
   [image: Cover: Flember 5: The Golden Heart by Jamie Smart]

   
      
         iii 

         
            
               [image: ]

            

         

      
   


   
      
         v 

         
            
               [image: ]

            

            Dad, this all started with you.

            Mum, it finished with you.

            Dedicated to you both. vi
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            Flember goes where it belongs
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            What Happened Before

         

         Far across the sea there was a mysterious island. And on this island’s southernmost mountain was a sleepy village called Eden. Its people lived a quiet, secluded life, until a young inventor called Dev P. Everdew discovered a book about flember, the secret life-force running through all living things, and he used this knowledge to magically bring a robot bear named Boja to life!

         In doing so, however, Dev unsettled the balance of flember in Eden, and not only nearly destroyed the whole village, but accidentally killed the most important thing in it.

         The enormous, beautiful Eden Tree.2
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         All of its flember now running through Boja’s circuitry, Dev realized the only way to fix things was to find the source of all flember, the Flember Stream, and use it to save the Eden Tree. So, guided by the glowing map in his flember book, he and Boja snuck out into the scary, unknown world of Flember Island.

         Having survived the dangerous Wildening forests, Dev and Boja first arrived at the small mining town of Darkwater. It was a harsh, desolate place, with barely any flember, but thanks to a little ingenuity, and Boja’s explosive farting, Dev managed to bring the town together.

         Still looking for flember, they headed on to a bright, modern city called Prosperity.

         Here they found a society divided by flember, forced to fight each other in epic games, hoping for a chance at equality. 3Once Dev, Boja and Dev’s brother, Santoro, were drawn in to compete, the three of them managed to defeat Prosperity’s flember-fuelled technologies, leaving it a fairer place to live.

         As a prize, Boja was allowed to carry some extra flember home to revive the Eden Tree. But their journey back would not be simple. The dark wolves that had pursued them all this far chased them deeper into the Wildening, forcing Dev to confront some of his deepest fears, and risking Boja’s life. Only by learning the secrets of flember from the island itself could Dev become more powerful, rescue his brother from the monstrous robot called Senba, and save Boja — his best friend.

         Stronger for all they’d endured, Dev, Boja and Santoro continued their quest to carry Boja’s flember back to Eden.

         That is, until one of the dark wolves lured Dev away.4
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            1

            A Hold

         

         
            
               Follow the wolf. 

               Bring the bear.

            

         

         The words echoed through Dev’s mind.

         Over. And over. And over.

         
            
               Follow the wolf. 

               Bring the bear. 

               Bring the bear. 

               Bring the bear.

            

         

         And then, other sounds drowned it out.

         SQUELCH! SLPPP! FRRRPPPP! Dev woke to the noises of wet mud squelching around him. Something was tugging his body along the ground. Something huge. Something snorting warm, stinky breaths down his neck.

         8He opened his eyes to see huge, heavy paws slamming into the mud. Powerful black legs, spiked from ankle to haunch. Two glowing red eyes, and below them, a row of snarling, jagged black teeth clamped around his scarf. 

         The dark wolf.
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         ‘Where are you TAKING ME?’ With a sharp YANK, Dev tore himself away. His limbs felt weak. His head was swimming. He grabbed onto the nearest tree and smeared the mud from his eyes. ‘SANTORO!’ he yelled. ‘BOJA! WHERE ARE YOU?’

         He paused. Blinked through the drizzle.

         ‘Wait. Where am I?’

         9From his boots onwards, all Dev could see was marshland. Thick, and squelchy. Sloping and uneven. Clumps of wet grass poked up between the bent, broken lines of the trees. The drizzle thickened into mist around its edges, surrounding Dev, hemming him in, forcing him closer to the wolf.

         Locking them together.

         His heart hammering in his ears, Dev turned, about to run, when suddenly the wolf’s sharp teeth chomped angrily onto his backpack. The straps STRE-E-E-E-ETCH-ed across his shoulders. The bottom of it R-I-I-I-I-I-I-IPPP-ed open. The flember book dropped like a weight from inside, scattering its pages across the mud.

         And with a loud SQUELCH, Dev tumbled onto his bum amongst them.

         He watched the last few pages drift calmly, gently, down. The weakness in his limbs was starting to subside. A quiet filled his mind. And then, a fire lit inside Dev Everdew’s belly. ‘That was my FATHER’S BOOK,’ he growled, steadying himself in the mud. He held his hand over the flemberthyst on his chest, and let the warm, tingling glow of his own flember surge through his body.

