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CHAPTER ONE

 

Oliver Blue was standing in a cupboard and he didn’t know why. His whole body felt peculiar, like a strange sensation was passing through him. His head was pounding.

He glanced about, disoriented, trying to piece together fragments of memory. He’d come here through a swirling vortex. A wormhole. Yes! He remembered now. Professor Amethyst had created a wormhole and sent Oliver through it. But why?

He turned, looking for the wormhole he’d traveled through, to see if it might give him a clue as to how he’d ended up here. But it was no longer there.

He suddenly felt the cold sensation of metal on his chest and pulled out an amulet. Professor Amethyst had given it to him, he recollected. What was it he had told him? That when the metal became hot it meant there was a chance to get back to the School for Seers? That was it. 

Right now, it was icy cold. That meant the route back to the School for Seers was gone. 

A huge swell of sadness overcame Oliver as he remembered the school he’d left behind. But why he’d left it in the first place, Oliver could not recall. Anxiety took hold of him as he tried to piece it all together, to remember where he had landed. And why. Where was he? What year was it?

And then, slowly, it came back to him: Armando.

He had come back to the present day to save Armando Illstrom.

He looked around him with sudden urgency. Armando was about to be killed. Every second counted.

Oliver burst out of the cupboard and into the corridors of what he immediately recognized was a factory.

Armando’s factory. Sure enough, there was a sign: Illstrom’s Inventions.

He ran toward the factory forecourt. He reached the end of the corridor and tipped his head around the corner. Instead of Armando’s fake internal corridors, the factory had an open plan and was bustling with activity, filled with workers wearing the old-style blue overalls that Oliver currently wore. 

The whole place looked clean and well maintained. Flying robotic creatures whizzed through the air. Sparks flew from the welders of workers as they fixed up the joints of vast, giant machines. Metallic birds flew around in the rafters, where the windows were no longer boarded up. 

Everything had changed. Oliver had a moment of pride. Clearly, his actions back in 1944 had altered the present day. Thanks to him, Illstrom’s Inventions was up and running.

But not for long.

Not if he didn’t save Armando in time.

Through the skylights, Oliver saw dark storm clouds. Rain began to hammer on the glass. Then a sudden flash of lightning forked across the sky, followed swiftly by a huge boom of thunder. 

The lights in the factory began to flicker. Then they went out completely. With a whirring sound, all the machines powered down. 

The backup generators kicked in and emergency lights flickered on around the factory, making the whole place glow ominously red. 

Oliver now realized when he’d come back to. It was the day of the big storm. The day the mayor had closed all the schools and businesses in town. The day he’d hidden in a trash can to escape Chris and his bullying friends. The day he’d met Armando.

Through the gloomy red lights, Oliver caught sight of Armando. His Armando. Not the young man from 1944, but his elderly hero. 

His heart soared. But a moment later it fell again. Armando would not remember him. They had not even met. All those precious memories of their time together would now be gone from Armando’s mind.

“I guess we should call it a day!” Armando called out to his workers. “Looks like the storm is hitting earlier than the mayor said. The bus will take you all home.”

As the workers headed for the door, Oliver caught sight of something peculiar. Something blue and shimmery. 

He instantly recognized the unique shade of blue. It was the color of a rogue seer’s eyes. And that could only mean one thing. Lucas, the evil rogue seer, was here.

Oliver searched through the gloom. A sudden bolt of lightning illuminated the whole place. Oliver saw a silhouette streak through the shadows of the factory. 

He gasped and his blood ran cold. It was Lucas. He was following Armando. 

Thunder boomed. Oliver leapt into action, heading in the direction of Armando and Lucas. He drew closer and closer to the evil rogue seer until they were running parallel. 

With another sudden crash of lightning, the old man’s face snapped to the side. Oliver saw Lucas’s wizened face in all its glory. His evil blue gaze locked on Oliver and his eyes flashed disconcertingly.

“Oliver Blue,” he snarled.

Oliver gulped. His throat felt constricted. Coming face to face with the man who wanted him dead was terrifying. Paralyzing.

Just then, Horatio the dog leapt out of the darkness. He wove his body around Lucas’s ankles, making the old man stumble.

“That blasted dog!” Lucas yelled as he staggered to stay upright.

Oliver had never been so happy to see the old bloodhound. He immediately made use of the moment Horatio had given him, running in the direction that Armando had gone. He reached the corridor just in time to see Armando disappear into his office. 

The sound of heavy footsteps came from behind. Oliver glanced over his shoulder just as a flash of lightning illuminated Lucas’s deranged features. Scrambling with terror, Oliver reached the door of Armando’s office and burst inside. 

Armando’s office was in its usual chaotic state. There were several desks dotted about the place covered in stacks of paper. Computers from different eras. Shelves heaving with books.

And standing in the midst of it all was Armando himself. 

He turned and looked at Oliver, perplexed. “Can I help you?”

Oliver stared back, wondering if Armando recognized him. He couldn’t tell. And there was no time to dwell on it. He had to find the threat.

Oliver looked about frantically. There was nothing amiss. No sign of a trap. Nothing to suggest Armando’s life was in imminent danger at all. He couldn’t help but second-guess himself. Was this whole trip back a mistake? Had he sacrificed his beloved school for no reason?

Suddenly, Lucas burst into the office. “The guards are coming, you little pest!”

He lunged for Oliver but Oliver jumped out of the way. He looked about frantically, searching for the threat. He didn’t have long to save Armando’s life. What could it be?

“Get back here!” Lucas snapped.

Armando jumped back as Oliver rushed past him, sliding under his desk and right out the other side. Lucas reached him but the wide desk provided a barrier. He lunged for Oliver, knocking into the desk over and over in his frantic attempts to get hold of him. 

That’s when Oliver saw it. A coffee cup on the side of the desk was being sloshed all over the place from Lucas’s movements. And Armando was now reaching for it to stop it from spilling. But there was a strange shimmery glistening on its surface. 

Poison! 

Oliver jumped up onto the desk and kicked out. The coffee cup went flying from Armando’s hands. It smashed onto the ground, a puddle of brown liquid pooling from it. 

“What is going on?” Armando exclaimed.

Lucas got hold of Oliver’s legs and pulled. Oliver fell, landing heavily against the desk.

“It’s POISON!” he tried to cry, but Lucas was covering his mouth with his hands.

Oliver thrashed at the old man, kicking out, trying to get free. 

Just then guards barreled into the room. 

“Take this boy away,” Lucas said.

Oliver bit down on his hand.

Lucas reared back and screamed out in pain. Oliver leapt from the desk and darted left and right in his attempts to evade the guards. But it was no use. They got hold of him, twisting his arms roughly behind his back. They started to shove him toward the door.

“Armando, please listen to me!” Oliver cried, digging his heels in. “Lucas is trying to kill you!”

Lucas was nursing his sore hand. He narrowed his eyes as Oliver was dragged to the door.

“Preposterous,” he sneered.

Just then, Oliver noticed a small mouse had scurried out from the shadows in the corner. It sniffed the spilled coffee on the floor.

“Look!” Oliver cried.

Armando turned his gaze to the mouse. It licked the coffee spill. Then in an instant, its whole body went stiff and rigid.

It fell to its side, dead.

Everyone froze. The guards stopped dragging Oliver. 

They all turned to Armando.

Armando stared at Lucas, and slowly, his expression changed. It became pained. A look of betrayal.

“Lucas?” he asked, his voice heartbroken, disbelieving.

Lucas’s face flushed with shame.

Armando’s face hardened, and slowly, he pointed a finger at Lucas. 

“Take him away,” he instructed the guards.

Immediately, the guards released Oliver and rounded on Lucas.

“This is madness!” Lucas screamed as they roughly pinned Lucas’s arms behind his back. “Armando! You’ll believe this scrawny little boy over me?”

Armando said nothing as the guards dragged Lucas away.

The old man’s face contorted with rage. He screamed, looking as deranged as Hitler had when Oliver had broken his bomb. 

“This isn’t over, Oliver Blue!” he yelled. “I’ll get you one day!”

Then he was dragged through the door and disappeared from sight.

Oliver let out a deep breath of relief. He’d done it. He’d really done it. He’d saved Armando’s life.

He looked up at the old inventor, standing there in the chaos of his office looking shocked and stunned. For a long moment, they held one another’s gaze. 

Then, finally, Armando smiled. 

“I’ve been waiting a long time to see you again.”


 

 

 

CHAPTER TWO

 

Malcolm Malice took aim with his crossbow. He steadied himself. Then he let it fly.

It sliced through the air at lightning speed before smashing into the bull’s-eye. A perfect shot. Malcolm grinned. 

“Great work, Malcolm,” Coach Royce said. “I’d expect no less from my star pupil.” 

Filled with pride, Malcolm handed him back the crossbow and went to stand beside the rest of his classmates. They narrowed their jealous eyes at him.

“Star pupil,” someone mimicked.

There was a smattering of laughter.

Malcolm ignored their teasing. He had more important things to think about. He’d only been at Obsidian’s for a few months but already he’d leapfrogged kids who’d been here for years. He was a powerful seer. Atomic—the strongest kind, with a rare blend of cobalt and bromine. 

So what if none of the other kids wanted to hang out with him? He’d been friendless before coming to Obsidian’s. It didn’t make much difference to Malcolm if it remained that way. He wasn’t here for friendship anyway. He was here to excel, to become the best seer he could possibly be, so that when the time came he could crush those Amethyst losers into dust.

Suddenly, he felt something smack against the back of his head. It stung and his hand instinctively went to it. When he took it away, he saw a dead bee in his palm.

Someone had used their powers on him. He turned sharply, glaring for the culprit. Candice was barely hiding her smirk.

Malcolm narrowed his eyes. “You did that.”

“It was just a bee sting,” she replied sweetly.

“I know it was you. You have a biological specialism. If anyone did it, it was you.”

Candice shrugged innocently.

Coach Royce clapped his hands loudly. “Malcolm Malice. Eyes to the front. Just because you can do this easily doesn’t mean you can mess around while your classmates try. Show some respect.”

Malcolm sucked his cheeks in. The injustice stung just as much as the bee had.

Malcolm tried to focus on his classmates as they took turns practicing their aim. It was a usual gloomy day at Obsidian’s, with a light fog hanging in the air, turning everything misty. The large playing field stretched all the way up to the imposing manor house that was Mistress Obsidian’s School for Seers.

Candice went up to take her shot. The arrow went flying over the top of the target and Malcolm couldn’t help but smile at her misfortune.

“This is exactly the sort of skill you need to perfect,” Coach Royce called out. “When it comes to fighting the Amethyst seers, it’s this kind of mastery that really knocks them for six. They’re so focused on their seer specialisms, they’ve forgotten all about good old-fashioned weaponry.” 

The corners of Malcolm’s mouth tugged even further upward. Just the thought of kicking the sappy seers at Professor Amethyst’s school delighted him. He couldn’t wait until the day he was finally face-to-face with one of those losers. Then he’d really show them who was boss. Show them why Obsidian’s was the better school. Why it deserved to be the one and only school for seers. 

Just then, Malcolm noticed some of the kids from the second year coming out onto the playing fields, hockey sticks in hand. He noticed Natasha Armstrong amongst them. She was in the private study sessions he’d been attending at the library, the ones for gifted students like him. Though at twelve he was the youngest there, the others were kind to him. Natasha especially. She didn’t tease him for being smart. And she shared the same hatred toward Professor Amethyst as he did. 

Natasha looked over and waved. Pretty dimples appeared in her cheeks. Malcolm waved back, feeling his own cheeks growing warm.

Just then, Malcolm heard Candice’s velvety voice whisper in his ear. “Aw, look. Malcolm’s got a crush.”

Malcolm kept his gaze ahead and ignored her taunts. Candice was only being mean because he’d rebuffed her advances. Her spite came from a place of jealousy—that an older girl, one as beautiful and talented as Natasha Armstrong, could be interested in him.

As the other class began their hockey match, Malcolm’s gaze went up to the vast imposing Victorian manor house of Obsidian’s School, all the way to the turret at the top. He could just make out the dark figure of Mistress Obsidian standing at the window. She was looking down at her students. Then her gaze fixed on him. 

He smiled to himself. He knew she was keeping tabs on him. She’d hand-picked him for a special mission. Tomorrow, he would have a meeting with Mistress Obsidian herself. Tomorrow, she’d tell him all the details of his special mission. Until then, he could tolerate the bullies and teasing. Because soon, he would be their hero. Soon, the name Malcolm Malice would be known to every seer in every timeline. He’d be in all the history books. 

Soon, he would be known the universe over as the one who’d destroyed the School for Seers once and for all.


 

 

 

CHAPTER THREE

 

Relief coursed through Oliver’s body. Armando remembered him after all. Despite all his actions in the past changing this timeline, somehow his hero had not forgotten who he was. 

“You… you remember me?” Oliver stammered.

Armando walked over to him. His gait was straighter, his chin tipped higher. He was better dressed, in dark slacks and a shirt that gave off an air of self-assurance. This was not the same Armando who’d given Oliver refuge the night of the storm; the hunched, scruffy, secretive man who’d spent decades living under the label of “zany.” This was a man who held his head high with pride.

He patted Oliver’s shoulder. “I remember years ago, in 1944, you told me it would all make sense in seventy years’ time. And now it all does. Lucas has been going against my back for years.” He looked away with a troubled expression. “To think he wanted me dead.”

Oliver felt a pang of grief. Armando had trusted Lucas and Lucas had betrayed him in the worst way imaginable. 

“But that is in the past now,” Armando replied. “Thanks to you.”

Oliver felt a surge of pride. Then he remembered his conversation with Professor Amethyst. It wasn’t over yet. There was more work to be done. The work of a seer was an endless task. And his destiny was intertwined with Armando’s. He just didn’t know in what way.

Thinking of Professor Amethyst sent a shard of pain into Oliver’s heart. He touched the amulet with his fingers. It was as cold as ice. Returning to the School for Seers was not an option. He’d probably never return. Never see his friends again: Walter, Simon, Hazel, Ralph, and Esther. He’d never play switchit again or walk the corridors held up by the kapoc tree. 

Armando gave him a kind smile. “Since we’ve never technically met, perhaps I ought to introduce myself. I’m Armando Illstrom, of Illstrom’s Inventions.” 

Oliver snapped out of his sad reverie. He shook Armando’s hand, feeling warmth spread through his whole body. 

“I’m Oliver Blue. Of…” 

He paused. Where did he belong now? Not the School for Seers, nor the factory in this new reality where he and Armando had never met. And most definitely not his home in New Jersey with the Blues, who he knew now were not his real parents. 

Sadly, he added, “Actually, I don’t know where I belong.” 

He looked up at Armando. 

“Perhaps that is your real mission, Oliver Blue?” Armando said in a soft, firm voice. “To find your place in the world?”

Oliver let Armando’s words sink in. He thought about his real parents, the man and woman who appeared to him in his visions and dreams. He wanted to find them.

But he was confused.

“I thought my mission in returning was to save you,” he said.

Armando smiled.

“Missions are multilayered,” he replied. “Saving me and finding out who you really are—the two are not mutually exclusive. After all, it is your identity that led you to me in the first place.”

Oliver pondered that. Perhaps he was right. Perhaps his return in time was not as simple as one mission; perhaps it was fated for a number of reasons.

“But I don’t even know where to begin,” Oliver admitted. 

 Armando tapped his chin. Then his eyes suddenly lit up. 

He hurried over to one of his many desks, clicking his fingers. “Of course, of course, of course.” 

Oliver was puzzled. He watched curiously as Armando rummaged in a drawer. Then he straightened up and turned to Oliver.

“Here.”

He walked over and placed a circular bronze object in Oliver’s hands. Oliver inspected it. It looked ancient.

“A compass?” he asked, raising one eyebrow.

Armando shook his head. “On its surface, yes. But it is something much more. An invention I’ve never been able to decipher.”

Oliver stared at it in awe, at the myriad dials and strange symbols on its surface. “Then why do you own it?”

“It was left on the steps of my factory,” Armando said. “There was no note to explain where it came from. My name was on the package but I realize now I was not the intended recipient. Look on the other side.” 

Oliver turned the compass over. There, etched into the bronze, were the letters O.B. 

Oliver gasped and almost dropped the compass. His gaze snapped up to meet Armando’s.

“My initials?” he said. “How? Why? Who would send you something intended for me?”

Armando took a deep breath. “I was supposed to be a guide for a seer, Oliver. You. I got it wrong at first, thinking it was Lucas. But when you arrived in 1944 and showed me your powers, I realized my mistake. I was cautious after that, waiting for a seer to come to me. Oliver, this compass was left on my doorstep eleven years ago. On December second.”

Oliver gasped. “That’s my birthday.” 

Armando delivered the final blow. “I believe now that this was left by your parents.”

Oliver felt like he’d been punched. He could not believe it. Was he really holding a little piece of them in his hands? Something that had belonged to them, that they had sent on to Armando for safekeeping?

He whispered under his breath, “My parents?”

Surely it was a sign. A gift from the universe herself.

“What makes you so certain it was from them?” Oliver asked.

“Look at the dials,” Armando told him.

Oliver’s gaze tipped down. He saw that amongst the dozen or so dials, only one was pointing directly at a symbol. The symbol reminded Oliver of Egyptian hieroglyphics in style, scratchy black line drawings. But what it was depicting was clear. A man and a woman. 

Oliver was in no doubt now. This was definitely a sign. 

“What else do you know?” he demanded of Armando. “Did you see them leave the package? Did they say anything? Say anything about me?”

Armando shook his head sadly. “I’m afraid I know nothing more, Oliver. But perhaps this will help guide you in your quest to find out where you truly belong.”

Oliver’s eyes fell to the compass again. It was so strange, covered in symbols and dials. He may have no idea how to decipher it, but he knew it was important. That somehow, it would be a part of his mission to find his parents. To find out who he was and where he came from. Just holding a part of them in his hands gave him strength to search. 

Just then, he noticed that one of the dials was moving. Now it was hovering over three squiggly lines that made Oliver think of water. He reached forward and rubbed his thumb against the symbol. To his surprise, as the dirt lifted, he saw that the symbol beneath was colored. The water lines were made in the most vivid, brilliant blue.

“I know where to start,” Oliver said decisively. 

Blue. The Blues. His so-called parents. The man and woman who’d raised him as their own. If anyone had any answers about where he came from, it would be them.

And besides, he had a score to settle.

It was way past time to finally put Chris in his place.


 

 

 

 CHAPTER FOUR

 

In the dark and stormy evening, Oliver headed out of the factory and along the streets of New Jersey. Debris from the storm lay strewn across the sidewalks, blowing in the wind that still blew strongly. 

As he walked, Oliver was shocked to see that although everything was the same in terms of the buildings, roads, and sidewalks, nothing looked as it had before. The whole area had been transformed. It looked newer, cleaner, more affluent. There were shrubs and flowerbeds in the front yards rather than broken down washing machines and beat up cars. There were no potholes in the asphalt, no rusted, abandoned bikes attached to the street lamps.

