria helped him discover who his father was (Eglantine’s uncle, Lichen) which had (along with Miss Hegotty’s guiding hand) led them to Eglantine and Huswyvern.

Back then, Eglantine had her own problems. She didn’t have magic, which was a major issue, considering that she needed a Witchspark to create the bond with her magical home and keep it out of the hands of her uncle.

It turned out that Uncle Lichen had secretly arranged for Eglantine’s magic to be bound when she was very young. Eglantine had grown up believing she didn’t have any powers at all, something her uncle planned to use to his benefit so that it would be easier to steal Huswyvern from her after her mother died.

Last year, he’d almost succeeded. He’d partnered with a powerful sorcerer named the Whistlewitch, who kidnapped Eglantine’s father and tried to ransom him in exchange for the house.

Luckily, thanks to Miss Hegotty’s lessons, Eglantine was able to finally unlock her magic and make the unbreakable bond with her house. Together with her new friends, she defeated her uncle and the Whistlewitch, and got her father back.

That was when Miss Hegotty had told them about her secret society, which fights against magical crimes and injustice, and Huswyvern had volunteered to become its headquarters. But today, the thing that was most concerning the members was Huswyvern itself, and its worsening cold.

Arthur took a handkerchief out of his waistcoat pocket and began to wipe his face and his pince-nez free of soot. “You really know how to bring excitement to the weekly meeting, Hus,” he joked. “At least this time we’ve still got the roof.”

At their last meeting, the entire roof had blown off. While that had been scary, it wasn’t nearly as bad as today.

Eglantine winced. “I think Huswyvern is getting worse.”

Arthur nodded. There was worry in his eyes too.

Everyone looked at each other, feeling a bit helpless. Everything they had tried so far had failed.


“I really thought the last healing spell would work,” said Victoria sadly.

Eglantine sighed. “Me too.”

It was the third one they’d tried over the past month. The coat rack rubbed Eglantine’s back as if to say it was alright.

Suddenly, the spark-typewriter atop the table clacked out a word. But the letter E jammed as it did. Hus gave a little frustrated sigh.

Spll

They all turned to look at the spark-typewriter in surprise.

“Spll? Do you mean ‘spell’?” asked Eglantine.

The coat rack nodded.

Arthur brightened. “That’s the spirit, Hus. There must be another spell we can try.”

“Remember, it is always darkest before dawn,” agreed Sorcerer Nelson.

“I’ll check the Grimoire again later,” said Eglantine, feeling her spirits rise too. They were right. There was no reason to despair just yet.

Suddenly Eoin’s face looked puzzled as he stared at something behind them. “Do you think that’s a problem?” he asked, pointing to the portal door. “Considering we’re still expecting the other society members to arrive?”

Eglantine turned to see what Eoin was pointing at and frowned. The London portal door had moved.

In the pandemonium, she had forgotten about the other society members.


What if they’d tried to use the portal door when Hus sneezed?

“It’s just a bit out of place, though, I mean, how bad could it be?” asked Victoria.

Bad, as it turned out.
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UNDERCOVER MISSION

They discovered just how bad soon afterwards.

“The p-o-o-rtal was miles away from where it usually is beneath Big Ben,” wheezed Miss Luthuli as she and her daughter, Nandi, made their way inside half an hour later.

Miss Luthuli was an accomplished botanist and Eglantine’s late mother’s best friend. She and her daughter, ten-year-old Nandi, had helped Eglantine and the others thwart Eglantine’s uncle, Lichen, and the sorcerer he’d partnered with to steal Huswyvern the year before. Afterwards, when they heard about Miss Hegotty’s secret society and its mission, they were quick to join.

Placing the portal to Miss Hegotty’s Secret Society of Witches right under the noses of the Department of Isle-Spark Regulation was a cheeky move on Huswyvern’s part, but it had done that specifically so that the society could keep an eye on the Department.

Eoin stared at the new arrivals in surprise. “The portal moved to a new place entirely? Where was it?” he asked, shocked.

“To-o-wer Bridge!” puffed Miss Luthuli, still a bit out of breath, as she pulled out a chair on the long wooden meeting table and sat down rather wearily.

Eglantine gulped. “But that’s miles away! How could the portal have moved that much, when the door here is only slightly off-centre?” She looked at the door in confusion.