         ‘And I’m taking it home.’

         He charged at the wolf, bellowing noises he’d never known he could make. As the wolf clawed at the mud, 10snarling, Dev dropped, sliding between its legs before tumbling out behind it. The wolf swung around but Dev had already leapt one foot, next foot, up a mound of rocks, and he threw himself down upon the wolf from above.
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         11‘This whole journey,’ he snarled, gripping its rocky black skin as the wolf turned, and thrashed, and gnashed its teeth at him. ‘This WHOLE JOURNEY you’ve been following us. Chasing us. ATTACKING US!’ This close to the wolf, he could feel his own flember ebbing again. The twisted black veins across his arm started to ache. His head was swimming. But he held firm. His fingers clenched around the wolf’s spines, wisps of sparkling blue flember trailing across his muddy arms. ‘What do you want with us? WHAT DO YOU WANT?’

         A spark.

         Somewhere deep inside of them both.

         At exactly the same moment.

         Suddenly Dev could feel not just his own flember, but that of the dark wolf too. He could feel the creature’s strength, its power. Its anger. For the splittest of split seconds, his flember had touched against it.

         They had connected.

         And he could see inside the wolf.

         With one sharp, sudden lunge, the wolf threw up its rear end and sent Dev spinning back into the mud. Before Dev knew what was happening it was standing over him, glaring down at him through its blazing red eyes. A low, rattling growl echoed up from deep inside its chest. Strings of glistening spit hung between its sharp black teeth.

         12‘Your flember … it flows red,’ Dev gasped. ‘You’re being controlled. All this time, someone … some … thing … has been controlling you!’

         He stared into the wolf’s blazing red eyes as if hypnotized.

         ‘Who’s in there?’ he whispered. ‘Who’s telling you to bring them Boja?’

         ‘HWOOOOOARGHHHHHH!’ It echoed through the mist. A ground-shaking, tree-rattling, mud-wobbling battle cry. It carried upon an almighty pounding – STOMP STOMP STOMP – which sent a rumbling deep through Dev’s bones. He knew that noise. As a smile cracked between his muddy cheeks, he watched the huge, clumsy red shape of Boja – flember boots blazing across his feet, bright crackling gauntlets swirling around his fists – throw himself face-first into the mud with the loudest SPLUTCH of all.

         Thick lumps splattered across Dev, across the wolf, raining back down upon Boja as he lifted up his face and grinned his goofiest of grins.

         ‘BOJA!’ Dev beamed. ‘YOU FOUND ME!’

         ‘MUST … PROTECT … DEV!’ Boja growled, catching sight of the wolf. Angry sparks flickered behind his eyes. He pulled himself up, flember gauntlets balled into fists, his body wrapped in some kind of mud-soaked tunic. 13Bright, glowing flember billowed out from deep inside him. His teeth were clenched so tightly, a few muddy bubbles spilled out from somewhere around his bottom.
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         14The wolf didn’t respond. It barely even looked at Boja. Instead, it cast Dev one last silent look, then it turned tail, disappearing into the gloom.

         Like a shadow chased away by the light.

         The marks across Dev’s arm settled back down into scratches. He let out a huge sigh of relief.

         ‘Thank you, Boja!’ he wept, throwing his arm around the big muddy bear’s leg. ‘Thank you for coming to get me!’

         ‘Called my name!’ Boja beamed, his flember calming; gauntlets, boots subsiding, as he turned and wrapped his arms around Dev. ‘I heard you! BOHHHH-JAHHHH!’

         ‘THERE you are!’ Santoro stumbled out from between the trees. His hair was ruffled, his flember armour muddy, as he used his huge, broad sword like a giant walking stick. ‘I said to Boja, we’re looking for Dev together, so don’t run off without me. DIDN’T I SAY THAT?’

         Boja giggled, then let out a few more muddy bubbles. Santoro grimaced. Then he saw Dev. He ran to him, clenching him into a hug so tight Dev thought his ribs might crack.

         ‘I saw inside the wolf, Santoro,’ Dev whispered. ‘I 15connected with its flember. I didn’t mean to, I just … It’s red. The dark wolves, their flember is RED. They’re following instructions. Follow the wolf, bring the bear. Someone wants BOJA!’