Oliver realized that the fact that Illstrom’s Inventions had not closed down meant many local people had kept their jobs. The knock-on effects of his actions in the past seemed very far reaching. Oliver felt somewhat overwhelmed by the enormous responsibilities that came with being a seer. Just one change in the past seemed to affect everything in the future. But he also felt a sense of pride because things had changed for the better.

Oliver waited at the bus stop, its sign shiny now instead of rusted. The bus arrived and he climbed onboard. This one didn’t smell of onions and greasy fries like the one of his old timeline, but of lingering aftershave and polish. 

“Aren’t you a bit young to be out this late?” the driver asked.

Oliver handed him some money for the fare. “I’m just heading home now.”

The driver looked concerned as Oliver took his seat.

Even the drivers are nicer than in my old timeline! Oliver thought.

As the bus pulled away, Oliver tried to remind himself what moment in time it was that he’d be returning to. As far as Mr. and Mrs. Blue were concerned, Oliver had failed to return from school on the bus during the storm. It was such a strange thing to wrap his head around. For Oliver, he’d had a whole adventure. He’d gone back in time and come face-to-face with Hitler, played a crazy game on the back of a genetically spliced creature from the year 3000, and made friends with kids from all different eras. And most important of all, he’d learned that he had a mom and dad, real ones, not the mean Blues. As far as they were concerned, Oliver had failed to come home from school during the storm and he doubted they’d even be relieved to see him back in one piece. They’d probably just complain about the worry he’d caused them. 

As the bus jostled Oliver, he took Armando’s gift out of his pocket. It filled him with awe to look at. The brass was burnished and it was in need of a good polish. But other than that, it was a remarkable instrument. There were lots of arrows and dials and at least a hundred different symbols. With a sense of wonder, Oliver tried to imagine his parents with the compass. What had they used it for? And why had they sent it to Armando?

Just then, Oliver realized he’d reached his stop. He jumped up and rang the bell, then hurried to the front of the bus. The driver pulled over and let him out.

“Careful, kid,” he said. “The winds might start up again any second.”

“I’ll be fine, thank you,” Oliver told him. “My house is just there.”

He hopped off the bus. But the scene that met his eyes took his breath away. It was not what he expected at all. The once rundown neighborhood looked much nicer than when he’d left. It didn’t look like the sort of place his parents could afford. He was suddenly struck with the fear that perhaps this was no longer his home at all.

Quickly, he consulted the compass. The dials were still pointing to the sketchy image of a man and woman, as well as the wavy blue lines. If he was reading it correctly, then this was the right place. This was still his home. 

Heart beating with apprehension, Oliver opened the garden gate and went up to the front door. He tried his key and was relieved to find it fit the lock. He turned it and walked inside. 

It was very dark in the house, and very quiet. All Oliver could hear was the ticking of a distant clock and soft snoring. He realized it was nighttime so everyone would be asleep. 

But as he walked into the living room, he was startled to discover both his parents inside. They were sitting on the couch, both their expressions pale. They looked disheveled, like neither had even attempted to go to bed.

Mom leapt to her feet. “Oliver!” she cried. 

Dad dropped the telephone he’d been clutching in his hands. He looked at Oliver like he was seeing a ghost. 

“Where have you been?” Mom demanded. “And what are you wearing?”

Oliver didn’t have an explanation for the blue workman’s overalls. But that didn’t matter because he didn’t get a chance to speak. Dad launched into a tirade. 

“We’ve been worried sick! We called all the hospitals! Called the headmaster at Campbell Junior High to give him an ear-lashing! We even called the press!”

Oliver folded his arms, remembering the newspaper article in which they’d appealed for financial aid. It had happened in a different timeline but that didn’t mean if Oliver had not returned home this evening, it wouldn’t have happened in this one too. 

“Of course you did,” he said wryly. 

“Why weren’t you on the school bus?” Mom demanded. “Chris managed to catch it. Why didn’t you?”

“I think I know,” Dad interjected. “Oliver’s head was so far in the clouds he didn’t even think to. You know what he’s like, always lost in his imagination.” He sighed heavily. “I’ll have to call the school in the morning to apologize. Do you know how embarrassing that will be for me?”

Mom tutted and shook her head. “Where have you been? Wandering the streets? Aren’t you cold?” Then she folded her arms and huffed. “Actually, I hope you are cold. At least that way you might learn your lesson.”

Oliver listened to his parents’ tirades silently. For the first time their words bounced right off him. Their angry faces no longer made him tremble. Their harsh words didn’t sting. 

Oliver realized how much he had changed. How much the School for Seers had changed him, not to mention discovering that the Blues were not really his family. It was like becoming a seer had wrapped an invisible bulletproof coat around his shoulders and now nothing could hurt him.

He stood before them confidently, waiting patiently for a pause in their rambling anger. 

But before he got a chance to say his piece, thundering footsteps came from the staircase behind him. And there was Chris.

“What are you doing here?” he bellowed. “I thought you died in the storm.”

“Chris!” Dad scolded. 

For a brief second, Oliver thought maybe his parents were going to stand up for him. Stand up to their bully son. But of course, they did not.

Oliver folded his arms. He wasn’t scared of Chris anymore. His heart rate hadn’t even increased.

“I was hiding. From you. Remember how you chased me down with your friends? How you threatened to beat me up?”

Chris pulled an incredulous expression. “I didn’t do that! You’re a liar!”

Mom buried her face in her hands. She hated arguing but never did anything to stop it. 

Oliver just shook his head. “I don’t care if you call me a liar. I know the truth and so do you.” He folded his arms. “And anyway, none of that matters. I came here to tell you I’m leaving.”

Mom’s head popped up from her hands. “What?”

Dad glared at Oliver with horror. “Leaving? You’re eleven years old! Where are you going?”

Oliver shrugged. “I don’t know yet. But the thing is, I know you’re not my real parents.”

Everyone gasped. Chris’s mouth fell open. The whole room went silent. 

“What are you talking about?” Mom cried. “Of course we are.”

Oliver narrowed his eyes. “No. You’re not. You’re lying. Who are they? My real mom and dad. What happened to them?” 

His mom looked like she’d been caught out. Her eyes darted all over the place, as if searching for an escape. 

“Fine,” she suddenly blurted. “We adopted you.”

Oliver nodded slowly. He thought her words would be hard to hear, but really it was a relief to get even more confirmation that the two people from his vision were his parents, not these awful people. That Chris wasn’t his real brother either. The big bully looked like he was about to faint from shock at the revelation.

Mom continued. “We don’t know anything about your real parents, okay? We weren’t given any information about that.” 

Oliver felt his heart sink. He’d been hoping they would provide a piece of the puzzle of his identity. But they knew nothing.

“Nothing?” he asked sadly. “Not even their names?”

Dad stepped forward. “Not their names, not their ages, not their jobs. Adopted parents don’t get to know that stuff. It’s luck of the draw, you know! You could be the offspring of a criminal, for all we know. A lunatic.”

Oliver glared at him. He was certain his parents were neither of those things, but Mr. Blue’s attitude was still horrible. “Why did you even adopt me in the first place?”

“It was your mother,” Dad scoffed. “She wanted a second. I’ve no idea why.”

He sank onto the couch beside Mom. Oliver stared at them, feeling like he’d been punched in the gut. “You never actually wanted me, did you? That’s why you treated me so awful.”

“You should be grateful,” Dad muttered, not meeting his eye. “Most kids get lost in the system.”

“Grateful?” Oliver said. “Grateful that you barely fed me? Never gave me any new clothes or toys? Grateful for a mattress in an alcove?”

“We’re not the bad guys here,” Mom argued. “Your real parents abandoned you! You should take it out on them, not us.”

 

Oliver listened without reaction. Whether his real parents had indeed abandoned him or not, he had no evidence either way. That was another mystery for another day. For now he would take Mom’s words with a grain of salt.

“At least the truth’s finally out,” Oliver said. 

Chris’s mouth finally shut. “You mean to say that pipsqueak isn’t my brother after all?”

“Chris!” Mom scolded him.

“Don’t speak like that,” Dad added. 

Oliver just smirked. “Oh yes, Christopher John Blue. Since we’re on a truth mission. Your darling son—your real, biological one—is a bully. He’s bullied me my whole life, not to mention other kids at school.”

“That’s not true!” Chris bellowed. “Don’t believe him! He’s not even your son. He’s… he’s nothing! No one! A nobody!”

Mom and Dad looked at Chris with appalled expressions.

Oliver just smirked. “I think you’ve revealed the truth all by yourself.”

Everyone fell silent, deflated by the revelations. But Oliver wasn’t finished. Not quite yet. He paced back and forth, commanding the room and the attention of everyone in it. 

“Here’s what happens next,” he said as he marched. “You don’t want me. And I don’t want you either. I was never meant to be here. So I’m leaving. You will not look for me. You will not speak of me. From this day forward, it will be as if I never existed. As for my end of the bargain, I won’t go to the police and tell them about the years of torment, about sleeping in an alcove and having my food rationed. Do we have a deal?”

He looked from one pair of blue eyes to the next. How silly, he thought now, that with him having brown eyes he’d never guessed before. 

“Do we have a deal?” he said again, more firmly.

With great satisfaction, he saw they were all trembling. His mom nodded. Chris did too.

“We have a deal,” Dad stammered.

“Good. Now let me pack my things, and I’ll be out of your hair for good.”

He could feel everyone’s eyes on him as he walked over to the alcove. He grabbed his suitcase, still filled with bits of his inventions, and put the inventors book inside it. 

Then he took the compass out of his pocket and placed it on top.

Just as he was about to close the suitcase, he noticed the dials on the compass had moved. One was now pointing at a symbol that looked like a Bunsen burner. A second was hovering on the symbol of a single female figure. A third pointed at a graduation cap.

Oliver put all the pieces together in his mind. Could it be that the compass was guiding him toward Ms. Belfry? The Bunsen burner could represent science, which she taught. The single female figure was self-explanatory. And the graduation cap could represent a teacher. 

It must be a sign, Oliver thought with excitement. The universe was guiding him.

He closed his suitcase and turned to look at the Blues. They were all watching him in complete shock and silence. It was very satisfying to see the looks on their faces.

But then Oliver noticed that Chris was squeezing his hands into fists. He knew well enough what that meant—Chris was about to charge.

Oliver had only a split second to react. He used his powers to quickly tie Chris’s shoelaces together. 

Chris launched himself forward. He tripped over his knotted laces immediately and fell in a heap on the floor. He groaned.

Mom let out a squeal. “His laces! Did you see his laces?”

Dad went pale. “They… they tied themselves together.”

From a heap on the floor, Chris glared up at Oliver. “You did that. Didn’t you? You’re a freak.”

Oliver shrugged innocently. “I have no idea what you’re talking about.”

Then he turned on his heel, suitcase in hand, and stormed out of the house. He slammed the door shut behind him. 

As he walked down the path, a smile spread across his lips.

He’d never have to see the Blues again. 


 

 

 

CHAPTER FIVE

 

Oliver stood outside Campbell Junior High. The playground was as noisy as ever, filled with kids running, shouting, and throwing balls like grenades.

Oliver felt a knot of anguish in his stomach. It wasn’t that he was scared of the kids—or of crossing the playground filled with flying basketballs—it was because he would soon be seeing Ms. Belfry again. 

As far as his favorite teacher was concerned, he’d been sitting in her class just yesterday. But for Oliver, it felt like a lifetime ago. He’d been on a whole, tumultuous adventure back in time. It had changed him, matured him. He wondered if she’d notice the changes in him when they came face to face.

He crossed the playground, ducking beneath the flying balls, then headed straight up the corridor to Ms. Belfry’s science class. It was empty, with no one inside. He’d hoped Ms. Belfry would be there early so he could talk to her. But soon, his classmates started to file in. There was no sign of Ms. Belfry yet, so Oliver had no choice but to take a seat. He went for one at the front beside the window. 

Oliver looked out at the playing fields, at all the kids playing different sports. He marveled at how odd it felt to pretend to be a normal student again, to be around normal people rather than seers with extraordinary powers. 

More kids entered the classroom. Amongst them was Samantha, the girl who’d mocked Oliver every time he’d answered one of Ms. Belfry’s questions. She took a seat at the back of the class. Then Paul came in. He was the one who’d thrown screwed up paper at the back of Oliver’s head.

Seeing the kids that teased him again made Oliver feel uncomfortable. But the memories of them bullying him were already fading, the sting of their words holding much less power over him. Thanks to the School for Seers and the friends he’d made there, Oliver felt like those old wounds had healed. He’d moved on. His bullies could no longer hurt him. 

The class filled up and everyone laughed and chatted loudly until the moment Ms. Belfry hurried through the door. She looked flustered. 

“Sorry, I was running late.” She dumped her teaching materials onto the table. Amongst them was a shiny red apple. “Today we’re discussing forces.” She picked up the apple and dropped it to the floor. “Who can guess what we’re learning about today?”

Oliver immediately put his hand up. Ms. Belfry nodded at him.

“Gravity,” he said.

Right away, Oliver heard Samantha’s mimicking voice coming from behind him. It was swiftly followed by the smattering of laughter from her friends. 

Oliver decided it was time to get some revenge. Nothing too mean, just a little bit of payback for her actions. 

He glanced behind, making direct eye contact with her, then used his powers to waft a jet of dust straight up her nose. 

Immediately, Samantha sneezed. A huge booger exploded from her nose. All the kids around her burst out laughing and pointing. 

Ms. Belfry shoved a tissue in Samantha’s direction. Samantha quickly cleaned up her mess. Her cheeks had gone bright red.

Oliver smiled at her then turned back to face the front.

Ms. Belfry clapped her hands to get everyone’s attention. “Gravity. The force that keeps our feet on the ground. The force that makes all things fall toward the earth. Tell me, Oliver, how did you know that we were discussing gravity today?”

Oliver spoke in a strong, confident voice. “Because Sir Isaac Newton discovered the law of gravity when he saw an apple fall. Not on his head, mind you. That’s a common mistake.”

Just then, Oliver felt something hit him in the head. A pencil clattered to the floor beside him. He didn’t even need to look behind him to know the missile had come from Paul. 

Try throwing pencils with no hands, Oliver thought.

He turned around and locked eyes with Paul. Then he used his powers to stick Paul’s hands to the desk.

Paul immediately looked down at his hands. He tried to move them. They were stuck fast. 

“What’s going on?” he yelled.

Everyone turned around and saw Paul’s hands stuck to the table. They began to laugh, clearly thinking he was joking around. But Oliver knew the look of panic in Paul’s eyes was real. 

Ms. Belfry looked unimpressed. “Paul. Gluing your hands to the desk isn’t the most sensible idea you’ve ever had.”

The class descended into raucous laughter.

“I didn’t, Ms. Belfry!” Paul cried. “Something weird is happening to me!”

Just then, Samantha let out another huge sneeze. 

Smiling to himself, Oliver turned back to the front of the class.

Ms. Belfry clapped her hands. “Everyone pay attention. Sir Isaac Newton was an English mathematician and physicist. Does anyone know when he founded the law of gravity?”

Oliver’s hand went confidently into the air again. It was the only one. Ms. Belfry looked at him and nodded. She looked pleased that he was no longer reticent to raise his hand. Before, she’d had to coax the answers out of him. 

“Yes, Oliver?”

“1687.”

She beamed. “That’s correct.”

Just then Oliver heard Paul mock him again. Clearly sticking his hands to the table wasn’t enough to stop him. Oliver needed to close his mouth too. 

He turned and narrowed his eyes at Paul. In his mind, he visualized a zip closing Paul’s lips. Then he pushed out the image. And just like that, Paul’s mouth zipped closed.

Paul started to make a muffled, panicked noise. Students turned around and started to squeal at the strange sight. Ms. Belfry looked alarmed.

Immediately, Oliver knew he’d gone too far. He quickly reversed what he’d done to Paul, freeing his mouth and hands. But it was too late. Paul glared at him and raised a finger.

“You! You’re a freak! You made that happen!”

As the children began to hurl insults at Oliver, he looked to Ms. Belfry. There was a strange look of confusion behind her eyes, as if she were asking a silent question. 

As a chorus of “Freak!” rang out behind him, Ms. Belfry clapped her hands. 

“Everyone quiet down! Quiet down!”

But Oliver’s classmates were in a frenzy. They were all crowding around Oliver, pointing and shouting, calling him names. He felt hounded, belittled. It was awful.

He wanted them away from him. He closed his eyes and pushed out with his powers. Suddenly, everything went silent.

Oliver opened his eyes again and saw kids grabbing their throats and mouths. They were still shouting at him but there was no noise coming out. It was as if Oliver had simply turned off their voice-boxes. 

People started to stagger back from him, toward the door. Soon, they were running out of the room. But Oliver wasn’t done. They needed to learn not to bully people, not to call people names or point in their faces. They needed to really learn their lesson. 

So as they hurried into the corridor, Oliver conjured a storm cloud. It rained down on the kids as they went, soaking them as thoroughly as the sprinkler system. 

The final child ran out of the room. Then it was just Oliver and Ms. Belfry.

He looked at her and gulped. There was no doubt now. Oliver had revealed his powers to her.

Ms. Belfry ran to the door and closed it firmly. She turned to look at Oliver. There was a deep furrow between her eyebrows. “Who are you?”

Oliver felt a tightness in his chest. What would Ms. Belfry think of him? If she was scared or thought him a freak like his classmates, he’d feel crushed. 

She paced toward him. “How did you do that?” 

But as she came closer, Oliver realized that her expression was not one of shock or fear. It was a look of wonder. A look of awe. 

She pulled up a chair beside him and sank into it, looking at him intently. Her eyes sparkled with intrigue. “Who are you, Oliver Blue?”

Oliver remembered the compass. It had directed him here, to Ms. Belfry. It was a sign from the universe that she was someone he could trust. Someone who would help him on his quest. 

He swallowed his nerves and began to speak. 

“I have powers. Power over the elements and the forces of nature. I can travel through time and change history.”

Ms. Belfry was completely silent. She stared at him and blinked several times. Finally, she spoke. 

“I always suspected there was something different about you.” The tone in her voice was one of awe.

Oliver was shocked. Ms. Belfry didn’t think he was a freak at all. His heart leapt with joy.

“You believe me?” he asked.

She nodded. “Yes. I do.” Then she shuffled a little closer in her seat and looked at him intently. “Now. Tell me everything.”

So Oliver did. He started right at the beginning, from the day of the storm. For Ms. Belfry, it had been last night, but for Oliver days and days had passed. 

He told her about Armando Illstrom and Lucas. About his meeting with Ralph Black and their journey to the School for Seers. About how the school itself sat between dimensions and could only be accessed through a special portal in 1944. He told her about the classes, Doctor Ziblatt, and the interdimensional portals. He told her about the food court and the rising table, about Hazel Kerr, Simon Cavendish, and Walter Stroud the amazing switchit player. He told her about the Orb of Kandra and Professor Amethyst’s office with zero gravity, the sleep pods and the test that determined his seer type. Then he told her about his date with Esther Valentini and the attack on the school. He talked her through the events in Nazi Germany with Lucas’s bomb. He showed her the amulet Professor Amethyst had gifted him, the one that would warm up if he were ever near a portal that could lead him back to the School for Seers. And finally, he told her about his parents, about how the Blues were not his real family and how he wanted to find his real mom and dad, the people in his visions. 