Sorcerer Nelson was the one who answered: “Magic and navigation have similar mechanics. If you are only off-course by a few degrees you can land in an entirely different place. Did I ever tell you about the time we ended up in Madagascar by mistake? It was a bright spring morning, dawn had just crept over the horizon and I saw a bird of a most unusual plumage—”

“Perhaps another time, Sorcerer.” Eglantine cut him off before he could get started on one of his many battle yarns (which could go on for a while).

“How did you even find the portal?” asked Victoria. “It must have been like searching for a needle in a haystack.”

“Quite! But Nandi had a stroke of genius, with a plan that made the door sing for us. She just followed the sound of the music till we found its source.”

“What? How?” cried Victoria.

They all turned to look at the younger girl, who blushed.


“It was sort of thanks to you, Eglantine,” she said.

“Me?” said Eglantine, shocked.

Nandi bit her lip. “I saw one of your intermediate lessons on the table the other day, and tried it out on the portal door.”

Eoin gasped. “You just decided you would try a locator charm you glanced at last week – and it worked?”

Nandi nodded, a bit sheepishly.

Eoin scoffed. “Well, that’s just delightful. For you.”

Everyone snorted. Nandi’s ease with magic was unusual, and unfortunately it hadn’t come as easily to them. Victoria was in the unique position of having to go about things back to front. Her Witchspark power had erupted without her understanding basic elementary magic first, so she was having to learn the foundations now in order to be able to harness other forms of magic.

Eglantine was a bit further along than the others; she was halfway through Miss Hegotty’s intermediate course. Her eyes widened. “You tried the Lost Charm Spell on the door?” she guessed.

“Yes. I was shocked when it actually worked – I remembered that only the person who cast the charm would be able hear its song, so I thought it would be worth trying if we wanted to look for it…”

“Brilliant,” said Eglantine and Victoria together, while Eoin whistled, impressed.

“That was clever thinking,” came a voice from behind. “And if there’s one thing I value, it’s thinking fast when in a tight spot.”


They all turned in surprise.

It was Miss Hegotty.

No one had heard her enter.

Nandi wasn’t the only one who found herself standing up straight.

Even Huswyvern smartened itself up: shaking itself free of dust, applying a bit of spit and polish to the windows (there was a squeaking sort of sound that accompanied this and the glass soon sparkled) and righting the paintings on the walls.

Sorcerer Nelson saluted her like he would a fellow sorcerer.

Miss Hegotty had that sort of effect.

Not that she seemed that aware of it, or if she was, she didn’t comment. She merely accepted the chair that pulled itself out in front of her at the head of the table, and smiled warmly at them all.

Eglantine had known Miss Hegotty for a year now, but she still couldn’t stop the thrill of nervous excitement that shot through her whenever Miss Hegotty was here, in her house. She was, after all, the witch who topped the Department’s list of most wanted witches.

“I believe, if we’re all ready, we can call the meeting to order,” said Miss Hegotty.

The spark-typewriter’s keys clicked to show that it was primed to take the notes of their meeting. Several typewriter keys got stuck together, but Hus soldiered on.

“Our truth pamphlets have been working. More people than ever are questioning why only boys from wealthy families seem to get magic now. Some families are starting to test their children for magic at home. So, of course, it will come as no surprise that home magic-testing devices are now banned as well,” said Miss Hegotty.

This was the reason the society had been formed: to expose what the Department of Isle-Spark Regulation were doing – which was deliberately, secretly and illegally binding the magic of people like Eglantine and Eoin (girls, or boys who came from poor backgrounds) so that only boys from wealthy families got magic. They wanted to ensure that power stayed in the hands of wealthy men.

For the past year, their society had been hard at work, trying to gather the evidence they needed to expose the Department’s wrongdoings and ensure magic was free and fair for all.

“That’s good news,” said Eglantine.

“Why is that good?” asked Nandi, looking at Eglantine in confusion. “Surely it’s bad if the Department are banning home magic tests?”

Eglantine shook her head. “Not necessarily. The fact that it’s made the Banned List shows that it’s a real concern for the Department. It proves that more people than usual must be testing their children’s magic at home. People are beginning to see that what we’re saying about the Department is true. The Department really are binding children’s magic, and this isn’t some crackpot conspiracy theory by some bonkers society who want to overthrow the government.”

“Speak for yourself,” joked Arthur.


They all laughed. Especially considering Arthur was the one least likely to ever break a rule out of all of them. He may look like a fierce, small dragon, but Arthur was a stickler for the rules, happiest at home with his talons curled up around a good book. He would rather read about battles than actually wage them…but they were facing a battle now, to be sure. All of them.