         Santoro pulled away. Then he glanced to Boja, who waved cheerfully back. ‘Who wants Boja?’ he asked.

         Dev knelt down, pulling the covers of the flember book out from the mud as he started gathering up the pages. ‘I’m not sure. But we’re going home,’ he said, hoping his brother wouldn’t see how much his hands were shaking.

         ‘We’re going home as fast as we can.’
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            2

            Preparations

         

         There was no sun to navigate by, not while the thick mists blotted it all out. But Dev was reasonably confident they were heading south. He could tell by which side the moss grew on the grunlamp trees, which way the crinkled witherferns pointed. The direction the bwindlefwip flies headed to find their nests. A long time ago he’d set foot in the Wildening for the first time, and it had seemed like a terrifyingly weird new world to him.

         Now, thanks to his father’s notes, he was finally starting to understand it.
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         17The air was growing colder, and the climbs becoming steeper, but Boja, marching at the front of the group, remained in high spirits. He hummed, chuckled and sang his way through the mist, punctuating his songs with an occasional musical fart.

         Santoro walked behind, ducking to avoid each note.

         He, too, was keeping himself occupied. He’d been trying to mend the tear in Dev’s backpack. Eden’s Youth Guild had taught Santoro basic sewing, but here, in the Wildening, he had no needle and thread. Instead, he’d unpicked and re-tightened the backpack itself. It was a little smaller now. But as he handed it back to Dev, there was a tinge of pride in his voice.

         ‘There,’ he said. ‘Now keep it away from the dark wolves in future …’

         Dev, distracted by the open flember book in his hands, bumped into him. ‘Sorry,’ he mumbled, looking up. ‘Oh! Thank you!’ His gaze flicked past Santoro’s shoulder. ‘Ooh! And we’ve found a chumbletree!’ Dev wrenched a branch from the tree and gestured towards a cluster of strange bulbous lumps drooping down from the higher branches. He grinned, scanning his father’s notes again. ‘Hang on, Dad mentions these things somewhere …’

         ‘You know, you shouldn’t have run off like you did,’ Santoro started. ‘Not on your own, Dev. We stick together.’

         18Dev’s smile faded. ‘I know. I’m sorry.’ He held one hand to the gently glowing flemberthyst on his chest. ‘I thought I was strong enough, that since I have more flember powers now, maybe I could fight the dark wolves myself. But I get so weak just being near them, they … MUMPFDROPS!’ he cried, wiping mud from the page in front of him. ‘The lumpy bits hanging off the branches! They’re called mumpfdrops!’

         Dev jabbed the stick upwards and pierced one of the lumps. With a loud HONKKKKKK it deflated, spilling a handful of cute, furry, purple caterpillars from inside it. Dev let out an excited laugh.

         ‘And mumpfdrops give birth to mumpferpillars!’

         ‘YOW!’ Santoro cried, shaking a mumpferpillar from his hair and into Dev’s open hands. ‘Dev, it HURTS!’

         Dev pinched the mumpferpillar carefully between his finger and thumb, and lifted it by its tail. It was fast asleep. ‘Mumpferpillars emit a low electrical charge when they’re happy. And since they’re asleep most of the time, they’re usually always happy.’ Dev felt the mumpferpillar’s bristles prickle towards his nose. ‘One of these is JUST what I need.’
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         He yanked on the chinstraps of his helmet. The two cat ears on top slid open, as he lifted the front panel 19between them to reveal the gnarled bundle of mechanical arms inside. Each arm had once held a tool, such as a light bulb or a magnifying lens, but Dev’s journey across Flember Island had long since broken those off, leaving only metal stubs behind.

         He reached up and carefully placed the mumpferpillar amongst them.

         ‘There you go, a safe place to sleep.’ Dev beamed. ‘And a power source for my helmet!’

         ‘Dev, you’re WASTING TIME!’ Santoro was losing his cool. ‘We’re SUPPOSED to be trying to get HOME, and you’re out here playing with BUGS and … and …’

         ‘Fizzleplops!’ Dev knelt beside a clump of pink fizzle-plop flowers, cautiously plucking one out. ‘Boja has kept us safe this whole journey,’ he said, wrapping the fizzleplop’s own leaf around its stem. ‘But if it’s Boja they want, then who’s going to protect him?’