Finally, his story complete, Oliver stopped talking. 

Ms. Belfry looked stunned. She just slowly nodded as her eyes scanned back and forth. It looked as if she were trying to process everything he had just told her. It was a lot to take in all in one go, Oliver thought. He hoped her brain wouldn’t explode from it all. 

“Fascinating,” she said finally. 

She leaned back in her seat, her eyes on him. They were filled with curiosity and wonder. 

Oliver waited, his stomach squirming with anticipation. 

Finally, Ms. Belfry tapped her chin. “May I see this compass of yours?”

He took it from his bag and handed it to her. She examined it very slowly. Then she became suddenly very animated.

“I’ve seen one like this, once before…”

“You have?”

“Yes. It belonged to Professor Nightingale, of Harvard. An old teacher of mine. The most brilliant man I’ve ever met.”

Her excitement was palpable. Oliver watched as she leapt out of her seat and hurried to the bookcase. She pulled down a textbook and handed it to him.

Curiously, Oliver looked at the book. He read from the front cover. “The Theory of Time Travel.” He gasped and his gaze snapped up to meet hers. “I… I don’t understand.”

Ms. Belfry took her seat again. “Professor Nightingale’s specialty was physics—with an emphasis on time travel.”

Oliver’s head spun. “Do you think he could be a seer? Like me?” 

He’d thought there were no other seers in his timeline. But perhaps this Professor Nightingale was one. Perhaps that was why the compass had guided him to Ms. Belfry in the first place. 

“Whenever he taught me about a new inventor, he talked as if knew them personally.” She held a hand to her mouth and shook her head in disbelief. “But now I realize he actually did. He must have traveled through time to meet them!”

Oliver felt overwhelmed. His heart began to beat wildly. But Ms. Belfry rested a hand on his, giving him comfort. 

“Oliver,” she said gently, “I think you are supposed to meet him. I think the way to your parents, and to your destiny, lies through him.”

No sooner had she said it than Ms. Belfry gasped. 

“Oliver, look.”

Just then, Oliver saw the dials on his compass were moving. One pointed to the symbol of an elm leaf. The second pointed to a symbol that resembled a bird. The third remained on the image of a graduation cap. 

Oliver’s eyes widened with surprise.

He pointed to the elm leaf. “Boston.” Then to the bird. “Nightingale.” And finally to the cap. “Professor.” He felt a huge surge of excitement in his chest. “You’re right. I have to go to Boston. Meet Professor Nightingale. He has the next clue.”

Ms. Belfry quickly scribbled something into her notebook and then tore the page out. “Here. This is where he lives.”

Oliver took the paper and looked down at the Boston address. Was this the next piece of the puzzle in his quest? Was Professor Nightingale another seer? 

He folded the paper carefully and placed it in his pocket, suddenly eager to begin his journey. He jumped up.

“Wait,” Ms. Belfry said. “Oliver. The book.” Professor Nightingale’s time travel book was lying on her desk. “Take it,” she added. “I want you to have it.”

“Thank you,” Oliver said, feeling touched and grateful. Ms. Belfry really was the best non-seer teacher he’d ever had. 

He picked up the book and headed to the door. But when he reached it, he heard Ms. Belfry call out.

“Will you ever come back?”

He paused and looked at her. “I don’t know.”

She gave him a sad nod. “Well, if this is goodbye, then all that’s left to say is good luck. I hope you find what you’re looking for, Oliver Blue.”

Oliver felt a deep sense of gratitude in his heart. Without Ms. Belfry, he’d probably not have survived those miserable first few days in New Jersey. “Thank you, Ms. Belfry. Thank you for everything.”

Oliver ran out of the classroom, eager to get the first train to Boston to meet Professor Nightingale. But if he was leaving New Jersey forever there was one thing he needed to do first. 

The bullies.

It was lunchtime.

And he had one more wrong to right in the world.

 

*

 

He hurried down the steps, the smell of greasy fries wafting up from the lunch room. He and Ms. Belfry had been speaking so long, it was now lunchtime. 

Perfect, Oliver thought. 

He headed to the lunchroom. It was full of students and extremely noisy. He saw Paul and Samantha, his tormentors from science class. They looked over at him and started pointing and whispering. Other kids turned too, all laughing at Oliver. He saw the kids who threw balls at him in the playground. The kids from Mr. Portendorfer’s class who reveled in the grouchy old teacher’s insistence on calling him Oscar.

Oliver scanned with his eyes until he found his target: Chris and his friends. These were the kids who’d hounded him during the storm. Who’d chased him into a garbage can. Who’d called him a freak and a weirdo and all number of horrible names. 

They noticed him, too. The mean girl who wore her hair in severe braids started to smile. She nudged the lanky, freckled boy who’d watched with glee as Chris had Oliver in a headlock. As far as they knew, yesterday they’d chased Oliver through a storm, forcing him to hide in a trash can. Seeing them grin at him made him grit his teeth with a sudden wave of anger. 

Chris looked up, too. Any hint of the fear he’d shown toward Oliver back in their living room had disappeared, now that he was surrounded by his bully friends.

Even from across the lunchroom, Oliver could lipread Chris’s words as he said to his friends, “Oh look, it’s the drowned rat.”

Oliver focused all his attention on their table. Then he tapped into his seer powers. 

Their trays began to float up off the table. The girl jumped back in her seat, completely terrified.

“What’s going on?”

The freckled boy and the chubby boy leapt up too, looking just as fearful, making scared noises. Chris jumped out of his chair. But he didn’t look scared. He looked furious.

All around the table, other students started to turn to see what the commotion was about. When they saw the trays rising into the air as if by magic, they all began to panic.

Oliver moved the trays higher and higher and higher. Then, when they were about head height, he tipped them.

Their contents came raining down on top of the bullies’ heads. 

See how you like to be covered in garbage, Oliver thought.

The lunch hall erupted into pandemonium. Kids started screaming, running all over the place, shoving each other in their haste to get to the exit. One of Oliver’s tormentors—covered head to toe in mashed potato—slipped in the beans that had been spilled. He skidded to the floor, tripping another as they ran. 

Through the chaos, Oliver saw Chris standing at the other end of the hall, his narrowed eyes locked on Oliver. His face turned red with anger. He puffed out his huge bulking frame to make himself look more threatening. 

But Oliver did not feel threatened at all. Not even slightly. 

“You!” Chris bellowed. “I know it’s you! I always have! You have weird powers, don’t you? You’re a freak!”

He barreled toward Oliver. 

But Oliver was already two steps ahead. He pushed outward with his powers, covering the floor beneath Chris’s feet with thick, slippery oil. Chris started to wobble, then stagger, then slide. He couldn’t keep his balance and fell flat on his butt. He slid across the floor, careening toward Oliver as if he were on a water slide.

Oliver pushed open the exit door. Chris slid straight past him and straight through it, screaming the whole way. He slid into the courtyard then onward, riding Oliver’s invisible slide of oil, until he disappeared into the distance. 

“Bye!” Oliver called, waving.

Hopefully, that would be the last he’d ever see of Christopher Blue. 

He slammed the doors shut and turned on his heel.

Head held high, Oliver picked his way through the messy lunch hall and strolled confidently through the corridors of Campbell Junior High. He’d never felt better. Nothing could top this feeling. 

When he reached the exit, he pushed the double main doors open with both hands. A gust of clean, cold air hit him. He took a deep breath in, feeling rejuvenated.

And that’s when he saw her.

Standing at the bottom of the steps looking up, stood a solitary figure. Black hair. Emerald green eyes.

Oliver couldn’t believe it. His heart leapt, suddenly beating a mile a minute in his chest. His brain began to spin as it desperately tried to work out how… why… 

His palms became clammy. His throat turned dry. A shiver of excitement ran up his spine.

Because standing there before him was a vision of beauty.

It was none other than Esther Valentini. 


 

 

 

CHAPTER SIX

 

“Esther?” Oliver exclaimed. 

He held her by the shoulders, drinking in the sight of every bit of her. He couldn’t believe his eyes. 

“Oliver.” Esther’s face broke into a smile. She threw her arms around him. “I found you.”

Her voice was so sweet, like honey. It sang into his ear. Oliver held her close. It felt so wonderful to wrap his arms around her. He’d thought he’d never see her again. 

But then he moved out of her embrace, suddenly alarmed. “Why are you here?” 

Esther flashed him a mischievous smile. “There’s a time machine at the school. Hidden within the kapoc tree. I noticed a small X carved into it and since there’s an X on every entrance that only teachers are allowed to use, I figured that must mean there was an entrance within it. So I did a bit of snooping, saw a few teachers disappear, and realized there must be a time machine inside. Strictly forbidden for students to use, of course.”

Oliver shook his head. Of course the brilliantly talented Esther Valentini would find a hidden time machine. But no one would travel through one without a very good reason, especially not into a timeline in which one did not belong! From what Oliver had learned at the School for Seers, spending any significant amount of time in the wrong timeline put a real strain on the body. Indeed, he’d felt rather odd just traveling back to his own. 

And that’s not even mentioning the sacrifice. There was no guarantee of ever returning. Leaving the School for Seers had broken Oliver’s heart and he’d only done so to save Armando’s life. So something must have driven Esther to come here. A quest, perhaps. A mission. Maybe the school was in danger again?

“Not how?” Oliver said. “Why?”

To his great surprise, Esther smirked. “You promised me a second date.”

Oliver paused, frowning. “You mean you came here for me?”

He couldn’t understand it. Esther might never get back. She may be trapped in the wrong timeline forever. And she’d done it for him?

Her cheeks went pink. She tried to shrug it off, becoming suddenly shy. “I figured you’d need some help.”

Though he couldn’t understand it, Oliver was grateful for the sacrifice Esther had made. She may well be trapped in the wrong timeline forever and she’d done it for him. He wondered if that meant she loved him. He couldn’t think of another reason why someone would put themselves through that. 

The thought made him feel warm all over. He quickly changed the subject, feeling suddenly shy and bashful.

“How was the journey through time?” he asked. “Did you get here unharmed?”

Esther tapped her stomach. “I was a little sick. And it gave me a terrible headache. But that’s all.”

Just then, Oliver remembered the amulet. He pulled it out from beneath his overalls. “Professor Amethyst gave me this before I left.”

Esther touched the amulet with her fingers. “A portal detector! They go warm when you’re near a wormhole, right?” She smiled breezily. “That might just guide us back to the School for Seers one day.”

“But it’s been ice cold ever since I got here,” Oliver said glumly. 

“Don’t worry,” she told him. “We’re hardly in a rush. We have all the time we want.” She smirked at her own joke. 

Oliver laughed as well. 

“I have a new quest,” Oliver told her. 

Esther’s eyes widened with excitement. “You do?”

He nodded and showed her the compass. Esther gazed at it in wonder. 

“It’s beautiful. What does it mean?”

Oliver pointed to the dials and the strange hieroglyphic symbols. “It’s leading me to my parents. These symbols represent certain places or people. See, those are my parents.” He pointed to the dial that had never moved, the one that remained fixed on the image of a man and woman holding hands. “These other dials seem to move depending on where I need to go next.”

“Oh, Oliver, how exciting! You have a mission! Where is it leading you next?”

He pointed at the oak leaf. “Boston.”

“Why Boston?”

“I’m not sure,” Oliver replied, sliding the compass into the pocket of his overalls. “But it’s related to finding my parents.”

Esther slipped her hand inside his and smiled. “Then let’s go.”

“You’re coming with me?”

“Yes.” She smiled shyly. “If you’ll have me.”

“Of course.”

Oliver grinned. Though he couldn’t quite fathom how Esther was so calm about the fact she may be trapped in the wrong timeline forever, her presence did lift his spirits. Suddenly, everything seemed much more hopeful, much more like the universe was guiding him. His quest to find his parents would be much more enjoyable with Esther by his side.

They headed down the steps, leaving Campbell Junior High behind them, and went in the direction of the train station, walking side by side. Esther’s hand in Oliver’s felt smooth. It was so comforting.

Though it was a chilly October day, Oliver couldn’t feel the cold at all. Just being with Esther kept him warm. It was so good to see her. He’d thought he never would again. But he couldn’t help worrying she was a mirage that might disappear at any second. So as they walked, he kept glancing at her just to make sure she was real. Every time, she’d give him her sweet, shy smile, and he’d feel another burst of warmth in his chest. 

They reached the train station and headed to the platform. Oliver had never actually bought a train ticket before, and the ticket machine looked very intimidating. But then he reminded himself he’d defused a bomb so he could certainly figure out how to work a ticket machine. 

He bought two tickets to Cambridge in Boston, selecting the one-way option since he had no idea whether he’d ever return to New Jersey or not. The thought worried him. 

The train to Cambridge was to take just over four hours. They watched it pull into the platform and then boarded it, finding a quiet carriage where they could settle in for the long journey.

“How is everyone at school?” Oliver asked. “Ralph? Hazel? Walter? Simon?”

Esther smiled. “They’re fine. We all miss you, of course. Walter a lot, actually. He says switchit just isn’t the same without you.”

Oliver felt a sad smile tug at his lips. He missed his old friends a lot too. 

“And the school?” he asked. “It’s safe? No more attacks?”

He shuddered at the memory of when Lucas had led the rogue seers in their attack on the school. And though he’d thwarted Lucas in this timeline, he had a feeling he hadn’t seen the last of the old, evil man.

“No more glowy-eyed bat attacks,” she said with a grin.

Oliver thought about that horrible moment during their date together. They’d been walking through the gardens—Esther telling him about her own life and family, about growing up in New Jersey in the 1970s—when the attack had interrupted them. 

Oliver realized now they’d never finished their conversation. He’d never had the chance again to really find out who Esther Valentini was before she’d entered the School for Seers.

“We’re from the same neighborhood, aren’t we?” he asked her.

She seemed surprised that he remembered. “Yes. Only about thirty or so years apart.”

“Isn’t this strange for you? To be in a place you know so well but to see it how it is in the future?”

“After the School for Seers, nothing strikes me as strange anymore,” she replied. “I’m more worried about running into myself. I’m sure that’s the sort of thing that could cause the world to implode.”

Oliver pondered her words. He remember how old Lucas had been poisoning the mind of young Lucas to make him do his bidding. “I think it’s okay as long as you don’t realize it’s yourself, if that makes sense?”

She crossed her arms tightly about her middle. “I’d prefer not to risk it.”

Oliver watched her face turn serious. There seemed to be something hidden behind her eyes.

“Aren’t you curious though?” he asked. “To see your family? To see yourself?”

She shook her head suddenly. “I have seven siblings, Oliver. All we ever did was fight, especially since I was the freak. And all Mom and Dad ever did was argue about me, about what was wrong with me.” Her voice was low and filled with melancholy. “I’m better off out of it all.”

Oliver felt bad for her. As terrible as his own home life and upbringing were, he had deep compassion for anyone who’d had a tough time. 

He thought about how all the children at the school had been alone, taken from their families to train. At the time, he’d wondered why none of them appeared lonely or homesick. Perhaps it was because none had come from happy homes. Perhaps there was something about being a seer that set them apart from the rest, that made their parents wary, their homes unhappy. 

Esther looked up at him then. “Your real parents. Are you sure they’ll accept you as you are?”

Oliver realized then that he hadn’t even thought about it. They’d given him up in the first place, hadn’t they? What if they’d been so terrified of their peculiar baby they’d dumped him and ran?

But then he remembered the visions in which his parents had come to him. They were warm. Kind. Inviting. They’d told him they loved him and that they were always with him, watching, guiding. He was certain that they’d be pleased to be reunited. 

Or was he?

“I’m sure,” he said. But, for the first time, he was not so sure. What if this entire quest was ill conceived?

“And what will you do once you find them?” Esther added.

Oliver pondered her words. There had to have been some good reason as to why they’d given him up as a baby. Some reason they’d never come to find him. Some reason why they weren’t currently in his life. 

He looked at Esther. “That’s a good question. I honestly don’t know.” 

They fell into silence, the train gently rocking them back and forth as it cut through the landscape. 

Oliver looked out the window as the sight of historic Boston came into view. It looked wonderful, like something from a movie. A swell of excitement overcame him. Though he may not know what he’d do when he found his real Mom and Dad, he couldn’t wait to find them.

Just then, the announcer’s voice came over the speaker.

“Next stop: Boston.”


 

 

 

CHAPTER SEVEN

 

As the train pulled into the station, Oliver felt his chest leap with excitement. He’d never traveled before—the Blues never went on vacation—so being in Boston felt very exciting. 

He and Esther alighted from the train and headed into the very busy station. It was grand-looking with marble pillars and sculptures dotted about the place. People in business suits whizzed around speaking loudly into their cell phones. It all felt rather overwhelming for Oliver.

“Right, it’s two miles to Harvard University from here,” he explained. “We need to head due north and cross the river.”

“How do you know?” Esther asked. “Does your compass give directions too?” 

Oliver chuckled and shook his head. He pointed to a large brightly colored map hanging against the station wall. It showed them all the tourists spots, including Harvard University.

“Oh,” Esther said, blushing.

As they left the station, a gentle autumn breeze stirred the fallen leaves on the sidewalk and there was a hint of gold in the sky.

They started to stroll in the direction of Cambridge. 

“It looks very different than in my era,” Esther commented.

“Really?” Oliver asked, recalling how Esther came from the 1970s.

“Yes. There’s more traffic. More people. But the students all look the same.” She smirked. “Brown corduroy must be back in fashion.”

There were indeed many college students walking along the streets, looking purposeful with their books in their arms. It reminded Oliver of the kids at the School for Seers, who were always rushing some place with serious, studious expressions on their faces.

“How do you think everyone is back at school?” he asked. “I miss them.” 

He thought of Hazel, Walter, and Simon, the friends he’d made at the School for Seers. But most of all he missed Ralph. Ralph Black was the closest he’d come to having a best friend. 

“I’m sure they’re doing just fine,” Esther replied. “They’ll be busy with class. Doctor Ziblatt was just starting her astral projection classes when I left.”

Oliver’s eyes widened. “Astral projection? I’m sorry to be missing that.”

“Me too.”

Oliver heard a hint of melancholy in Esther’s voice. He wondered again what had propelled Esther to follow him here. He felt like there must be more to the story, something she wasn’t telling him. 

They reached the bridge that crossed over the Charles River. It was bustling with college students. In the water below they could see rowboats, canoes, and kayaks. It seemed like a very lively and vibrant place. 

They started to walk across the bridge.

“Has your compass changed at all?” Esther asked.

Oliver checked it. “No. It’s still showing those same four symbols.”

Esther held her palm out and Oliver handed it to her. She inspected it with a look of awe. “I wonder what it is. Where it came from. I’m surprised Armando didn’t know, since he’s an inventor.”

“I think it’s seer technology,” Oliver said. “I mean, only the universe knows the timelines and can guide someone along them, so it must be.”