Being part of an illegal society or signing up to Miss Hegotty’s course wasn’t something any of them had done lightly. But someone had to expose the Department and its warped way of keeping power and magic only in the hands of the wealthy elite.

Miss Hegotty nodded. “Eglantine is right. The fact that so many people are willing to risk the Department’s ire to acquire these home magic tests is good news indeed. They are starting to see that the Department is corrupt.

“Even from within the Department, there are those who are aware that things are not being run as they should. I have made contact with a frustrated minister, Mrs Kusum, who, like us, has been trying to figure out who is behind these awful practices so that they can be brought to task. Unfortunately, until she has proof, there is not much she and her supporters can do. They are a small group with not much power yet, and they have taken an enormous risk in speaking with me.

“So, if we want to protect children it’s up to us; we are going to have to find out how the Department is binding their magic. And for that, I have a plan.”

There was excited murmuring all around.

“I have long had a sense that magic testing centres are linked to the binding process in some way, but my theory has proved difficult to investigate as these centres are so difficult to enter unless you are an official Department worker. Which is why this seems like an opportunity far too good to miss!”

She waved her fingers, and a folded-up newspaper appeared out of nowhere to land on top of the table, straight onto a page that read: Job Vacancies.

“I am proposing an undercover mission,” she said.

Miss Hegotty waved her hand and two job advertisements were circled in red.


WANTED: ADMINISTRATOR AT ISLE-SPARK MAGICAL TESTING CENTRE, WESTMINSTER

Responsible for checking off names of children attending the tests, as well as other light administration duties. Training will be provided. Send letters of application to Moss Hollingsworth, Department of Isle-Spark Regulation.

WANTED: TEA PERSON AT ISLE-SPARK MAGICAL TESTING CENTRE, WESTMINSTER

Responsible for making tea and sandwiches. Send letters of application to Moss Hollingsworth, Department of Isle-Spark Regulation.




Eglantine frowned. “Are you saying some of us should apply for these jobs?”

Miss Hegotty tapped the advertisements with a fingernail. “Yes, myself and Ayanda, if she’s amenable?” She looked at Miss Luthuli and grinned. “You could put your famous acting skills to use.”

Last year, thanks to a spell Eglantine cast, Miss Luthuli took on the appearance of Eglantine’s father when the royals came for a visit and no one was any the wiser. Well, until the spell wore off and all hell broke loose…

“I’m always game for a bit of theatrics,” said Miss Luthuli. ‘“I’m guessing we will need a false identity each, as well as some kind of a disguise, something that lasts longer than the glamour spell, though.”

Miss Hegotty gave a wry smile. “I have some ideas.”

“But how will you guarantee that you get the jobs?” asked Arthur.

Miss Hegotty raised a brow and the wyvern turned a darker shade of green in embarrassment. Sometimes, just for a moment, they forgot Miss Hegotty was that Miss Hegotty – the most feared and powerful outlaw-witch in the Magic Isles.

But the witch only looked amused. “Oh, don’t worry about that, Arthur – I have ways and means to ensure that our applications are the only ones that are considered.”

Eglantine thought of how Miss Hegotty placed “wild adverts” in newspapers that promoted her lessons and the way she had hoodwinked the post office to deliver her course – things the Department had tried for years to put a stop to but couldn’t. This, by comparison, seemed easy.

They all nodded.

“We will need another volunteer so that we see all angles of the testing centre – a child who must experience the magic test itself, so we can trial my theory that they are bound while at the centre.”

“I can do that,” said Eglantine. “I can use a spell to make myself appear younger—”

To her disappointment, Miss Hegotty shook her head. “I was thinking that Nandi would make more sense in this case. Her Witchspark – the ability to shapeshift – will allow her to turn into a different child each day, therefore we could get a real sense of how these testing centres operate.”

Eglantine nodded but had to squash a twinge of envy at the idea of missing out on such an exciting mission. She knew it made sense for them to use Nandi instead, who had only recently discovered her shapeshifting Witchspark and it was already proving very useful.

“Will you need the rest of us to act as lookouts?” asked Eoin.

Miss Hegotty shook her head, and Eglantine’s feeling of being left out intensified.

“I think it’s best that you and Victoria continue with what you have been doing – find out what Sir Conroy and his secret meetings with Lord Ragwort are about.”