         He reached up and slotted the fizzleplop flower between the gears of his helmet. Using a torn loose wire he then connected the fizzleplop to the mumpferpillar, and a little spark of electricity flew between them.

         ‘It’s me,’ Dev said. ‘I’m going to protect Boja.’

         Dev darted between the trees, tangling various leaves, flowers and stems in amongst the broken metal arms of his helmet. He used chumbletree oil to bind them, and 20vines to strap them, twiddling and tweaking and squeezing everything carefully into place. The fizzleplop flower nestled beside a clutch of winterberries, a few whistling reeds, a wonkily-shaped potato, an enormous rumplepalm leaf folded twenty-three times into a tightly compressed little square. And crammed in amongst them all was a glompyvine – a long, sticky, jelly-like yellow tentacle Dev had pulled from the bark of a redfern tree.
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         21All of it bustled for space around a tiny, electrified mumpferpillar, snoring gently in its comfortable new home.

         Santoro watched, bemused, as Dev pressed the front panel of his helmet closed again, turning its cat ears tight either side.

         ‘OK.’ Dev smiled. ‘Now I’m ready to protect Boja from ANYTHING.’

         He peered ahead, into the eerily silent mist.

         ‘Hang on,’ he said. ‘Where IS Boja?’
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            3

            Herded

         

         Wide footprints stretched across the mud. It was clear Boja had carried on ahead. But a veil of snowflakes had started to catch upon the chilly mist, swirling in gentle waves between the trees and leaving only glimpses of the world for Dev and Santoro to follow.

         ‘THERE!’ Santoro shouted, pointing his sword towards a large, lumpy shadow. They quickened their pace towards a grassy ledge, where they found Boja. He stood completely still, his head arched to the skies, the little pink tip of his tongue poking out to catch the passing snowflakes.

         ‘Scho … PSPBRETTY!’ Boja marvelled.

         ‘Snow.’ Dev smiled, standing proudly beside him. ‘This must be the first time you’ve ever seen it!’ He pulled Boja’s tunic tighter across his chest. ‘It’s very beautiful, I know, but it’ll make our journey home even harder …’ 23

         Dev looked at the fabric he was holding in his hands. This wasn’t a tunic at all. Boja was wearing a bundled mass of tapestries. Tapestries covered in writing and symbols, tapestries Dev had seen before, the ones he’d dragged out from Senba’s temple.
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         ‘The clockwork figure,’ Dev gasped.

         ‘Those big old sheets were our only clue that you were missing.’ Santoro raised an inquisitive eyebrow at all the strange clockwork parts scribbled across Boja’s body. ‘So Boja bundled them up and carried them with him and then, along the way, started wearing them.’ He folded his arms across his chest, and shivered. ‘Are they important?’ 24

         Boja yanked one of the looser tapestries from around his belly and wrapped it tenderly around Santoro’s shoulders. ‘Warmer.’ Boja smiled. Then he pulled off another and wrapped Dev up just as snug. ‘Warmer too.’

         Dev squeezed one of Boja’s fingers in appreciation. ‘I don’t know what these tapestries mean,’ he said, ‘but they should keep us all warm until the snow stops.’

         A loud growl interrupted them. Dev squinted to see a dark wolf, its head low, body hunched, stalking around the edge of the mist. Boja spat out a mouthful of melted snowflakes as a furious scowl thundered across his face. His fists balled. Bright crackles of flember shook out from beneath his fur, swirling along his arms, blazing oversized gauntlets around his knuckles.

         Dev scowled too. ‘You’re not taking Boja from us!’ he yelled towards the wolf. He could feel the scratches on his arm starting to ache again. His mind became woozy. His legs trembled. But this time he felt more confident. This time, he had come prepared. ‘Not unless you want me to unleash everything I have in HERE!’

         He reached up to the chinstraps of his helmet, only for Santoro to grab his wrist. He nodded towards the other shadows emerging from the mists. More dark wolves. Their teeth bared. Their eyes glowing red.

         ‘Dev, you know I’m always up for a fight,’ Santoro 25hissed, his sword drawn, his flember armour starting to glow. ‘But we can’t fight what we can barely see. This time, we RUN.’
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         Without waiting for a reply he pulled Dev away, splashing him through the slushy, snow-covered mud as he called out for Boja to follow them.