Esther handed it back to Oliver, who placed it carefully into his pocket.

“I wonder if Professor Nightingale will know,” she said. “You did say he was a seer, didn’t you?”

Oliver nodded. He was curious about the compass, and even more curious about meeting Professor Nightingale. 

“Do you think he’ll know anything about your parents?” Esther asked. 

Oliver felt a little lump form in his throat. He swallowed. “I don’t want to get my hopes up. But all the signs are leading me here. So I’m optimistic.”

Esther grinned. “That’s the spirit.”

They reached the end of the bridge and headed along the main road. The traffic was very busy here, so they took one of the many side alleys that ran parallel to it.

They were only halfway along the alley when Oliver noticed a group of boys, a little older in age than him and Esther, lingering together in the shadows. He felt an instant stab of danger. 

As he and Esther got closer to the group, the boys suddenly looked up and fixed their eyes on them. They began to nudge each other and whisper, clearly talking about Oliver and Esther. Their mean glares made it obvious they weren’t friendly.

“Uh-oh, looks like trouble,” Esther said, clearly having spotted them as well. 

Oliver recalled the bullies he’d dealt with back at Campbell Junior High. He didn’t feel anywhere near as daunted approaching the kids as he once would have been. But he felt Esther draw closer to him. She seemed intimidated.

“Nice overalls!” one of the boys sneered.

The others began to laugh. 

“What are you?” chimed in the next. “A chimney sweep or something?”

Oliver kept his eyes averted. He hurried his pace. Beside him, Esther did the same. 

“Hey!” the first boy shouted. “I’m talking to you!”

Suddenly, the group surrounded them. There were five boys in total, forming a circle around Oliver and Esther. Esther looked extremely stressed by the situation. 

“Please,” she whispered to Oliver under her breath. “No fighting. I don’t think my shield is strong enough for five.”

But Oliver was calm. He’d seen Esther’s strength. And he had his powers, too. Between the two of them, no one could hurt them. No mortal, anyway. 

Oliver kept his chin high. “Excuse me,” he said, politely. “Please let us through.”

The main boy, the tallest of the bunch, folded his arms. “Not until you empty your pockets. Come on.” He held his palm out. “Cell phone. Wallet. Hand it over.”

Oliver stood his ground. He spoke in a cool, determined voice. “I don’t have a cell phone or a wallet. And even if I did, I wouldn’t give them to you.”

From beside him, Oliver heard Esther’s voice, barely above a whisper. “Oliver. Don’t provoke them.”

The main boy barked out a laugh. “Oh really? Then I’ll just have to get them myself.”

He went to lunge for Oliver.

“I wouldn’t do that,” Oliver said. 

Immediately, Esther cast out one of her shields, providing a barrier around them. The boy slammed into it. He looked confused. He tried again, lunging forward. But the impenetrable barrier stopped him, like bulletproof glass. 

“What are you waiting for, Larry?” the third boy goaded. “Get him!”

“I can’t,” Larry stammered, looking increasingly confused. “There’s something in the way.”

“What are you talking about?” the fourth boy asked.

He, too, launched himself forward. But he slammed into Esther’s barrier and let out a grunt of pain. 

Oliver looked over at Esther. She was doing brilliantly, but he could see the strain on her face as she tried to hold the barrier in place. He needed to do something to help. 

Oliver retreated into his mind, visualizing the wind whipping through the fall leaves, turning them into tornados. Then he pushed the image outward. 

At once, the fallen leaves began to swirl. Columns of wind went up into the air, twirling into tornadoes. Oliver conjured five, one for each of the boys.

“What’s going on!” Larry yelled, the wind making his hair fly wildly all over the place.

Oliver concentrated. He strengthened the winds with his mind, then pushed outward. 

In an instant, the boys were battered by the flurry of leaves. They attempted to bat them away, swatting with their arms as if they were being attacked by a swarm of bees, but it was no use. Oliver’s tornadoes were far too strong for them. 

They turned and ran for it. The winds were so strong, they tripped more than once.

Oliver grabbed Esther’s hand. She was giggling. 

“Come on. Let’s take a different route.”


 

 

 

CHAPTER EIGHT

 

Harvard University was an impressive-looking place. The architecture was beautiful, with lots of tall red brick buildings and turrets. There was a large grassy yard, surrounded by cafes, bars, and bookstores.

“How will we find Professor Nightingale?” Esther asked. “This place is huge!”

Oliver fetched the book Ms. Belfry had given him. He turned to the author bio on Professor Nightingale and read aloud.

“Professor H. Nightingale is a fellow of Harvard University’s Physics Department, where he conducts experiments in the Science Center’s historic Farnworth Laboratory, along with his small team of brilliant PhD students.”

Esther pointed ahead to a building on the other side of the yard. “There. That’s the Science Center.”

Oliver put the book away. They hurried across the grass and headed up the steps toward the building. Standing at the top was a security guard. 

“Visitor ID?” he said brusquely, holding out his palm.

“Visitor ID?” Oliver repeated. He started to pat his overalls pocket. “Oh… hmmm. Now where did I put that?”

“Here!” Esther suddenly said. 

Oliver watched as she took something from her pocket and handed it to the guard. He realized she must have used her powers to alter something to look like a pass. He hoped she’d done a convincing enough job.

But the guard looked at it with an unimpressed expression before handing it back to her.

“A real one, missy,” he said. He sounded very bored, like a couple of kids trying to sneak into a library was little more than an inconvenience to him. “Not this fake thing.”

Oliver racked his brains. Esther’s attempt to create a credible-looking ID card had failed. He’d have to think of another plan. 

He glanced about for inspiration and saw a trash can just the other side of the steps. Quickly, he used his powers to make smoke come from it. 

“Oh no! I think the trash can is on fire!” he cried.

The guard quickly ran to attend to it. Oliver and Esther took their chance and ducked inside the building.

“Good thinking,” Esther said as they hurried through the corridor. 

It was a bit like a maze inside. It reminded Oliver of a hospital rather than a laboratory, other than the strange chemical smell, of course. 

They stopped beside a sign that showed which floor each of the different disciplines occupied.

“Physics Department,” Oliver said, pointing. “Top floor.”

They trudged up the staircase. A long corridor stretched ahead of them. Gold plaques with the names of professors and lecturers were affixed to each door. They began to walk along the corridor, reading the names.

“Here he is,” Esther said.

Oliver turned to see her standing by a door. Professor H. Nightingale. His heart began to race. Was he about to get the answers to his questions?

Oliver swallowed his nerves and knocked.

Nothing happened. It remained completely silent. He tried again.

Again, there was no answer. Oliver looked over at Esther. She shrugged and boldly tried the handle. 

“It’s not locked,” she told him.

She pushed the door and it swung all the way open. The room was completely empty. 

Oliver gasped. “Oh no. He must not be here anymore.” He felt a horrible leaden sensation in his stomach as disappointment gripped him. 

“Don’t worry,” Esther said. “We’ll track him down.”

In the corridor behind them, a professor was walking past. Esther turned.

“Excuse me. Do you know where we might find Professor Nightingale?” She pointed to the plaque on the door.

The man didn’t even slow his brisk pace. But he did reply, speaking over his shoulder as he hurried onward. “Nightingale? He hasn’t worked here for years. Not since he was kicked out.”


 

 

 

CHAPTER NINE

 

Oliver and Esther exchanged a glance.

“Kicked out?” Oliver repeated, his heart sinking. “I’ll never find him now.”

Esther shook her head. “We’re not giving up that easily. Come on.”

Esther marched across the yard and into one of the coffee shops that surrounded it. There were computers at the back. She took Oliver right over to one.

“Um, Esther, I think you’re supposed to buy something? You can’t just come in and use the computers for free.”

“Okay. A chocolate brownie would be nice.” She took her seat and grinned up at him. “Thanks.”

Oliver went to the counter and bought them a brownie to share. By the time he made it back to Esther, she was already scrolling through a website of local people. 

“N… Night… Nighting…. Here. Nightingale!” She grinned at Oliver. “There’s only one in Cambridge. It must be him!”

She quickly scribbled the name and address down. “Told you we weren’t giving up.” 

Then she stood, grabbed the brownie from the plate, and marched to the door. 

Head spinning from the speed with which Esther worked, Oliver blinked at the crumbs lying on the plate.

“Oliver!” she called from the door. “Come on!” 

Oliver dumped the plate on the counter and hurried after her.

 

*

 

The address Esther had found led them to a quaint side road right beside a quiet park. The streets were cobblestoned, looking like they belonged in the Victorian era. The houses were more like country cottages—all made of brick and built in a long row, with stone facades. 

They stopped opposite the house. It had a wooden door with green paint that was peeling, and an overgrown rose bush growing up beside it. Just behind the branches and flowers, a faded sign read Professor H. Nightingale. 

Esther and Oliver exchanged a glance. 

“Here goes nothing,” Oliver said.

He knocked. 

A muffled voice called out, “Coming.”

Oliver glanced at Esther nervously. She gave him a reassuring nod. 

They heard the sound of a latch clicking, then the door slowly creaked open. 

A figure shuffled into view. He was very old with a wiry white beard. His eyes appeared to be misted over. He was wearing a brown corduroy cardigan. 

“Yes?” the man asked in a raspy voice. 

Oliver’s throat felt thick with nerves. “My name is Oliver. This is my friend Esther. We wondered if we might be able to ask you some questions.”

“Questions?” the old man asked. “Not another survey. I’ve already answered enough of those.”

He went to close the door on them. Oliver held his palm out to stop it from being closed. He spoke with a voice that sounded far more confident than he felt.

“It’s not a survey. I’m looking for someone. Someones, actually. My parents.” Oliver took a breath to steady his nerves. “I have reason to believe you might know them.”

The man’s eyes searched Oliver’s face. Oliver could tell he didn’t have good vision by the way he squinted.

“Your parents?” he said in a croaky voice. “What makes you think I’d know anything about that?”

“I’m a seer,” Oliver blurted. 

The old man paused. “A seer?”

“We both are,” Esther added.

The man looked from one to the other. “Both of you, eh?”

They nodded in unison. 

The professor reached for the watch on his wrist. He unhooked it with shaking, wizened fingers, then turned it over and held it out to Oliver. There was an inscription on the back. A ring with three eyes. 

The symbol of the School for Seers. 

“You’d best come in,” the professor said. “I’m sure we have a lot to talk about.”


 

 

 

CHAPTER TEN

 

It was very dark inside Professor Nightingale’s house. All the curtains were closed. A near-blind man had little use for opening them, Oliver supposed. 

Oliver sat very straight-backed on the armchair. Then he heard the door open and in came Professor Nightingale and Esther with a tray of tea. 

Esther helped guide the old man to the couch. She placed the tray on the coffee table. There was a dusty-looking teapot on it and three cracked mugs. 

“Shall I get the curtains?” she asked the old man as he sank into his seat.

“Yes, if you want, my dear. Percy won’t like it though.”

Percy? Oliver mused.

Esther went over and pulled the curtains wide apart. Dazzling light filled the room, catching the dust clouds she’d stirred. 

“Too bright!” a sudden voice cried. “Too bright!”

Oliver jumped to see a huge cage in the corner of the room. Inside was a parrot, pacing back and forth on a branch, flapping its beautifully colored wings in a very angry way. 

“Sorry, Percy,” Esther cooed at the bird. “I’ll close them again when I leave, I promise.”

She blew the parrot a kiss. It seemed to placate him. He stopped pacing and started to preen.

“I rescued Percy from a fire during one of my missions,” the old man said, chuckling. “I was sent to close up a time warp. London. 1666. It was very hot.”

Oliver listened intently as the old man poured the tea. Then he handed everyone a cup. 

“So you are students?” Professor Nightingale asked, taking his mug of steamy tea. “At the School for Seers?”

Oliver felt a pang in his gut. He instinctively touched his amulet. It was, as always, freezing cold. 

“We were,” Oliver replied. “But we left to go on this quest to find my parents.”

“Ah yes, your parents.” The professor took a long, slurping sip of tea. “What makes you think I know them?”

Oliver shifted forward on his seat. “It’s hard to explain. I’ve been following a device. A sort of compass. It led me here.”

“A device?” the old man said. 

Esther cleared her throat. “Show him.”

Oliver reached into his pocket. “Do you know what this is, Professor Nightingale?”

He handed the compass to the old man. Professor Nightingale held it very close to his nose and squinted. 

“I’ve seen one of these before, yes.” 

His tone was somewhat flat. He didn’t seem excited. Oliver wondered why.

“What is it?” Oliver asked. 

Professor Nightingale shook his head. “One of the many trinkets invented by seers over the millennia. It’s supposed to help guide you in your decision making. It’s supposed to show you the future.”

Show the future? Oliver thought, his eyes widening with surprise. 

He’d been under the impression that the dials were showing him a path to follow. But instead, they were showing him the future that was about to come. 

So if it was showing him the future, then it must mean he was really going to find his parents! Hope and excitement bubbled through him. 

He caught Esther’s eye. She was grinning widely. 

“The symbols are too small for my eyes,” Professor Nightingale said. “What’s it showing you?”

Oliver shuffled closer. “Well, it’s pointing at a bird, which I believe is you, Professor Nightingale. The cap is Harvard. And the oak leaf is Boston.” Then he pointed at the fixed dial, the one that never moved. “These are my parents.”

Professor Nightingale spent a long time staring at the image. Then he sat back and shook his head. “This symbol isn’t what you think it is.”

He was pointing at the image of the man and woman holding hands.

Oliver frowned. “It’s not?”

The old man shook his head. “There is a more appropriate symbol for parents. Take a look. It shows a figure holding a child.” 

Oliver began to scan the symbols, until he found one that matched the description. He hadn’t paid any attention to it before but as he looked at it now he realized that as a representation of parenthood it certainly fit the bill more so than the man and woman holding hands did. 

“That’s why these things are tricky,” the professor added. “It’s easy to see what you to want to in them.”

“Well then what is this symbol?” Oliver challenged. “The man and woman?”

The professor shook his head. “That’s not a man and woman. It’s a boy and girl. It could mean friendship. Companionship. Perhaps even a first love.”

It dawned on Oliver then what the symbol meant. It was Esther. All along, the compass was showing him that he’d have a companion on this adventure.

Out the corner of his eye, he saw Esther hiding her face with her tea cup, sipping from it very slowly. She’d clearly worked it out too, that she was the other figure in the symbol, a symbol that could represent first love. Oliver felt his cheeks grow warm.

Professor Nightingale handed the compass back to Oliver. He slid it in his pocket, his mind now racing. It hadn’t been guiding him to his parents at all. It had merely been showing him his future. He was completely lost now. He tried not to feel too crushed. He’d been following the universe’s clues, after all, and she had guided him to Professor Nightingale. Not all hope was lost. 

“I wonder,” Oliver said, “whether you knew my parents.”

“What were their names?” the professor asked. 

Oliver stopped. He didn’t know. All he knew about his parents was that they’d given him up.

“I don’t know.” His voice sounded flat. Dejected. 

Esther, clearly sensing his growing despondency, shuffled forward. “All we know about them is they had a son eleven years ago. One they had to give up. That’s Oliver.”

“Oliver…” The old man repeated the name. “Yes. Perhaps I do know something.”

Oliver’s heart leapt at the hint of recognition in the professor’s tone. Did he know something about his heritage after all? Perhaps not all hope was lost. 

“I had two brilliant students. Theodore Blue and Margaret Oliver. Top of my class. Scientists. Inventors. Two brilliant minds. Naturally, they were drawn to one another and fell in love. Teddy and Maggie, they called each other.” He chuckled. “I wanted them to slow down and focus on their studies, but they married quickly. She took his surname on the condition their first child would be either Oliver or Olivia. They didn’t have to wait long. She got pregnant right away.”

Oliver was stunned. Were these his parents? Could they have been students here at Harvard University, studying under Professor Nightingale? 

He felt Esther reach for his hand and squeeze it reassuringly.

“Were they seers?”

“No, no.” The professor shook his head. “Just incredibly smart mortals.”

“What happened to them?”

Professor Nightingale rubbed his chin. “When it came to the date the baby was due, early December, I believe, they took some time off their studies. But they never came back.” His voice cracked. “What we heard was that something terrible had happened during the birth. The baby had died and so had Maggie. We sent condolence cards to Teddy but they were returned unopened.” Suddenly, his eyes snapped to Oliver as if seeing him for the first time. “You mean to say…you’re Oliver?”

Oliver nodded slowly. “I think so. I think I’m their son.”

His head was spinning from the new information. Why had his parents up and left like that? Something must have driven them to flee. And how much of the story was accurate? If he’d survived, had his mother also lived?

“So you did not die…” the professor stammered. “Does that mean Maggie survived too?”

Oliver was no closer to his answers. “I don’t know. All I know is I was given up for adoption.” A painful lump formed in his throat. “Is there anything more you can tell me?” Desperation was audible in his tone. 

But the man shook his head. “I wish there were. I’m old now and my memory is not what it once was. Perhaps if you meet me in another timeline, I may have more to tell you.” He let out a little chuckle.

Just then, Percy the bird began to squawk. “Notebook! Notebook!”

The professor’s eyes suddenly sparked. “Of course!” He stood and went over to one of his crowded bookshelves, searching for something. 

“What notebook?” Oliver asked.

The professor came back and handed something to Oliver. It looked like a rare book.

As Oliver looked closely, he saw it was a fragile, leather-bound notebook.

“This, dear sir,” he said, “belonged to your father.”


 

 

 

CHAPTER ELEVEN

 

Oliver looked at the small notebook in his hands. It was covered in doodles and scribbles. The name Theodore Blue was written in neat cursive in the top right-hand corner.

He opened it up and looked at the writing inside. It was just classroom notes but he scanned it all hoping for clues. He could hardly believe these were his father’s words! His heart began to beat quickly. He was really holding a piece of his parents. 

He kept leafing through the pages, desperate for some information that might lead him onward. But there was nothing. Just formulas and diagrams and indecipherable mathematic equations. He felt his chest sink. 

The notebook of his father’s was all he had to go on now. But it was at least something. A notebook and a name. 

He and Esther stood. They’d taken up quite enough of the elderly man’s time. 

“Goodbye, Professor Nightingale,” Oliver said. “Thank you for everything.”

The man led them to the door. “I’m sorry I couldn’t be more help. Good luck in your search.”

 

*

 

Esther and Oliver headed out of the house. It was now dark and the air was much colder. Esther shivered beside Oliver.

“Are you okay?” he asked her.

“Me?” She smiled. “I’m fine. It’s you I’m worried about. Because the compass isn’t guiding you to your parents.”

Oliver felt his shoulders slump. “I really thought it was.” He felt devastated. He wondered if he ever would see his parents. 

Esther linked her arm through his. “Come on. Let’s take a walk.”

They headed back to the Charles River and began to stroll along its banks. It was very beautiful with the lights of buildings reflected into it. Perhaps any other time Oliver would have thought it romantic. But with his heart so heavy, he couldn’t.

They stopped by a small bench and sat down.

“What should we do next?” Esther asked.

Oliver shrugged. He felt so dejected. So demoralized. “I’ve no idea.”