Sir Conroy was the comptroller at Kensington Palace in charge of running the household and finances, and he was one of the reasons Victoria’s life was so restricted. He ruled with an iron fist, ensuring that she had very little freedom. Conroy was also a great friend of Lord Ragwort’s, who was the former leader of the Royal Isle-Spark Military and current head of the Banned Magic Office. Ragwort had been visiting the palace regularly to see Conroy. Victoria was sure they were plotting something. Once, Victoria had been convinced that they had been discussing her, by the way they stared when they passed her in the corridor.

“I think Lord Ragwort is using some sort of spell that blocks magic as I couldn’t use my powers on them to get inside the study or hear them at all.”

Miss Hegotty nodded. “That makes sense.”

“But we did hear him say something about ‘it all coming into alignment’,” said Eoin. “Which definitely sounds like they are up to something.”

Victoria nodded. “Then Conroy saw me, and they started speaking about a flu outbreak – everyone in the palace always panics whenever it’s flu season as they’re afraid that if I catch a cold, I’ll spontaneously combust or something…”

The others grinned. Victoria had told them how Conroy and her mother were hypochondriacs when it came to her health. Each had different reasons, though.

Victoria’s mother cared about her, while Conroy wanted to make sure that Victoria lived long enough to become queen one day, because if she didn’t he would be out of a job.

“Do you think Sir Conroy knows someone in the Department is binding children’s magic?” Nandi asked.


“I don’t know,” said Miss Hegotty. “But finding out whatever it is they’re meeting about could be useful to us. So, stay safe, but I think it’s important you and Eoin keep trying to find out what they are really up to.”

Victoria and Eoin nodded.

Miss Hegotty turned to address Eglantine. “I’m sure your focus will be on helping Huswyvern, Eglantine,” she said.

Eglantine felt a prickle of shame. Did Miss Hegotty think she was planning to abandon Hus? She would never do that. It was her top priority to cure Hus of this cold. She had just thought that somehow she could do that and be a part of this new undercover mission at the testing centre… It felt like everyone else had important assignments for the society apart from her and Arthur.

If Miss Hegotty thought Hus’s condition needed her sole focus, she must think it’s serious. The thought made her stomach churn slightly. She touched the chair, seeking reassurance, and it reached out to squeeze her hand in return.

“I’ll keep checking the Grimoire, and I am also waiting for the caretakers of the other two sentient homes to get back to me. I wrote to ask if they’d encountered any similar illnesses in the past and if they might have information or a remedy they would be willing to share.”

“That was good thinking,” said Miss Luthuli.

“Thanks,” said Eglantine.

“I will have another task for you and Arthur in the next few weeks, though,” said Miss Hegotty.

They turned to her in surprise.


“I will need you to welcome a new member of the society.”

“A new member! Who?” cried Victoria.

Miss Hegotty stared into the middle distance for a moment. Then: “I can’t say who just yet. But I have a sense that she is the part of the puzzle we need to go forward. She holds some key part we haven’t yet realized is important… Unfortunately, I don’t know what that is at the moment. Which is frustrating. But I sense that things will become clearer in time.”

Instead of being confused, Eglantine and Victoria shared a knowing sort of look.

It wasn’t the first time Miss Hegotty had given them vague instructions that all seemed to link up somehow to a greater part of a plan.

“Is that your Witchspark?” asked Eoin. “You can see the future?”

They had all wondered about this in the past, but none of them had been bold enough to ask. Eglantine’s eyes widened at Eoin’s daring.

Miss Hegotty shook her head. “No, I can sense when things fit together. But unfortunately, the pieces are just like a jigsaw, random, scattered and it takes ages to work out the overall picture. But some pieces are clearer than others, and our new member belongs in the centre of things. I can feel it.”

They all stared at her in a kind of awe.

Miss Hegotty shrugged. “I wish it was the ability to see the future. It would be far simpler.”

They laughed.


“What I can see, without any need for a crystal ball, is that the Department has made it their mission to catch us, and now that we are taking more risks, we need to tighten our security measures.

“Eglantine and Hus have added to the wards along the perimeter of Huswyvern, so no one can enter, but there is still a chance we could be followed or overheard outside these walls, and so other protective means are necessary. Which is why we have developed these.”

The spark-typewriter’s metal bar resembled, for a moment, a cocked ear.

Then Miss Hegotty twirled her hand near her coat lapel, where a smattering of stars appeared and transformed into something else.

“Ayanda helped design them,” she said, nodding her head towards Miss Luthuli, who smiled.

As Miss Hegotty spoke
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