         ‘AWW!’ Boja whined, unclenching his fists as he reluctantly trotted behind.

         The wolves kept to the edges of the mist, snarling, snapping, before disappearing again at the sight of Boja’s swirling flember, or Santoro’s glinting sword. All Dev could do was shout out directions. Try to keep them all heading south. But the snow was starting to thicken now. 26He couldn’t find the markers he’d used before. Couldn’t judge the slopes they were climbing. He spotted a few knotted thickets of rumbleweed poking out between the rocks, but soon even they were gone.
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         The path narrowed.

         The drops either side of them deepened.

         ‘The snow doesn’t fall this heavy in the south,’ Dev shouted above the wind, as he spotted more dark wolves lining the snow-covered rocks ahead of them. Their black bodies silhouetted against the mist.

         His heart sank.

         ‘They’ve been pushing us north.’ He gasped. ‘This whole time the wolves have been pushing us NORTH!’

         Suddenly, as if summoned, the wolves launched their attack. They slid through the snow, swarming past Dev, Santoro, then racing straight for Boja. Boja roared with delight, flinging his arms wide, crackling bolts of flember 27out from his fur as the tapestries billowed around him. When the nearest wolf lunged it was the tapestries that took its bite, before Boja clamped his fist around its head, tossing it out into the mists like an annoying cheesybug.
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         ‘NEXT!’ Boja cried excitedly. More wolves obliged, pouncing on him, knocking him back towards the edge of the path.

         Dev yanked his chinstrap. ‘Finally! Helmet time!’

         The cat ears on Dev’s helmet sprang open. A few sparks of electricity spilled out from inside. The reeds followed, whistling high-pitched PHEEEPs as the wind whisked them away. It was enough to catch the attention of the nearest dark wolves. Their ears pointed sharply upwards. Their snarling heads turning towards Dev. 28

         FLP-P-P-P-P! A clump of winterberries were next out of Dev’s helmet, flumping limply down into the snow. ‘No, no, no!’ Dev muttered, scrabbling to pick them up. ‘They should fire out harder than that!’

         He threw what he could find, splattering a fistful of snow-coated winterberries against the approaching dark wolves. It seemed, at least, to confuse them. Precious seconds that Dev used to spring open the front of his helmet, reach inside, and gently stroke the sleeping mumpferpillar.

         ‘C’mon mumpferpillar,’ Dev whispered. ‘Just a little more power, if you wouldn’t mind.’

         Under Dev’s gentle touch, the mumpferpillar stretched its lumpy body out with one very contented YA-A-A-A-AWN, then curled up even tighter. Its electrical sparks span brighter.

         And the helmet started rattling.

         WOO-OO-OOOSHHH! A screamingly loud fizzle-plop shot up into the sky and exploded above them all. Shimmers of pink drifted gently down between the snowflakes, settling across the pitch-black skin of the wolves.

         ‘Dev, why?’ Santoro paused, exasperated.

         ‘I’m trying to confuse them!’ Dev shouted in delight, tilting his head forwards and rapping his knuckles against the helmet. ‘So they don’t know what’s coming next!’

         PHLOOMP! In another burst of electrical sparks, a 29rather wonkily-shaped potato shot out. It sailed between the wolves, DOINK-ing one of them on the nose and sending it FLOMPING onto its bottom.

         ‘Like THAT!’ Dev beamed.

         ‘WHOMPH!’ Boja laughed, pointing at the sheepish-looking wolf, only for his loud delight to cancel out Dev’s distractions. The wolves turned, then cantered, then ran, then lunged towards the bear in a mass, pouncing upon his tapestries and knocking Boja back on his heels. Teetering him on the very edge of the precipice behind.

         ‘Boja!’ Santoro shouted.

         ‘BOJA!’ Dev screamed.

         But it was too late.

         The ground beneath the red bear’s feet rattled loose. Then, with barely a sound, Boja and all the dark wolves hanging onto him disappeared into the billowing white mists below.
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            4

            A Heavy Weight

         

         ‘RUMPLEPALM LEAF!’ Dev yelled, yanking his chinstrap again. The many-folded rumplepalm leaf sprung out from his helmet, unfurling from a tiny square into a huge bowed sail, which Dev grabbed, ran with, then FLOMPED down onto the snow.