“We could see if there’s a paper trail for Teddy and Maggie? Maybe there’s a record in the library, like a census or something?”

“That will only tell us that they were once in Harvard.” Oliver spoke in a morose tone. “It won’t tell us where they went. Or why.”

Esther rubbed his shoulder kindly. “Don’t give up hope, Oliver. There’ll be a clue somewhere. Maybe your compass will show you where to go next.”

But before Oliver had the chance to even look at the compass, he was distracted by the sound of running footsteps approaching. He looked over his shoulder to see a silhouette running toward him.

Oliver jumped up. He couldn’t see any flashing blue, so the person wasn’t a rogue seer.

But as the figure drew closer, Oliver began to make out the features. He gasped. It was… 

“Ralph!”

“Esther! Oliver!” Ralph cried. 

His tone wasn’t jovial. It was frantic. Worried. He almost ran straight into them then doubled over, breathing heavily.

“What are you doing here?” Oliver asked, surprised. 

But Ralph shook his head. “The school. It’s in trouble.”

Oliver met Esther’s eye. 

“In trouble how?” Oliver asked. 

Ralph looked up, a deep frown across his forehead. Fear sparkled in his eyes.

“It’s the Orb of Kandra. It’s been stolen.”


 

 

 

CHAPTER TWELVE

 

Oliver stared into Ralph’s eyes in disbelief. “The Orb of Kandra has been stolen?”

Ralph was still panting very fast. He nodded, his expression panic-stricken. His skin was pale and clammy, clearly from the effects of traveling through time to get here.

“Take a seat,” Esther instructed him. “You look like you have travel sickness.”

Ralph sank onto the bench and dropped his head in his hands. Oliver and Esther sat, too, taking up a spot either side of him, facing toward the Charles and the reflection of street lamps sparkling in the river’s black surface. They exchanged a worried glance over Ralph’s arched back.

“Start from the beginning,” Oliver said to Ralph. 

Ralph straightened up, staring into the churning waters of the river. His eyes darted all over the place as if reliving a terrible moment. 

“There was a siege on the school,” he began, emotion making his voice crack. “Professor Amethyst managed to get a message to me.” He looked at Oliver intently. “There is a temporary portal, right here in Boston. A route that seers have used for centuries in emergencies, a wormhole that the headmaster has connected to where we need to go next.”

Oliver recalled the wormhole in Professor Amethyst’s office, the one he’d rigged up to take Oliver straight back to Armando’s factory. It must take some extreme feats of magic to create; the sort of magic only someone as ancient and accomplished as Professor Amethyst could possess.

“What do you mean, where we need to go next?” Oliver said.

Ralph’s eyebrows drew together with consternation. “There’s only one person in the universe who can help us recover the Orb of Kandra. We need to find him.”

“Who is it?” Oliver asked, his heart hammering as the enormity of the moment sank in.

Ralph shook his head. “Professor Amethyst didn’t tell me. It was too dangerous to even utter the name aloud. All he said was their initials. I.N.”

“I.N?” Oliver repeated. “That’s not a lot to go on.”

“No,” Ralph replied. “And this person is our only hope. If we don’t find him and recover the Orb of Kandra, the School for Seers will only be able to remain standing for twenty-four hours before it crumbles to dust.”

The news was sobering. Oliver felt a heavy weight press onto his shoulders.

“Do you know who took the Orb?” he asked Ralph. “Was it rogues?”

Ralph shook his head. “No. Their eyes weren’t blue like the rogues’. But they were definitely powerful. Other seers. And they were all dressed the same. In uniform.”

“Like soldiers?” Oliver asked.

“No. Like… like students.”

At the news, Esther looked extremely confused. “There aren’t any other seer students. The School for Seers is the only place in the whole universe where seers can learn.”

But Oliver wasn’t so certain. Professor Amethyst had hidden the truth before in order to protect them. And he knew there were plenty of things they had not been informed of yet, being considered too young and too inexperienced to handle all aspects of becoming a seer at once.

“There’s a lot of things we don’t know yet,” he said. “Things that are kept from us in order to keep us safe.”

Esther stood suddenly. “Come on then. Let’s find this wormhole and save the school!”

But Ralph was still recovering from his journey. Oliver recalled how disorientating it had been when he’d traveled through a wormhole himself, and that had been back to a timeline in which he naturally belonged. Poor Ralph was over a thousand years out of sync with his own timeline. He must be feeling awful.

“There’s only one problem,” Ralph stammered. “Professor Amethyst isn’t sure that the portal still works.”

Esther sank back down to sitting. “Great.”

“It’s centuries old,” Ralph explained. “He can’t be sure it will still be active.”

“We’re going to have to try,” Oliver said decisively. “If we only have twenty-four hours to return the Orb of Kandra and save the School for Seers, we’ll have to act quickly.”

Esther looked at Oliver, her expression pale and drawn. Not as pale as Ralph, however. He looked like he had a serious case of time travel sickness, like he might throw up any second.

“How did you get here?” Oliver asked Ralph.

“That’s the other thing…” Ralph began.

“Oh?” Oliver asked, feeling anxious that yet more bad news awaited them.

“In order to sneak out of the school and through time undetected, I couldn’t use the normal route.”

“You mean you didn’t take the portal in the kapoc tree?” Esther asked.

Ralph looked troubled. “No. I had to make a rip.”

He removed something from his pocket. It looked like a small knife, but the blade was as black as coal. At the sight of it, Esther gasped.

“That’s a rogue knife.”

Ralph nodded. “Yes. An Obsidian knife. Professor Amethyst gave it to me. It’s the only tool that can slice through time. Very dangerous. Illegal to use in almost every circumstance but life and death ones.”

Oliver looked at it with a strange mix of fear and awe. “Could we use it to get back to the school?” 

Ralph shook his head. “It’s far too dangerous. We shouldn’t use it at all. Every time a slice is made, it allows rogues from the dark realm to sneak through.”

Oliver’s eyes widened. The knife was clearly an instrument of dark power. Not something to be messed with. 

“Wait,” he said, looking at Ralph. “But you used it once already. Does that mean…”

Ralph nodded gravely. “The rip may have allowed rogues to come through.”

At that exact moment, a noise made them all jump. 

Oliver looked along the banks of the river. What he saw made his blood run cold. Flashing blue eyes. Ralph had indeed led rogues right to them.

“RUN!” Oliver cried.


 

 

 

CHAPTER THIRTEEN

 

Oliver pumped his legs as fast as he could. Behind, the sound of the rogues’ footsteps grew louder and louder. They were gaining on them, fast.

“This way!” Oliver yelled. 

He hurried into a back alley. Esther and Ralph followed behind him. The shadows concealed them but Oliver could still see how deathly unwell Ralph looked. He wasn’t going to be able to run for much longer.

“What are we going to do?” Esther cried desperately. 

Oliver spoke hurriedly. “We need to use our powers to slow them down. To block them.”

He ducked around the corner, standing face on to his pursuers. They were on the other side of the street, no more than the distance of several buses from where he stood. 

Swallowing his fear, Oliver focused his mind on the reality he wanted to create, and pushed the image out with his powers.

The ground began to shake. It looked like an earthquake. The rogues tumbled to their knees, unable to fight against the power of the shaking earth. Then a large crack raced across the sidewalk. 

Oliver gritted his teeth, feeling the exertion from using his powers in every fiber of his body. 

Then, in a sudden motion, the ground splintered. A huge roadblock rose through the crack, blocking the road entirely.

Oliver felt a surge of relief. But it lasted only a nanosecond. Because all at once, the roadblock exploded, spraying powdered concrete hundreds of feet into the air. 

As debris rained down, the rogue seers appeared from the dust cloud. They were all back on their feet and advancing again.

“Esther!” Oliver cried. His block had been destroyed by the rogues. But he had no strength left in him now to make another.

Esther ran from the cover of the alleyway into the street. 

She took just a second to survey the scene before doing the same, using her own powers to conjure another roadblock. 

But this time, the rogues were prepared. They swarmed over it, like ants over an ant hill.

“It’s no use,” Oliver cried. “They’re too powerful. Too fast. Finding the portal is our only hope.”

They looked at Ralph. He seemed half dead, his back resting against the wall, sweat glistening on his skin. 

But with immense bravery, Ralph clenched his teeth. “This way,” he said with determination. 

He pushed off the wall and began to stagger along the alley. Esther and Oliver followed him.

As they wove through the back streets, Oliver kept glancing over his shoulder at the rogues. It was like a game of cat and mouse. One moment they’d be there, the next gone, like they were taking sick pleasure in keeping Oliver guessing. 

Every time they appeared, Oliver would push out with his powers, forcing tree branches to fall and collapse onto them, whipping up flurries of leaves to batter them. But his powers grew weaker the more he used them. He could see the delight on the rogues’ faces as each of his attacks failed to even slow them. 

They kept running. Running in spite of their fatigue from overusing their powers. Running in spite of the terror that consumed them. Running for what felt like forever. 

Then, all at once, they were back at the river. 

“It’s here!” Ralph cried.

Oliver looked around frantically. “Where?”

To his shock and dismay, Ralph was pointing into the water. “There.”

Oliver ran to the side of the bridge and squinted into the dark waters. To his surprise, he saw a rusty-looking trap door several feet beneath the surface. The sight of it was far from reassuring. It looked more like the entrance to a sewer than a mystical portal. It was rusty, old, and covered in algae.

They all looked at each other.

“We can’t jump in there,” Esther stammered with fear.

“We have to,” Oliver told her. “This is our only hope!”

“But it looks unstable,” she contested. “If the portal doesn’t work, we’ll be dead for sure.”

“If we stay here, we’re dead anyway,” Ralph replied. 

“On three,” Oliver said. 

Just then, the rogues appeared at the end of the bridge, their blue eyes flashing in the darkness. There was no time. Not even for a countdown. 

“THREE!” Oliver yelled.

They all jumped.


 

 

 

CHAPTER FOURTEEN

 

Malcolm Malice felt a twinge of nerves as he took a seat at the large round table in Mistress Obsidian’s office. The head mistress had not yet arrived. A group of older students sat around the same table and they watched Malcolm quietly. He found it somewhat intimidating that he was the youngest one here. They were all in the years above him, all exceptionally talented seers in their own rights. He tried not to let his nerves surface and instead tipped up his chin, reminding himself just how proud he was to have been invited.

Just then, the door opened and in waltzed Mistress Obsidian. Her long flowing black dress swirled around her as she sank into the throne-like seat at the head of the table. There was a triumphant smile on her face. She leaned forward and looked intently at each face of the group of students she’d asked to gather there.

When her eyes met Malcolm’s, he felt a spark deep inside of him, like Mistress Obsidian was sending a bolt of lightning directly into his chest. 

She leaned back and drummed her black painted fingernails against the armrests of her throne.

“I have some wonderful news.” She paused for effect. “The Orb of Kandra has been seized.”

Malcolm felt a surge of excitement. The Orb of Kandra powered Amethyst’s stupid school. Without it, they’d be in big trouble. It might even collapse. He felt a smile of glee spread across his lips.

Mistress Obsidian continued. “We have it locked away and will soon begin the process of moving it throughout different periods of time to keep it hidden.”

One of the students raised her hand. “Excuse me, Mistress, but why not just destroy the Orb?”

The headmistress shook her head, looking a little irritated at the interruption. “It is too dangerous to destroy. Instead, we must hide it and buy some time. After twenty-four hours the Amethyst School for Seers will be so weakened it will collapse of its own accord. So we must keep the Orb out of their hands until that time can happen. That’s where you all come in.”

Malcolm sat up taller. He felt very important.

“I’ll be sending you out in teams,” the headmistress continued. “All with the aim of confusing Professor Amethyst and stopping him from finding the Orb and returning it to its plinth in the sixth dimension. We must cause many distractions and diversions so he has no idea where in space-time we are hiding the orb. And of course we can wreak a bit of havoc as we go.”

The kids began to smile, delighted at the thought. Mistress Obsidian’s expression matched their glee. Then she directed their attention to a chalkboard where she’d written lists of their names in her scratchy handwriting. 

“I’ve split you into teams. Teams A through E are to carry decoy orbs. Their role is to distract Professor Amethyst. To force him to send out his own separate teams on a wild goose chase.”

Malcolm scanned the list. His name was not on lists A through E. His was on his own list with a much smaller group. He wondered what his mission would be.

Mistress Obsidian continued. “The final group is to go on a very important mission. Something a little special. A little extra.” She looked at Malcolm squarely. “We have something up our sleeve that Amethyst will never see coming. Malcolm Malice, I’m entrusting you to lead this important part of the mission.”

Every pair of eyes around the table latched onto Malcolm with envy. He felt a swell of pride in his chest. Of course he was the chosen one. He was the best student after all. He had the most unique power blend too. All his hard work was about to pay off. None of the bullying mattered now.

“Of course, Mistress,” he said. “I’d be honored. What is it you want me to do?”

The headmistress clapped her hands and the two security guards standing beside her office door opened it. In came several students carrying a large glass bowl. They rested it on the table in front of Mistress Obsidian and then retreated the way they’d come.

Malcolm frowned. Inside the bowl was a strange glowing liquid.

Mistress Obsidian leaned forward, her face lit by the glow coming from the bowl. All the students around the table leaned in closer too. 

As Malcolm inched toward the bowl, Mistress Obsidian waved her hand over the glittering liquid inside. An image began to form within it. 

Everyone gasped. 

Malcolm leaned forward to get a better look. Inside the liquid, a face emerged. It was a boy. Rather strange looking, with dark hair and pale blue eyes set into a round, chubby face. 

Malcolm scoffed with contempt. “It’s just an ordinary boy.”

Mistress Obsidian shook her head. “A human boy, yes. But far from ordinary.” A grin began to spread across her lips. “This is our secret weapon.”

Malcolm was puzzled. What use did they have for an ordinary mortal boy without powers? What made him a weapon?

Mistress Obsidian continued speaking. “We must kidnap this boy and convert him to our side. That’s where you come in, Malcolm.”

“Yes, Mistress?”

“You need to find him and lure him back to school. He’s the only person who can help us in this mission. Stealing the Orb of Kandra is just the first step to destroying those measly pipsqueaks forever. There is more to do. With this boy on our side, the Obsidian school will win.”

Mistress Obsidian sat back and drummed her nails across the table top and smiled. “He has a familial link to a young seer I’d very much like to see destroyed. One who is destined to be the most important seer in the universe. One Professor Amethyst tracked down before I could get my hands on him.” She beat her fist onto the table in sudden anger. Then the fury passed. “So we will make do with second best. Because of the link between them, once we kidnap…” She coughed, “…I mean lure this boy and convert him to our side, we will be able to use him to destroy the other.”

“But who is he?” Malcolm asked.

Mistress Obsidian smiled slyly at the chubby boy’s face in her glass vision bowl. 

“His name is Christopher. Using him, we will be able to kill his brother. One of Amethyst’s seers. A boy named Oliver Blue.”


 

 

 

CHAPTER FIFTEEN

 

Oliver screamed as he tumbled through the portal. He couldn’t see Esther or Ralph anywhere, but then again the purple vortex they were shooting through was juddering unstably, making it hard to see much of anything. Oliver wondered whether jumping through had been a good idea after all. It felt like the portal may collapse any second. But then again, they hadn’t had much of a choice.

As he catapulted through the vortex, his hair flying messily around him, he caught sight of something very peculiar. Floating ahead of him appeared to be two sets of eyes. And then faces became clearer behind them. It was his parents! Appearing to him in a vision!

Oliver realized then he must have slipped into the subconscious part of his mind, the imaginary place he escaped to in time of stress.

The man and woman smiled. Oliver remembered what Professor Nightingale had told him about them. 

“Are you dead?” he asked the woman.

She shook her head. 

“But you are my mother? Maggie Oliver?”

She smiled kindly and nodded. Oliver looked at the man.

“And you’re my father? Teddy Blue?”

The man nodded too. 

Oliver wanted to ask them a million questions but he knew he would soon be spit out of the time portal. His parents did not seem able to speak to him in this vision either. They were both mute.

He fired another question at them, desperate to glean as much information as he could before they were cruelly snatched away from him again. “You studied at Harvard? Under Professor Nightingale?”

His parents exchanged a pleased expression as though impressed with Oliver’s detective work. They nodded eagerly.

“I was coming to find you,” Oliver told them. “But then… then I was diverted by a mission.”

He felt ashamed that he’d abandoned them. Wherever his parents were in the universe, they only ever appeared to him in his visions, in these odd moments between reality. Could they be trapped somewhere? In need of rescue?

He saw the corners of his mother’s mouth turn downward. But his father was shaking his head, as if to communicate to Oliver that it was all right. 

Oliver saw the man’s lips move. He squinted to work out what he was saying. 

“We can wait…”

Suddenly, Oliver was spit out the other end of the time portal. Pain lanced through his legs as he landed awkwardly. He let out a groan.

He pulled himself into a seated position. His head pounded from having been propelled through the portal and from seeing his parents. But they were now gone, leaving a lonely ache in his chest. 

Where am I? Oliver thought.

He definitely wasn’t in Boston anymore. He looked around to see he was lying in a field of dewy grass. The air was misty. Everything was very, very quiet. There was no background hum of traffic. The air was clean and crisp. Oliver got the distinct impression he’d traveled rather farther back in time than his last journey. Something in the air felt very ancient. 

He glanced behind at the portal. It was several feet above the ground and had dumped them onto the hard mud. The rusted thing looked even more decrepit on this end than it had in the Charles River. And as he looked at it, it began to crumble. It fell to the earth in a fine powder. It was destroyed. There was no way back.

Panic raced through him. He appeared to be alone. What if Esther and Ralph had not made it through the portal before it fell apart?

He glanced around the misty field, searching for clues, for someone, anything, that might help him.

“Esther?” he called. “Ralph? Where are you?”

Just then, Oliver heard a low moan. He searched through the mist and his eyes fell to a crumbled form lying just a few meters away.

With all his strength, Oliver dragged himself to his knees. The pain in his legs increased immediately, like bolts of electricity racing through them. He patted them, trying to feel if anything was broken. They felt normal. He must just be bruised. It was a miracle, really, that he’d survived such a plunge. 

The figure moaned again.

Oliver shuffled toward the figure. As he drew closer, he saw it was Esther who was lying in a heap on the grass. She was very still. 

He reached her and turned her toward him. There was mud streaked across her pretty face. He shook her shoulders. 

“Esther? Esther, wake up!”


 

 

 

CHAPTER SIXTEEN

 

Esther groaned again. Oliver felt relieved that she was alive, at the least. But she was unconscious.

He cradled her in his arms, rocking her gently to try to bring her back to consciousness. 

Suddenly, he saw movement nearby.

Please don’t let it be a rogue. Don’t let them have followed us through!

But as the figure drew closer, Oliver saw with relief that it was Ralph dragging himself over to them. He winced with every movement.

“The portal,” Ralph stammered when he reached Oliver. “It must have dropped us.”

Oliver nodded. “Yes. And then it fell apart behind us. There’s no way back. Are you okay?”

Ralph sat there, panting. “I think so. All in one piece, somehow. I think I’m suffering more from having traveled twice through time than falling ten feet through the air. Is Esther okay?”

“I think the fall knocked her out,” Oliver replied. He looked about him at the thick mist and the fields dotted with cows. “Is this where we’re supposed to be, Ralph? In a field? In the middle of nowhere?”

Ralph pulled a worried expression. “I don’t know. We’ll need to look for clues.”

Just then, Esther’s eyes fluttered open. 

“Owwww…” she murmured.

Relief overcame Oliver. He breathed out the tension he’d been holding and pulled his face into a smile for her benefit. “Welcome back.”

Esther stirred from his arms and pulled herself up into a sitting position. A hand flew to her head. “What happened?”

“We took a bit of a tumble,” Oliver explained.

Esther grimaced. Then she looked around at the misty, dew-covered field. “So where are we?”

Ralph shrugged. “We’ll have to find someone to ask,” he said. “But if we’re in the wrong place, there’s no way back. The portal fell apart behind us.”

Esther looked troubled by the revelation. “Let’s not think about that yet. Let’s just focus on one thing at a time. We need to find this mysterious I.N.”

Slowly, they heaved themselves to their feet, each of them wincing from the pain. 

Just then, something bright orange caught Oliver’s attention. It was a small animal racing across the field. 

“A red squirrel?” he said aloud. “They’re native to England.”

Ralph’s eyebrows rose. “Do you think the portal took us to England?”

“Maybe…” Oliver replied. “Keep your eyes peeled for more clues.”

They began to trek through the muddy fields. Oliver’s legs felt very sore and he couldn’t help but limp. Esther wrapped her arm around his waist for support. She was warm, which helped banish the chill in the air. 

“It feels like winter,” he said. 

“If we are in England, it could be any season,” Esther commented. “Isn’t it supposed to rain every day there?”

“Good point,” Ralph replied. 

As they walked, Oliver began to feel anxious about their current predicament. They were fatigued, sick from time travel, injured from the fall, and they had no idea where in space or time the portal had taken them to, nor who they were looking for! Things really couldn’t be much worse.

Suddenly, Oliver saw something in the distance and his heart leapt with hope.

“There!” he said, pointing ahead. “Is that a house?” 

Through the mist he could just make out a crude shack in the distance. A plume of smoke rose from its chimney.

Esther squinted. “Yes, I think you’re right.”

They hurried onward. 

As they drew closer, the small building came into sharper focus. Now they could see that it was not just one cottage, but several, like a village. The roads between them were little more than dirt paths. The roofs of the buildings were made of thatch. Oliver could tell from the architecture that they’d traveled far back in time, to a period where houses were still built from stone and wood. 

“There’s a man,” Ralph said.

Oliver saw a man watching them. He was standing beside a fence holding the handles of a wooden barrow. He looked like a farmer, with a flap cap and big, muddy leather boots. His clothes were very old. Oliver tried to work out what era they may be from, but he was dressed so simply it was impossible to tell. 

“Go. Speak to him,” Oliver instructed Ralph, knowing his hobbling was only slowing them down and just as eager to find out where it was they’d ended up. 

Ralph hurried ahead, calling, “Excuse me! Excuse me!” as he went. 

Oliver strained to hear what Ralph was saying. His voice was faint but he could still make out the words. 

“Could you please tell me where we are?”

The farmer set his wheelbarrow down in the mud and looked at Ralph with a confused expression. “What are you doing in the fields at this hour of the morning?” 

Oliver realized then that they’d left Boston at night and arrived here—wherever here was—at daybreak. It only served to make him feel more disorientated. 

The farmer looked at Oliver and Esther hobbling up from behind. 

“And how many more of you are there?” he stammered.

Oliver could now tell that he spoke with a British accent. They were right. This was England! 

Ralph ignored the question, asking his own once again, this time with a more persistent tone. “Please. Can you tell us where we are?”

“You’re in Cranbury Park, lad,” the farmer said. 

“Cranbury Park?” Ralph repeated. “Where is that?”

But the name seemed familiar to Oliver. He racked his brains trying to work out from where he’d heard it before. 

The farmer looked increasingly perplexed. “Why. It’s in Winchester, England.”

“Winchester…” Oliver said. He’d heard of the city. It had once been the capital of Wessex, back when England was divided into seven kingdoms. That had been a very long time ago, though. He wondered if they could have gone that far back. “Do you mean the capital city?”

The farmer turned to him, looking thoroughly confused. “Now I’ve not had much in the way of an education,” he said. “But even I know London is the capital of this fine country!”

Oliver deduced in his head that they could not have gone farther back than the twelfth century, when London became the new capital city. 

Ralph turned back to the farmer. “What year is it?” he asked hurriedly.

Now the man’s frown grew even deeper. He looked at the three of them like they were strange beings. “Are you… witches?” he stammered. 

Oliver realized then they must have landed some time in the 1500s or 1600s, a time when fears of witchcraft were at their peak. Three oddly dressed children emerging from a misty field asking bizarre questions would certainly be enough to terrify the locals during that era.

“We’re not witches,” Oliver said hurriedly, trying to calm the farmer down. “We’re… um… explorers. We came on a boat from…”

“China!” Ralph blurted.

The farmer’s skeptical expression lessened a little. “Ah. You came on one of those new trade vessels, did you?”

Oliver took in the new information. England’s Royal Navy began trade with China in the late 1600s. He was quickly narrowing it down.

But who were they searching for? Cranbury Park. Winchester, England. Late 1600s. The initials I.N. 

If it was someone important to seers it stood to reason they’d be someone important here as well. An aristocrat or landowner.

“Where is the master’s house?” Oliver asked the farmer. 

The farmer pointed toward a sprawling apple orchard. “Through there, lad. Top of the hill.”

They headed off. The sky was just starting to lighten as they reached the trees, but once they were inside the thicket the branches blocked out the light. They had to maneuver through fallen apples that were rotting on the ground.

“Ralph,” Oliver said as they trekked. “Can you tell us more about the battle at the school? And the people who stole the Orb?”

Ralph shuddered. “It was terrible. They appeared out of nowhere. Like they’d somehow transported themselves into the school. We all fought. Teachers and students alike. Then everything began to shake and the attackers disappeared again, just like that. That’s when Professor Amethyst realized they’d somehow made it into the sixth dimension and stolen the Orb. And that’s when the clock started ticking.”

It was a horrible thing to think about. Oliver wondered about his friends back at the school, about the fear they must be feeling now. More than that, he felt the pressure of time sifting away from them. He had no idea how long they’d spend in the portal, or whether time was running at different speeds inside the school as compared to outside of it. All he knew was that time was running out and they had to act quickly. They had to find I.N. and rescue the Orb of Kandra. 

Just then, they reached the end of the apple orchard, and a neatly manicured lawn spread out before them. At the top of the lawn, on the crest of a hill, was a beautiful manor house. It was a proper stately English home. 

They hurried through the wet grass, coming up around the back of the mansion. Then they followed the large walls around to the front, where there was an imposing door. It looked like the sort of place where an aristocrat would live, or a king with hundreds of servants. Oliver felt certain that this was where they would find an important historical figure like the mysterious I.N.

There was a bell pull beside the door. Ralph tugged it. From inside the house they could hear the sound of the bell ringing.

As they waited, Oliver exchanged a look with Esther. Her expression appeared to be a mixture of curiosity and worry.

After a moment, the door opened. There stood a woman in a heavy brown dress and apron. She had a suspicious expression. From behind her came the smell of a log-burning fire and freshly cooked bread. 

“Who are you?” she demanded. 

Oliver didn’t answer her question. Instead, he asked his own. “Is your master home?”

“My master?” she replied, looking confused. “Who’s asking?”

Oliver didn’t know how to answer that question. There was only one thing he could think to say, and he hoped it would have the desired effect. “We were sent by Professor Amethyst.”

A look of understanding flashed across her eyes. “Professor Amethyst. Why, yes, my master has told me anyone associated with Professor Amethyst must be granted an audience immediately.”

Oliver felt his chest leap with excitement. “We can see him then?”

The woman shook her head. “No, lad. He’s not here. He just moved to London.”

Crushing disappointment took hold of Oliver.

“London?” he stammered. 

“We can arrange for a coach to take you there,” the woman added. “My master was very clear that anyone associated with Professor Amethyst be taken to him immediately. Let me call for the horse boy.”

But before she retreated, another question struck Oliver. “Excuse me, could you please tell me… Who is your master?”

The woman frowned, clearly surprised that these three strange children on her doorstep didn’t even know who they were asking after.

“Why,” she said, “it’s Sir Isaac Newton.”


 

 

 

CHAPTER SEVENTEEN

 

Christopher Blue sat skulking at the back of Ms. Belfry’s class. He knew she was Oliver’s favorite teacher and that made him all the madder.

It had been just a few days since Oliver had humiliated him in the cafeteria, and though there’d been no sign of him since, Chris was still fuming. He’d spent the time plotting his revenge.

His friend Kirsty leaned over to look at the angry doodle he’d scratched into his desk.

“Is that your brother?” she asked.

Chris ground his teeth together and nodded. “Yes. And that’s his head rolling away.”

Kirsty laughed. “He really humiliated you the other day, didn’t he?”

Chris’s gaze snapped up. He glared at her. “Me? It was you he dumped all that food on. Or have you forgotten?”

Kirsty rolled her eyes. “I wasn’t the one who went skidding across the entire lunch room with my butt crack on show.”

Chris felt his cheeks burn even hotter. He was going to kill Oliver. The second he saw that little pipsqueak he was going to pound him to dust. If he showed up, that was. He’d said some pretty weird stuff before he’d disappeared, about being adopted and never coming home. Chris thought it was all too good to be true. Oliver would turn up again. The sniveling little rat always did eventually. 

Just then, the bell rang for the end of class. Chris stood quickly, elbowing the other students out of his way as he stomped for the door. 

“Christopher,” Ms. Belfry called before he’d made it out of the room.

He spun on his heel. “What?”

She pulled a face at his rude tone but didn’t scold him. 

Too weak, Chris thought, smirking to himself. Even the teachers are scared of me.

“I was just wondering if you’d heard from Oliver,” Ms. Belfry asked.

She had a very small voice, Chris thought, that just made her appear even more fragile and weak. No wonder she and Oliver got on so well. They were both pathetic losers.

“No,” he said. “He ran off. No one’s heard from him in days.”

Ms. Belfry nodded, a melancholy expression on her lips. “Okay. If you do hear from him, will you tell me?”

Chris scoffed. “Oh, don’t worry, I’m sure you’ll be the first person he comes crawling back to see.”

A line formed between Ms. Belfry’s eyebrows. She gave Chris a look that made him squirm. It seemed like sympathy, something he utterly despised.

“Is everything okay at home, Chris?” she asked. “It must be hard, not knowing where your brother is.”

“I don’t care,” Chris said quickly. “I don’t care if I never see him again.”

Then he turned and stormed out of the classroom before she could say anything else in her sappy voice. 

He thundered down the staircase, taking aim with his elbow at the backs of the girls as he went. Nothing gave him greater pleasure then making one of those sissies cry with a well-aimed back jab. 

He jumped the last three steps, landing heavily on the ground, then crashed through the corridor, shoving kids out of his way as he went. 

He strode through the exit of Campbell Junior High and out into the chilly fall afternoon. Then he slammed right into the back of someone standing at the top of the steps.

“MOVE!” Chris demanded. “You’re in my way!”

The boy swiveled around to face him. Chris recoiled. He was the strangest-looking kid he’d even seen—with jet black hair slicked into a strange, outdated hairstyle, like some kind of big ballad crooner. His skin was as white as a vampire’s, and his thin lips were bloodless. He had a bony nose and high cheekbones, giving him a strange, sunken expression. And then there were his eyes. A strange deep blue, like sapphires.

“Who the heck are you?” Chris blurted.

He already knew every weird-looking kid at the school. There was no way one this weird looking could have gone under his radar.

“Ah,” the boy said. “Christopher Blue. Just the person I was hoping to bump into.”


 

 

 

CHAPTER EIGHTEEN

 

Chris narrowed his eyes. “How do you know my name?”

Then it struck him. This weird-looking kid was one of Oliver’s people, wasn’t he? One of those freaks with powers. That’s why he resembled a vampire. He probably was one!

The strange boy smiled, his thin lips twitching. “My name is Malcolm Malice.”

He had a posh voice, like one of the kids from the expensive Catholic school up the road. Chris had pounded a few of them in his time, too. 

“I don’t care who you are,” Chris snapped. “I want to know how you know me.”

Irritated by the stranger, Chris lunged for the boy and grabbed him by the front of his shirt. He screwed the fabric up in his fist and glared into the boy’s face.

The boy looked down at his crumpled shirt. When his eyes roved back up to Chris’s face, his expression had changed. It turned very hard and very cold. He narrowed his disconcerting eyes.

Then, suddenly, Chris went flying through the air. The boy had pushed out with his hands, sending him catapulting backward. He tumbled down the steps and landed on the gravel with a thud.

Chris tried to scramble to his feet, but the gravel slid beneath his shoes, making him tumble. The boy was advancing down the steps at a frightening speed. All at once, he was looming over Chris. Chris cowered, suddenly terrified. 

“I’ve been sent here to ask for your help,” Malcolm replied. “Regarding your brother, Oliver.”

Chris shook his head. “He’s not my brother. And second, I’d never do anything to help him!”

Malcolm chuckled. “No, you misunderstand me. I don’t want you to help Oliver. I want you to help me. I want you to aid me in—how should I phrase it?—destroying Oliver.”

Chris paused. His eyebrows rose to his hairline. Malcolm had certainly piqued his interest. 

“Destroy him? How?” He lowered his voice to an excited whisper. “Do you mean kill him?”

No sooner had he said the word kill than he felt a wonderful ripple of joy course through him. 

“Why, yes,” Malcolm replied. “As a matter of fact, I do.”

He leaned down, offering his hand to Chris. Chris was still scared of the boy and the power he’d demonstrated. But he was also intrigued. He was being offered the thing he wanted more than anything in the world. To kill Oliver. 

A smile spread across his face as he took hold of Malcolm’s hand and allowed him to heave him up to standing. 

“All right,” Chris said. “Let’s talk.”


 

 

 

CHAPTER NINETEEN

 

Oliver couldn’t quite believe what he was hearing. Sir Isaac Newton was one of his heroes!

“Newton?” he stammered. “As in the scientist? The man who discovered gravity?”

From her position on the doorstep, the maid chuckled. “Well, I don’t know what he’s discovered, boy, it’s far over my head. But he is a genius of science, I do believe. He left London because of the plague and has only just returned there.”

Thinking of the plague put things a little in perspective for Oliver. As thrilling as it was to be on a quest to meet Isaac Newton, England in the seventeenth century was a dangerous place. Not to mention unsanitary. There was all manner of diseases they could pick up. Oliver had even read in a history book that most people had lice!

The maid turned her head over her shoulder and bellowed once more for the stable hand to attend to them. 

A boy who looked roughly the same age as Oliver appeared at the end of the corridor. He was bleary-eyed, as if he’d only recently awoken, and was wearing brown linen shorts that showed off his painfully knobby knees.

Oliver felt a stab of pity for the boy. He himself had lived a life of destitution. But his experience of poverty in the modern era was very different from this boy’s experience of poverty. At the very least he hadn’t been forced to earn his keep. 

The boy scurried toward the maid. “Yes, Miss Dean?”

“These are acquaintances of Master Newton’s,” she announced, taking an unnecessarily gruff tone with the boy. “They need to be chauffeured to London immediately. Professor Amethyst’s express command.”

At the mention of the headmaster, the boy’s eyes widened. Clearly, Professor Amethyst was something of a legend around here. The mere mention of his name caused ripples.

“I’ll fetch the coach and driver right away, ma’am,” he stammered. 

He bowed and turned to leave. But before he’d even taken a step, the maid reached out and smacked him on the head, causing him to stumble.

Oliver winced. 

“Wear your cap next time I summon you!” the maid shouted. 

“Yes, ma’am, sorry, ma’am.”

The boy scurried away into the shadows. 

The whole exchange made Oliver feel terrible. The boy already looked half starved. The least he deserved was a kind word. He felt extremely grateful to have been born at a point in history where children were no longer forced to work. 

When the maid turned back to Esther, Ralph, and Oliver in the doorway, her demeanor immediately returned to friendly. She smiled. “Will you come in for tea?” 

The last thing Oliver wanted to do was spend any time with someone who treated others so cruelly. 

He was about to politely decline when the maid added, “The young miss doesn’t look too well.”

Oliver looked over at Esther. She was very pale and was swaying side to side. 

“She hurt her head,” he explained. He looked into Esther’s eyes. “Are you okay?”

Esther snapped back to the moment, as if waking from a bad dream. “Yes. Yes, I’m fine.” She rubbed her stomach. “The traveling just makes me nauseous.”

Oliver accepted her explanation but he still felt uncertain. Esther just didn’t seem like herself. 

Just then, they heard the sound of horses’ hooves and all turned on the doorstep to look behind them. 

From around the corner came the carriage, pulled by two jet black horses. The rider, a gentleman in a top hat with a very large moustache, flashed them a somewhat unimpressed expression before leaping down from his perch.

“There’s the carriage already,” the lady said, surprised. 

“The boy said it was an emergency,” the driver said.

The maid nodded. “Professor Amethyst’s orders.”

The driver immediately wiped the frown from his face. “Oh. I see.”

He gestured for the three to approach. 

As they did, the maid called out, “Make sure you keep your wits about you once you reach the city! It’s a filthy place. Full of pickpockets and ne’er-do-gooders.”

Then she retreated inside and closed the door. 

Esther, Ralph, and Oliver went up to the horse-drawn carriage, where the driver was holding open the door for them. He took Esther’s hand, helping her inside, then stepped back to allow Ralph and Oliver to get in by themselves. 

“Ugh, chivalry,” Esther muttered. 

Once the three were seated the driver secured the door and climbed back up the front. He took the horses’ reins and pulled on them. With a whinny, the horses trotted forward. Oliver felt the carriage judder. The wheels creaked. They were on the move. 

“Isaac Newton,” he muttered under his breath, with disbelief. 

He was so excited to meet one of his all-time heroes. He’d learned about him in class and from reading his inventors book. His early life was inspiring. As a baby he wasn’t expected to live, and as a child he had to fend off bullies, just like Oliver had himself. He’d found comfort in inventing things—something else they’d shared in common—building models like sundials and windmills. He studied at the best university in England, Cambridge, rebuilt the telescope, and wrote his three-volume text on the laws of physics, including his ground-breaking discovery of gravity. And now Oliver was going to meet him!

He thought about the timeline. In 1690, Newton had finished his main body of work. In fact, he was heading toward a nervous breakdown. But once he recovered from that, he’d go on to receive his knighthood, the first scientist to ever do so, and become Sir Isaac Newton. 

Oliver had so many questions swirling in his head. He just couldn’t wait.