         ‘SANTORO! QUICKLY!’ he yelled. Santoro sheathed his sword and leapt after his brother, clutching onto Dev’s waist as the leaf skidded towards the edge, before the ground disappeared from beneath them both.

         They slid down the mountainside at speed, stomachs in their throats, curls of white mist spiralling around them. Dev tried to steer by gripping the front corners of the leaf, narrowly avoiding sharp rocks to the left, to the right. The wind roared in their ears. Sleet whipped against their skin. Dark wolves bounced alongside, yelping, before disappearing back into the white abyss.

         31Then Dev caught a glimpse of Boja. The shape of him, at least, WHUMP-WHUMP-WHUMP-ing between the rocks below. Dev clutched the leaf even tighter and pointed it towards the bear.

         WHU-U-U-UMPH! Boja rolled through a snowbank, sending a huge plume up around him as he sli-i-i-i-id a little further, then came to rest on his back. A messy bundle of tapestries. Arms and legs outstretched. His chest puffing up and down as he struggled to catch his breath.

         Dev and Santoro’s leaf skidded through the snow trench Boja had carved out, stopping just short of the bear. Dev went to reach out, but Santoro grabbed him.

         ‘NO!’ Santoro said. With his other hand he pulled out his large sword, and ran its tip across the snowy ground.

         A loud SK-K-K-K-K-K-K-K-K! set Dev’s teeth on edge.

         ‘ICE,’ Santoro whispered. ‘We’re on a LAKE.’

         Only now did Dev notice the ground was glistening. It caught the glow of Boja’s flember and sparkled like a million tiny stars underneath his big red bottom.
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         32And then.

         CRA-A-A-ACK!

         The sound froze Dev’s heart. He stared, panicking, towards Boja. ‘The ice won’t take his weight,’ he gasped.

         CRA-A-A-A-A-A-A-ACK!

         ‘BOJA GET OFF THE ICE!’ Dev screamed. Boja lifted his weary head to see what the fuss was. His eyes were spinning around in their sockets, but when he caught sight of Dev he grinned, lifting one of his paws into a little wave.

         Suddenly the loudest CRA-A-A-A-A-ACK of all filled the air, and Boja’s rather alarmed face disappeared into a claw-shaped mass of ice chunks. A plume of water leapt above him and then SPLOOSH, slammed back down. Dev screamed as seconds later Boja’s head bobbed back up through the hole. Clumps of ice hung from his fur. His eyes bulged. His teeth chattered. His flember flickered across the water’s surface.

         ‘I-I-I-I-IS C-C-C-C-COLD!’ Boja chattered, as the surrounding ice crumbled between his fingers. With a desperate yelp Dev pulled away from Santoro, lying on his stomach and reaching towards the bear, able only to untie the knot of heavy, damp tapestries around his neck so that they might sink down into the darkness below.

         ‘You’re lighter now! Boja, grab onto me!’ Dev shouted in desperation. 33
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         ‘Dev, be CAREFUL!’ Santoro yelled, gripping Dev’s backpack, as they both watched Boja’s head sink slowly beneath the surface.

         ‘Boja!’ Dev cried. He tried to reach in, to grab an ear, but the water was so cold it felt like it was burning his skin.

         ‘Boja! BOJA!’

         Suddenly a deafeningly loud HON-N-N-N-N-NKKKK! drowned out Dev’s cries. He raised his head. Through the sleet he could see it, an enormous, hulking shadow lurching towards them. And beneath its honking siren he could hear other noises. Clanks. Hisses. A loud whirring. Whatever this shadow, this … this mechanical BEAST … was, it stopped at the other side of the lake.

         Indistinct. Featureless.

         Terrifying.

         34A flash of red rippled across its chest. With a loud SCHWOOP two large weights shot out from the ends of its arms. They looked like huge metal fists plunging into the ice. Lengths of chain rattled furiously along behind them before CLINKING taut, then, with more CLINK-CLINK-CLINKs, they slowly retracted out of the freezing water. They were wrapped around an enormous icy clump, inside of which Dev could see Boja’s rigid body. His eyes still bulging. His mouth wide open. His flember frozen into strangely beautiful arcs of glowing light around him.
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         35The beast started to retreat, cracking up the ice as it dragged Boja away.

         Its siren faded.

         Its lights shimmered away into the snow.

         ‘Push the leaf,’ Dev cried. ‘PUSH THE LEAF!’