 

 

 

CHAPTER TWENTY

 

In the gently rocking carriage, Oliver looked over at Esther. She’d fallen asleep almost immediately, the rocking motion lulling her into unconsciousness. Oliver couldn’t help but worry. When they’d fallen through the portal she’d been out cold for a good minute. What if the fall had injured her in some unseen way? He’d heard of that happening, when people knocked their head and seemed fine only to drop down dead later. It wasn’t like they could take her to a hospital, either. Those wouldn’t exist for at least a hundred more years!

“What’s wrong, Oliver?” Ralph asked.

Oliver snapped back to the moment. He turned to face his friend. “I’m worried about Esther.”

Ralph nodded. “I must admit, it was a shock when she ran off.”

That hadn’t been what Oliver was talking about but now that Ralph had mentioned it, Oliver suddenly wondered if he might know more about why Esther had left the school. Maybe he could fill in the blanks.

“Do you know why she left?” Oliver asked. 

Ralph shook his head. “She didn’t say. She was fine at first. After you left, I mean. She was a little down but then again we all were.”

“What changed?” Oliver asked.

Ralph tapped his chin, pondering. “I’m not entirely sure. She had a few meetings with Professor Amethyst. After that she became very quiet. Then one day, she was just gone, and the teachers announced she’d quit the school.”

Oliver considered Ralph’s words. Esther hadn’t mentioned any meetings with the headmaster to him. Clearly something they’d discussed had troubled her. He wondered what it could have been. So much for filling in the blanks, Ralph’s words had only served to make Esther leaving the school even more of a mystery. Unless the answer really was love. The thought made his cheeks grow warm.

“I’m really glad you’re here, Ralph,” Oliver said then. “Even if it is under such terrible circumstances.”

“I’m glad to see you too.” Ralph smiled. “School just isn’t the same without you.”

At the mention of the School for Seers, Oliver checked his locket instinctively. It was still cold. If they didn’t find the Orb of Kandra soon, perhaps he’d never see his beloved school ever again. 

He noticed then that Ralph was fiddling with something. It was the Obsidian knife, the illegal weapon of the rogue seers.

“Why do you think Professor Amethyst has that?” Oliver asked. “If it’s dangerous and illegal, like you say it is, what would he be doing with it?”

Ralph’s lips twisted. “I assume he’s keeping it locked away so it doesn’t fall into the wrong hands. I must admit, having it feels like a huge responsibility.”

“Like my compass,” Oliver said, taking it out. He showed it to Ralph for the first time. 

“What is that?” Ralph asked, looking at it with awe.

“Armando gave it to me. Then we met a seer at Harvard University who told us it’s seer technology. Supposedly it tells the future. We were following its clues. I thought it was leading me to my parents.” 

His heart suddenly sank as it dawned on him his quest to find his parents had fallen by the wayside. He’d have to sacrifice his own personal goal for the sake of his school. 

In a small voice, he added, “But I suppose that doesn’t matter anymore.”

He slid the compass back into the pocket of his overalls. If he survived this mission, rescued the Orb of Kandra, and saved the school, then he would bring it back out again and resume his search. But for now, he would put it—and his parents—out of his mind. There were bigger things at stake. 

Oliver peered out through the window of the stagecoach, watching as the English countryside gave way to the city. It became more crowded, with people milling in the extremely narrow streets and horses crisscrossing about. The carriage slowed down considerably because of all the bustle, and that afforded them even more time to survey the city.

Oliver had read all about London during this era. In the history books, it sounded like a scary place filled with poverty and disease, and seeing it in the flesh made it even worse. The streets were filled with beggars. People walked the dirty sidewalks with bare feet and ragged clothes, carrying large heavy wicker baskets filled with wares to sell—everything from matchsticks to roses to oysters. Oliver saw a group of children who could not have been older than six, their faces covered in soot, carrying long chimney-sweeping sticks being shooed up a rickety wooden ladder by a mean-looking man with a stick.

Ralph shuddered. “This place is awful.”

“It smells too,” Oliver said, wrinkling his nose, just as a woman opened a window and chucked the contents of her chamber pot into the street. 

From his perch up above them, the driver called down. “These are the slums of St. Giles. Keep your windows up. This is where the plague started.”

Oliver gulped. 

They reached a bridge and began to cross the River Thames. It was absolutely crammed with boats, from small fishing vessels to larger wooden trade boats. And the stench was awful. Oliver remembered reading about how the river was very polluted and was often used for dumping waste, rotten food, and even dead bodies. And yet down on the banks there were plenty of people washing themselves and their clothes. Nausea swilled in his stomach. He tried not to breathe in too deeply.

Once they reached the other side, they passed a group of men with pickaxes digging up the ground.

“They’re laying pipes,” the driver called down. “That will pump water from the reservoirs straight into people’s houses. Can you imagine such a thing?”

They continued onward and a very different type of London appeared before them. This part was clearly for the wealthy. The streets were filled with rich-looking gentlemen. They passed beautiful parks with rose bushes and topiaries. The buildings looked far sturdier, though many of them were in the same Tudor style as the ones in the poorer parts. Oliver could hardly believe the stark difference between how the rich and poor in the city lived. Life had been truly unpleasant for their ancestors.

Just then, the coach drew to a halt. Oliver peered out the window at the large manor house standing before them. Esther woke suddenly.

“We’re here,” Oliver told her gently.

She rubbed the sleep from her eyes then peered through the window. “Wow. London is beautiful.”

Ralph and Oliver exchanged a knowing glance.

The driver hopped down from the carriage and opened the door for them. Once more, he held his arm out to help Esther down but allowed the “men” to lower themselves from the carriage on their own. 

They crowded together on the sidewalk and stared up at the building before them. It was a wide stone house with a thatched roof and bulging windows made of small cube-shaped glass panes linked with iron rods. A couple of steps led up to a dark wooden door, which was also latticed by black iron. It was barely taller than five feet and there was a gold door knocker polished so it shined. This was clearly a wealthy person’s house. A far cry from the flimsy wooden buildings they’d seen in the slums. 

“Here goes nothing,” Oliver said. 

Together, the three friends headed up to the door. Oliver took the heavy knocker in his hands and slammed it down three times. 

A moment later, the door was opened by a butler. Unlike the maid at Newton’s country manor house, he was dressed in fine clothes and looked very self-important. He looked down his nose at them and frowned. 

“Yes?”

Oliver gulped. “We’re here to see Master Newton.”

The butler smirked. “Oh really? And what would Master Newton want with three children like you?”

“We’ve been sent by Professor Amethyst.”

The second Oliver said it, the butler’s expression changed. He became very serious, and the sarcastic tone disappeared at once. “Then come in. Come in.”

He ushered them inside and closed the door behind them.

Oliver glanced around at the main entrance of Newton’s London home. It was a wood-paneled room, quite grand with an elaborate amount of European artwork adorning the walls. The smell of cooked meat and spices lingered in the air.

“This way to the parlor,” the butler said. 

The three hurried after him along a dark corridor, lit only by a couple of candelabras. At the end, they stopped beside a closed door. From the other side came the sounds of raucous merriment.

Oliver frowned with curiosity.

“Master Newton is entertaining,” the butler explained. Then he added somewhat drily, “Again.”

He opened the door. The smell of cigar smoke and burning logs wafted out from the parlor. Oliver craned his neck to see into the room but his view was blocked by the butler’s back.

“Master Newton,” he heard the butler announce, “you have guests. They’ve been sent by Professor Amethyst.”

There came a muffled voice, the words of which Oliver could not make out, but the tone was clearly excited. Then the butler turned and beckoned them.

“Master Newton will see you now.”

Oliver swallowed. This was it. He was about to come face to face with the infamous Sir Isaac Newton. 

He forced his nerves down to his toes and walked into the parlor. 

And he gasped at the sight.


 

 

 

CHAPTER TWENTY ONE

 

Chris followed the boy through the unfamiliar alleyways.

“Where are we going again?” he asked.

“Somewhere secret,” Malcolm replied. “Somewhere veiled from humans.”

Chris frowned with confusion but nodded nevertheless. “And what was it you said your name was?”

But Malcolm didn’t answer.

Chris shuddered. If this boy hadn’t lured him with the promise of ending Oliver, he’d have run by now. He was creepy and his weird mannerisms made Chris even more uncomfortable. The things he talked about—powers and time travel and magical orbs—made Chris’s head spin. Not to mention the fact that he was leading him through the back streets of New Jersey to neighborhoods even Chris was too intimidated to venture into. 

They drew up at the back of what looked like a Chinese restaurant. Malcolm rapped his knuckles on the door. As he waited to be let in, he smiled back at Chris. Chris felt his skin crawl. He could swear the boy’s eyes flashed in the moonlight. 

The door creaked open and a man in a dirty apron peered out. When he saw Malcolm, he beckoned him inside. Chris scurried after, feeling like he was potentially making a huge mistake. 

Inside, it smelled of oil and rice. It was definitely a restaurant. Chris wondered why Malcolm had brought him here. But instead of leading him in to a kitchen or dining area, Malcolm began to ascend a dark, winding staircase. Chris gulped and followed. 

“Do you want the chance to get revenge on Oliver for all time?” Malcolm asked as they went around and around and around, further and further up.

“Yes,” Chris said. 

He was starting to feel a bit sick from all the spinning. 

“And are you brave enough to do it? When the time comes?”

Chris pulled his hands into fists. Of that, he was in no doubt. “Yes. I’ll kill that pipsqueak given half the chance.”

Malcolm reached the top of the staircase and pushed open a large steel door. Cold air stung Chris’s cheeks. He saw Malcolm disappear through the door.

Shivering, he followed.

They were now standing on a rooftop, overlooking the entirety of the rundown New Jersey neighborhood. 

Chris watched Malcolm walk right up to the edge of the roof and take a step up onto the wall. 

“What are you doing?” Chris yelled, running toward him. 

The wind was fierce up here. All it would take was a strong gust for Malcolm to be swept away. 

The odd-looking boy spun on the ball of his foot elegantly, like he was a ballerina. Chris grimaced. This sure was one freaky kid. 

“If you want my help to destroy Oliver,” Malcolm said, “you’ll need to take a leap of faith.”

“I already told you I would,” Chris said. “Just get down off the ledge.”

But rather than hop down, Malcolm presented his open palm to Chris. “Think of this as a trust exercise.”

Chris shook his head. “No way. I’m not getting up there.”

Malcolm pouted. “Are you a wimp?”

“No,” Chris immediately refuted. “I’m just smart.”

Malcolm smiled devilishly. “You won’t fall. I promise. Trust me.”

Chris didn’t like being called a wimp. Especially not by this skinny freaky kid who twirled like a ballerina and spoke like a Victorian gentleman. 

He put one foot on the ledge. The view of the street below appeared, making his stomach turn. He ignored his body’s natural impulses to move away from danger and stepped up onto the ledge beside Malcolm. 

“There,” Malcolm said. “I told you that you wouldn’t fall. That all you needed was a leap of faith.”

Then, in one sudden movement, he tugged Chris by the hand, pulling them both over the side of the building. 

As Chris plunged into oblivion, he began to scream. 


 

 

 

CHAPTER TWENTY TWO

 

Isaac Newton’s parlor was spacious, with a grand fireplace, elaborate furnishings, and all manner of artwork. It was also full of people. Oliver and his friends had seemingly interrupted him in the middle of some kind of soiree.

The man himself looked just like he did in the history books. Long wavy white hair. Sharp pointed nose. A little dent in his chin. He was wearing a long silky brown jacket and white socks that came up to his knees. Oliver was in utter awe at the sight of him. 

“Come in, come in,” Newton said. He gestured to a table where different types of teapots were laid out. “Teas from China. Please, let me pour you something.”

Oliver shook his head. “Oh no, we’re not here for tea, we—”

Newton interrupted. “Have you ever tried banana?” He offered them a silver platter upon which lay some small, bruised bananas, elegantly presented as if they were the most incredible things in the world. “They’ve started shipping them in from Asia. It has a rather sweet taste. Quite the treat.”

Oliver shook his head again. There wasn’t time for tea and bananas, not when the school was in danger! 

But Newton seemed in no hurry at all. He was in an exuberant mood by the looks of things, dashing about the place, disappearing amongst the groups of men and clouds of smoke. 

Oliver remembered how he’d read about Isaac Newton’s return to London after years back home writing his textbook. It was an exciting time for him, one where he was growing more and more distinguished, moving in greater circles, revered among some of the greatest minds in the world. This was his heyday, right before his breakdown. No wonder he seemed so skittish. 

“Where’d he go?” Esther asked, drawing closer to Oliver. 

“There, by the hearth,” Ralph said, pointing.

Newton waved, beckoning them over. “These are two of my closest friends.”

The men stood from the plush couch and shook hands with Oliver, Ralph, and Esther as Newton introduced them. 

“John Locke, a fabulous philosopher. And this is Nicolas Fatio de Duillier. He’s come all the way from Switzerland. He’s a…”

“…mathematician,” Oliver finished in a stunned whisper. 

He’d heard of the man from his inventors book and it was shocking to be standing in front of him. He was awestruck. 

“You invented the mechanical watch,” Oliver said to Nicolas Fatio de Duillier. “Or at least, you will soon.”

Nicolas Fatio de Duillier seemed very surprised.

Newton frowned. “How would a young boy know that?” Then he clicked his fingers as if it had dawned on him. “Of course. You’re seers. Time travelers. You must know everything about us already.”

It was strange to hear Newton mention seers and time travel as if it were common knowledge. But he knew it was Professor Amethyst’s doing, that the headmaster only ever selected the most brilliant human minds to learn about seers; Armando, Oliver’s own guide, and clearly Newton. Most other humans’ minds would explode with such knowledge but not great inventors like them.

It was still strange to discover that Newton, a man he’d learned about at school, actually possessed knowledge about seers. Oliver exchanged a glance with his friends. This was just too surreal.

“Tell me…” Newton said. “Do I discover anything else groundbreaking in my lifetime?” Then he shook his head hurriedly. “No, no. Don’t spoil it! I ought not know.”

“Is he all right?” Esther said under her breath. 

Oliver couldn’t blame her. Newton did seem a bit odd. But considering the things he’d discovered, he could be forgiven. It had to take a very unique mind to work out the things he had. 

“Are you staying long?” Newton asked. “There’s a cockfight on tonight. We could go and watch it in the town square.”

“And bear-baiting!” Locke called out. 

Oliver shook his head. “No. Um. I don’t think we have time for… sports.”

Fatio de Duillier spoke next, in a strong European accent. “A youth of finer tastes, perhaps. Maybe we should frequent the theatre tonight? There is a play on I’ve heard rumored is starring a female actor. Or should I say actor-ress? Either way, it is quite groundbreaking. I for one would like to see how the little darling gets along.”

Esther pulled a face. Oliver flashed her an apologetic look. 

Ralph sniffed. “What is that smell?” he said under his breath.

“Deodorant doesn’t exist in the 1600s,” Oliver explained quietly. 

Esther grimaced. “You mean to say they’ve invented a telescope that can see the stars but they haven’t realized the benefits of bathing?” she whispered. 

Oliver shrugged. 

“So Professor Amethyst sent you,” Newton said then. “I suppose it’s for some invention or other? He’s always sending students back in time to see me during times of mild peril.”

He chuckled.

“It’s more than mild peril,” Oliver tried to say, but Newton was already leaving the parlor, his back to Oliver. Oliver hop skipped to catch up with him. The others followed. 

“Excuse me,” Oliver said. “Master Newton.”

But the inventor was striding through the corridor rather quickly, paying him no attention. The three exchanged a look and increased their pace to catch up to him.

He disappeared through a door. When they entered after him, Oliver gasped with surprise.

They’d entered a laboratory. On the shelves were several freshly printed copies of Philosophiæ Naturalis Principia Mathematica, Newton’s infamous text that would go on to become the defining text on physics for centuries to come. There were also several blackboards at one end of the wall, covered in formulas, one of which, Oliver recognized, was Newton’s formula of gravitation.

But those were not the things that surprised Oliver. What surprised Oliver were the clearly magical elements of Newton’s laboratory.

On the large table in the middle was a series of beakers and tubes, with small flames beneath them. The machine chugged and whirred. Newton appeared to have set up some kind of experiment working with different metal alloys, heating them and cooling them. He’d never read anything about Newton working with metals.

“What is that for?” Oliver asked, shocked.

“Ah yes,” Newton said. “This is my newest pursuit. Alchemy.”

Oliver gasped. He knew that alchemy was akin to magic. Those who studied it were usually trying to change one metal into another—iron to gold, for example. He’d had no idea Newton was interested in it. 

“I’m attempting to discover the elixir of life,” Newton said. “Of immortality. Most of the men here tonight are part of my Alchemists Guild. Say… you’ll know. Do I succeed or not?”

Oliver shrugged. “I’m not sure, to be honest. If you do succeed, it’s not something that’s ever talked about.”

Newton tapped him chin. “Interesting. Perhaps I keep my findings to myself. Or perhaps my theory of gravity is considered more important.”

He hurried onward, spinning globes that hung from the ceiling as he passed. 

“I’ve recently concluded that the earth is an oblate spheroid,” he announced.

Esther raised her eyebrows. “You mean that the world is round?”

Newton’s eyes sparked. “Why yes! She’s rather clever for a pretty thing.”

Esther pulled her unimpressed expression again. She folded her arms. “I heard the church isn’t very happy with you.”

Newton seemed to deflate then. “My theories aren’t accepted by everyone. But all I am doing with my work is attempting to understand God’s creation. For now, I’m making some great headway with my alchemy. Here, this is the recipe for sophick mercury.”

Oliver looked over his shoulder at the stack of papers Newton was showing him. He was stunned. There must have been more than a million words there—words Oliver knew would never be published. He wondered why Newton’s extensive work on alchemy never saw the light of day. Because of what he’d discovered? Or because he’d discovered nothing?

“See, I’m studying these ancient texts,” Newton said, “in relation to exploring the nature of matter.” He indicated the experiment set up on the table. “By repeatedly distilling mercury and heating it with gold, I’ve created this alloy. Look at its delicate branches. Just like a tree. The metal comes alive.”

Oliver found this all very fascinating. Perhaps there was something here in this laboratory that Newton was studying that would help them in their search for the Orb? Something that bordered the realms of science and magic? There had to have been a specific reason why Professor Amethyst wanted them to find Newton in the first place. In fact, Ralph had paraphrased his words as, “There’s only one person in the universe who can help.”

“Sir, Professor Amethyst sent us here for your help,” Oliver explained. “The power source for our school has been stolen. If it’s not returned within twenty-four hours the school will collapse.”

Newton gasped. “And Professor Amethyst thought I could help?”

He looked troubled and paced over to the window, where strong shards of light came through. In front of it was a strange object; a long brass pole with piece of oddly shaped glass affixed to it. Absentmindedly, he spun the glass. Suddenly, the colors of the rainbow sprayed out in different directions across the room. It was beautiful. Everyone gasped. 

“What’s that?” Ralph asked. 