         Santoro plunged his sword into the ice, using it to propel the rumplepalm leaf onto the water. It was wide enough, its edges curved enough, to float.

         ‘That thing took B-B-B-Boja!’ Dev shivered.

         He tilted his helmet and yanked hard on the chinstrap. The front panel popped open, the useless, now frozen, metal arms clumped to either side as a chilly-looking mumpferpillar shivered out a few more sparks. Then FWWWPPPP! A sticky, rather gross-looking tentacle whistled out, disappearing into the swirling white mists.

         ‘Glompyvine! Please work!’ Dev muttered hopefully, listening for the SPLAT.
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         36SPLAT!

         ‘You hit it! You hit that thing!’ Santoro gasped as the glompyvine straightened. Dev tore off the end from his helmet, closed the front panel, then wrapped the glompyvine tightly around his wrist as it jerked their leaf awkwardly along. Dragging both brothers from the lake onto the snow banks, and off into the utterly unknown.

         ‘Don’t worry, Boja,’ Dev puffed, the cold air squeezing his lungs. ‘We’re coming for you.’

      
   

OPS/images/a016_01_online.jpg





OPS/images/a015_01_online.jpg





OPS/images/a018_01_online.jpg





OPS/images/a016_02_online.jpg





OPS/images/a022_01_online.jpg





OPS/images/a020_01_online.jpg
INVENTION 516: Dev’s Helmet (Wildening variant)

WINTER
BERRIES POTATO

pLop @", @6@





OPS/TOC.xhtml

    Contents


  

		Title Page


   		Dedication


   		Contents


   		What Happened Before


   		
PART ONE: THE CASTLE IN THE MOUNTAINS
      
      		1: A Hold


         		2: Preparations


         		3: Herded


         		4: A Heavy Weight


         		5: Through the Mountains


         		6: The Castle


         		7: Wishpin


         		8: The Tree


         		9: A Connection


         		10: The Descent


         		11: Key Markers


         		12: Deeper


         		13: Boja 0


         		14: A Descent


         		15: Iola


         		16: One Last Chance


         		17: The End


         		18: An Escape


         		19: The Volcano


      




   		
PART TWO: THE JOURNEY HOME
      
      		20: Setting Sail


         		21: Dohan


         		22: Darkwater


         		23: The Boja Battler


         		24: Old Friends


         		25: Voyage of the Garden


         		26: Battle Stations


         		27: Prosperity


         		28: An Army


         		29: Training


         		30: Summoning


         		31: The Body


         		32: Bring it Down


         		33: Best Chance


         		34: The Charge


      




   		
PART THREE: THE LAST STAND
      
      		35: The Village of Eden, in the Mountains


         		36: The Great Hall


         		37: A New Plan


         		38: A Boja


         		39: A Last Hope


         		40: Dark Flember


         		41: A Clue


         		42: Ghosting


         		43: What Memory Remains


         		44: Some Kind of Army


         		45: As One


         		46: A Weak Link


         		47: The Poisoned Well


         		48: In Here


         		49: Boja


         		50: The Fix


         		51: Breakfast


         		52: Rebuilding


         		53: A Safe Place


      




   		One More Thing


   		Acknowledgements


   		Also by Jamie Smart


   		Copyright





  

OPS/images/a0vi_01_online.jpg





OPS/images/a008_01_online.jpg





OPS/images/a007_01_online.jpg





OPS/images/a010_01_online.jpg





OPS/images/a00v_01_online.jpg





OPS/images/a013_01_online.jpg





OPS/images/a029_01_online.jpg





OPS/images/a031_01_online.jpg





OPS/images/a030_01_online.jpg





OPS/images/a002_01_online.jpg





OPS/images/a034_01_online.jpg





OPS/images/a001_01_online.jpg





OPS/images/a033_01_online.jpg





OPS/images/a006_01_online.jpg





OPS/images/a005_01_online.jpg
PART ONE

THE CASTLE
IN THE
MOUNTAINS





OPS/images/a035_01_online.jpg





OPS/images/a0iii_01_online.jpg





OPS/images/9781788451802_cover_epub.jpg
FROM THE MILLION-SELLING CREATOR oF BUNNYvsMONKEY






OPS/images/a025_01_online.jpg





OPS/images/a023_01_online.jpg





OPS/images/a027_01_online.jpg





OPS/images/a026_01_online.jpg