“My newest invention,” Newton explained. “I refer to it as optics. By using the concept of alchemy, of breaking down a material into its component parts, I’ve discovered that color is actually a property of light. I’ve made many of these things”—he pointed at the glass—“in different shapes and sizes to see whether there are differing properties depending on which. There, that prism on the table is one.”

Oliver went over and angled the glass prism so it picked up the light. At once more rainbow colors came from it, spraying across the table. 

“Is this one too?” Esther asked. 

She was holding up a spyglass. 

“Yes.” Newton shook his head. “But that one never worked.”

Esther held it up to her eye. “It works for me.”

Newton’s eyes boggled. “What do you mean? What can you see?”

He was suddenly very animated and hurried toward her.

“Rainbows,” Esther said. “All over the place.”

She handed it to Newton. He looked through the glass. But his shoulders slumped with disappointment. “You’re mistaken. It still does not work. This one is a failure.”

“I’m not mistaken,” Esther contested. “I know what I saw. Here, give it to me.” 

Newton passed it to her and she looked through again. “Yes. There are definitely rainbows.”

“Let me have a go,” Oliver said. 

She handed it to him. He looked through. Sure enough, Newton’s laboratory was suddenly covered in rainbow lights. 

“She’s right,” he said. “It works. For us, anyway.”

Ralph came over and looked through the spyglass. He nodded in confirmation. All three seers could see through the glass.

“I think you’ve invented a piece of seer technology, Master Newton,” Oliver said, grinning. 

“Perhaps this was what Professor Amethyst sent us for?” Esther suggested. “Something through which only seers can see?”

Newton clicked his fingers suddenly, as if a moment of inspiration had come to him. “The shrouded school.”

Oliver frowned and exchanged a look with his friends. “The what?”

“The shrouded school!” Newton repeated. “A rumored place of magic, right here in London. I and the rest of the alchemy society have been trying to follow leads to find it, with no such luck. It is said to be hidden just out of sight of the human eye.”

Oliver’s eyes widened. “Do you think this might lead us to it? Perhaps we can see the school through it?”

Oliver ran to the window, suddenly excited. This could be it!

He held the glass up to the window and peered through. All manner of colors now bathed the streets. It was an amazing sight. 

“There!” Oliver cried. “On the horizon! I see something shimmering.”

The others ran over. They each took it in turns to look through the glass, inspecting the strange glow in the distance. 

“Whatever that is,” Ralph said, “it’s definitely magical.”

Hope blossomed in Oliver’s chest. “Do you think it might help us locate the Orb of Kandra?”

“Yes, perhaps,” Ralph agreed. “Or perhaps if we find the shrouded school there’ll be people there who can help.”

“We should investigate,” Esther suggested. “It’s our best lead so far.”

Oliver nodded his agreement.

“Take me with you,” Newton said. “If it is the shrouded school, I want to see it.”

Oliver chewed his lip, suddenly worried. If the school was shrouded from human eyes, then it must be for a good reason. And if Newton couldn’t even use the spyglass he’d invented, there had to be an even better reason! 

“Let’s go first, just the three of us,” Oliver explained. “Then we can come back and tell you if we found the school or not. Besides, you’re busy entertaining, aren’t you?”

Newton pouted a little. “You’re right. But you will come back, won’t you? And tell me what you found?”

“Of course,” Oliver exclaimed. He held up the spyglass. “We have to anyway, to return this.”

Newton nodded, though he seemed disappointed he was not able to join them in locating the school. He led them out into the corridor, passing them to the care of his butler.

“It was wonderful to meet you all,” Newton said. “Do come back some time when you’re not on a perilous quest. You never got to try the banana.”

The group walked to the door. 

“We will,” Oliver promised Newton. “You have my word. Just as soon as we’ve saved the school.”

“Good luck!” Newton said. 


 

 

 

CHAPTER TWENTY THREE

 

Chris was lying on his back. He touched his torso, his legs, his head. He was in one piece. 

He recalled the terrifying plunge from the rooftop and sat up, blinking with surprise. Was he dead? Was this hell? He appeared to be in a very dark room. 

“You’re awake,” came the voice of Malcolm. It seemed to be all around him, coming from all directions. 

Chris glanced about in the darkness. “Where are you?”

“You won’t be able to see me,” Malcolm replied. “You’re human. There’s a veil over your eyes.”

“Well, take it off,” Chris stammered. “This is freaking me out.”

He could hear the click-click-click of Malcolm’s footsteps on what sounded like a marble floor. But Chris could see nothing.

“There’s only one way to remove the veil,” Malcolm said. “And that’s for you to join us.”

“Join who?”

“Us. Here. At Obsidian School.”

Chris’s mind reeled. He had no idea what Malcolm was talking about. 

“Fine. Whatever. Just let me see.”

Suddenly, Malcolm’s face appeared before him, just an inch away. It looked like candlelight was glowing on it, though Chris could see no candles.

“You’ll have to sign this contract first,” Malcolm said.

Chris noticed a piece of parchment in his hands and a golden quill. Chris realized then that the light was coming from the quill.

Without even reading what he was signing, he grabbed the quill in his fist and quickly scribbled his name onto the parchment. 

All at once, the room blazed with light, so bright Chris had to shield his eyes. When he finally opened his eyes again, he got his first glance at where he was. 

It looked like a ballroom, with shiny black marble floors and dark wood-paneled walls. The ceiling was very high and there were several sweeping staircases leading upward to doors and walkways. Right at the top of the ceiling, directly in the center, Chris could see a small opening. The moon shone through it. 

“Did we come through there?” Chris stammered.

“Yes,” Malcolm said, smiling. 

“But how?” Chris still didn’t understand. How had he fallen so far and yet was still in one piece? And where was this strange place? Hidden beneath the streets of New Jersey?

Before Chris had the chance to ask any of his questions, he felt his stomach heave. “I think I’m going to throw up.”

Malcolm crouched down. “Just travel sickness. It will pass.”

“Travel sickness?” Chris asked, confused. “Where have I traveled to?”

“You’re at Obsidian School,” Malcolm explained. “We exist within dimensions.”

“Within…” Chris began to repeat. Then he threw up his breakfast. 

Malcolm looked disgusted. “Come on. Get up. Let’s get you cleaned up for your initiation ceremony.”

He grabbed Chris’s hand and heaved his bulky weight up to standing. 

“My what?” Chris asked, wiping drool from his lips with the back of his hand. 

“Initiation,” Malcolm repeated. He waved the parchment. “You’ve enrolled at the school now.”

Chris wasn’t particularly pleased to hear he’d just signed himself up to joining a new school, especially this one which looked as fancy as the Catholic school near Campbell Junior High. 

“Are there fees?” he asked. “’Cause my parents are dirt poor. And what are the lessons like? I hate learning stuff. There better not be any history classes.” Then he shuddered. “Or French. No way am I sitting through all that oui madame stuff. I thought this was all about pummeling Oliver!”

Malcolm frowned at Chris, clearly annoyed at the barrage of questions he was firing at him. He shook his head. “No fees. No lessons. This isn’t a normal school, Chris. It’s a seer school. And once we initiate you, you’ll get your powers.”

Chris stared at Malcolm in disbelief. “Powers? You mean like the ones Oliver has?” 

The thought of becoming a freak like his brother disturbed him. But then he recalled all the things Oliver had done to him. If he had powers himself he could do that stuff back tenfold! He could send Oliver sliding on his butt through the streets of New Jersey!

He followed Malcolm to the staircase, suddenly excited. “You’re making me a seer?”

“Not just any seer,” Malcolm said. “The best kind of seer. An evil seer.”

“Evil?” Chris grinned. “I like the sound of that!”

He followed Malcolm up the tall staircase. It made his thighs ache to get all the way to the top. Hopefully when he had powers he’d be able to fly or float or something. Stairs were annoying. 

They walked across a dark corridor lit by flaming torches. The Obsidian School was very cold, Chris noticed. 

“Hey, am I supposed to dorm here or something?” he asked, hurrying to keep up with Malcolm. “Because it’s way too cold. There’d better be blankets. And I’m not sharing a room. Not with anyone.”

Malcolm halted suddenly and turned on his heel. Chris had clearly infuriated him and he’d reached the end of his tether. He stared at Chris with dark, menacing eyes. The veins in his neck popped. 

He raised his hand up. Then suddenly Chris flew back against the wall. Though Malcolm was not touching him, it felt to Chris like his hands were wrapped around his throat. He struggled for breath, kicking out against the wall as he thrashed about in terror. 

“No,” Malcolm said coldly. “You won’t be dorming here. You have a mission. One you’ll be undertaking once you’ve been initiated. So shut your mouth and listen.”

Chris could feel the pressure in his face as his oxygen reserves ran out. He nodded, desperate to be released. 

Finally, the grip of Malcolm’s fingers released from his throat. Chris fell to the floor, gasping for breath. His vision was blurry, but he could make out Malcolm’s feet as he marched away.

“Come on!” Malcolm’s voice boomed.

And suddenly, Chris was sliding on his hands and knees. He looked up and saw that Malcolm was doing it, dragging him all the way across the polished floorboards with just the power of his mind. He slid right up to Malcolm’s feet and peered up at the menacing boy. 

Malcolm sneered. “Come on now. No need to grovel. Pick yourself up. Dust yourself off. There’ll be far worse than that awaiting you.”

Chris immediately leapt up. The smirk had been wiped clean from his face. Usually, he loved irritating people. But not Malcolm. The strange boy terrified him. 

 

Chris looked over at the door Malcolm had stopped outside of. The sign on it read Mistress Obsidian. 

Malcolm rapped his knuckles sharply against it. The door creaked open and in he went. Trembling from the terrifying encounter, Chris took a tentative step inside.

There was a large round table in the middle of the room and candelabras dotted around the place. The walls were black. It reminded Chris of a vampire’s lair. At the head of the table was a large throne, and a terrifying looking woman sat on it.

“Christopher Blue,” she said, smiling disconcertingly. “I’m so pleased you decided to join us here at Obsidian’s. I’m Mistress Obsidian, the head teacher here.”

She held out a hand for Chris to shake. Her fingers were long and pale and bony. Her nails were like shiny black talons. 

He shook her hand. The skin was as cold as ice. 

“Please, take a seat,” she said.

Chris and Malcolm sat at the table. Mistress Obsidian turned to Malcolm. He handed her the parchment that Chris had signed.

She looked at it with glee, then rolled it back up.

“You’ve not let me down,” she told Malcolm. “You’ve done exactly as I’ve asked.”

Malcolm tipped his chin up with pride. 

But Chris was feeling particularly impatient. He didn’t want to sit here listening to Malcolm being praised all day. He wanted to get his powers so he could start punishing Oliver. 

“Can we get on with the initiation?” he said. “I want my powers.”

Mistress Obsidian snapped her cold, dark eyes his way. “You’re eager.”

“Eager to smash Oliver to a pulp, yeah,” Chris said, slamming his fist on the table. 

A smile seeped across her lips. 

“In which case, let’s waste no more time.”

She stood and walked over to the window. When she returned she was holding a strange metal object. It looked like a cattle brand, the type used to burn numbers onto the flanks of cows.

“Er… what’s that for?” Chris asked, shuffling in his seat. 

“You’ll need a dark mark,” the headmistress said. “We all have them.” 

Malcolm pushed up his shirt sleeve then to reveal a scar on the flesh of his arm. It was a strange symbol that resembled a volcano.

“The mark of Obsidian,” Malcolm said, looking at it with pride. 

Chris started to feel scared. He didn’t want to be branded!

The headmistress sat back down in her throne. Then with a wave of her hand, the candle on the table before suddenly changed. Its flame turned black.

She held the piece of metal into the fire.

“Now hold out your arm, Christopher,” she said, as the metal turned red hot. “There’s a good boy.”

Chris’s mouth went dry. He shook his head. “No. I don’t want that.”

But suddenly, his arm thunked down onto the table without him even deciding to. Panicking, he looked up and saw Malcolm’s eyes fixed on his arm. The boy was doing this! Just like before when he’d squeezed Chris’s throat without even touching him, he was now holding his arm down onto the table with just his mind. 

“It only stings for a second,” he said menacingly. 

Mistress Obsidian raised the red-hot brand into the air and brought it down on Chris’s flesh in a sudden, sweeping motion.

Chris screamed as white-hot pain raced from the place the brand was touching him. His skin sizzled, and the smell of burned flesh made him gag. He’d never felt anything so awful. It hurt more than anything he’d ever known.

Tears sprang into his eyes but he fought them down. There was no way he was crying in front of them. 

Suddenly, Mistress Obsidian removed the brand. Malcolm’s invisible bindings were also released. 

Chris cradled his arm to his chest. There was a horrible red welt seared into the skin. The smell was unbearable. He wanted to weep but he kept his tears at bay. 

Mistress Obsidian stood again, returning the brand to its place in the glass cabinet in the corner of the room. But she wasn’t done. She pulled something else out and began to pace toward Chris. He saw that she was holding a black-bladed knife.

Chris instantly shunted back in his seat. “Don’t… don’t cut me!” he pleaded.

Mistress Obsidian tipped her head back and laughed. In his seat opposite Chris, Malcolm cackled as well. 

Mistress Obsidian walked slowly back to the table and sat at her throne. She held the knife in front of her, tip pointing to the sky. 

“This isn’t to cut you, dear boy,” she said. “This is to cut the universe.”

Then she brought it very slowly and carefully down, as if slicing a piece of cake. Chris gasped as he realized she was cutting right through the air. 

“Have you ever seen a star up close?” she murmured. 

She peeled the sides of the slit she’d made and bright blinding light burst out. Chris blinked against the brightness of it. 

Through his squinted vision, Chris could just make out Mistress Obsidian reaching in through the slice she’d made and scooping something out. Then she pinched the slit all along the length and it sealed up.

Chris’s heart was beating very fast. He looked at Mistress Obsidian. In her palm there lay a bright shining ball of light, just the same size as a pill.

“Once the power is within you,” Mistress Obsidian said, “we will send you on a very special mission.”

She waved her spare hand over a large bowl of glittering liquid. Chris squinted and saw an image begin to appear in it. It was Oliver.

His jaw went rigid. He began to grind his teeth. 

“How do I get the power within me?” he said. 

“You swallow this.” Mistress Obsidian held up the glowing pill.

“What is it?” Chris asked. 

“It is part of the universe. The only way to make a human a seer is to swallow it.”

Chris stared at the piece of star in her palm. His arm was throbbing from the brand. He felt exhausted from everything he’d been put through in this office. It had been traumatizing. He didn’t want to invite in any more pain. 

But then he remembered Oliver’s stupid face. He’d do anything for revenge. Even swallow a piece of the universe.

He reached forward and took the pill-sized glowing thing out of Mistress Obsidian’s hand. Then he put it in his mouth and swallowed.

A second later, his insides seemed to turn to flame. 


 

 

 

CHAPTER TWENTY FOUR

 

Oliver still couldn’t quite believe he’d been in the presence of Sir Isaac Newton. But he also knew he had to focus and find the mysterious shrouded school. 

He held up the spyglass, peering into the direction he’d originally seen the light on the horizon. It was still there, a burst of aquamarine rays.

“It’s that way,” Oliver said, pointing.

He, Esther, and Ralph headed into the busy streets. 

It was just starting to rain as they began to walk the narrow cobbled streets of 1690s London. It was extremely noisy and the air was thick with the smell of garbage, smoldering metal, horse manure and urine. Oliver could hardly believe that over a third of the population had recently perished, considering how overcrowded the city still was. It must have been even worse before, though Oliver couldn’t imagine how all those people had fit in. 

“WATCH OUT!” a voice suddenly shouted from behind.

The three friends leapt to the side just in time for a horse rider to come galloping past. The horses’ hooves splashed into the puddles, spraying them all in cold rain water and manure. 

Esther looked appalled. She stared down at her disgusting clothes. “Well, that’s just great.”

Ralph grimaced. “Now what?”

“We’re right by an inn,” Oliver said, gesturing to a sign that read The Lion. “Let’s go inside and dry off.”

They went into the pub. It was warm, with a crackling fire. But very little light came in through the windows, which appeared to be covered up with dark curtains, giving the space a sort of seedy vibe. The only light came from small candles on each table. It also smelled musty, like ale and cooked meat, and was filled with tables and patrons. Clearly the early hour of the day didn’t matter too much to the drinking men of London. 

As Oliver and his friends went over to the fireplace, every pair of eyes in the room followed them. Oliver got the immediate feeling that coming in here had been a bad idea. 

“Oi,” the barman called in a gruff voice. He was standing behind the bar cleaning glasses with a rag. “What are you lot drinking?”

Oliver was taken aback by the question. They were clearly children. They weren’t here to drink!

“Nothing, thank you,” he stammered. “We just came in here to get out of the rain and dry off.”

“Dry off?” the barman said angrily. “Does this pub look like an umbrella to you?” He sniffed, clearly catching a waft of the horse manure they’d been splattered with. “What are you, beggars?”

Oliver shrank back, definitely feeling like coming in here was a terrible idea. The rest of the patrons were staring at them too, like they clearly didn’t belong. 

“Let’s get out of here,” Esther said.

“That’s right!” the landlord shouted. “Scram!”

They started to back away for the door.

Just then, a group of young teenage boys who’d been sitting at the window stood up. They blocked their route out of the inn. The tallest one stood at the front of the pack. He looked filthy, his clothes little more than rags. Oliver immediately saw scabs on his knuckles. This kid was a regular fighter. A local ruffian looking for trouble. 

“Don’t worry,” the boy shouted over to the barman. “We’ll teach these pipsqueaks a lesson.”

He pushed over a chair. It went flying to the floor with a loud bang. 

Oliver gulped. A bar brawl was the last thing he wanted to get involved in right now. It was an even less welcome diversion from their mission than the horse manure had been! 

“We’re leaving,” Oliver told the boy. “We don’t want a fight.”

The boy just grinned, showing off the gaps where his teeth ought to have been. “Well, I do.”

Around them, the rest of the patrons were getting excited. They clearly wanted to witness a brawl. Violence and entertainment went hand in hand in the seventeenth century, Oliver thought.

He looked over his shoulder at Esther on one side, then Ralph on the next. Oliver could see in their eyes that both had already gone into the trancelike state needed to tap into their powers. He personally really did not want to use up his powers for a situation like this; it was draining and he wanted to save them for any possible rogues that may be after them. But he also knew that there was no other way the three of them could fend the teenagers off. They were bigger. Tougher. And they clearly did this on the regular. There was no other option. 

“All right then,” Oliver said with a sigh, pushing up his overall sleeves. “You asked for it.”

Ralph was the first to take action. Using his biological specialism, he turned his attention to the candles on each table. Suddenly, each flame grew, transforming from a small flame to a huge foot-high blast, like pillars of fire. From the hearth, he made the fire burst outward in a blast. The heat in the room increased tenfold. 

The patrons still at their tables leapt back in the air, screaming. “Witches! Devils!”

If the teenage ruffians were scared by Ralph’s display of power, they hid it from their expressions and continued to advance on Oliver, Esther, and Ralph.

Esther cast out her powers next. She used her sonar specialism to make a make a shrill high-pitched sound pulse out from where she stood. It moved in waves, each one shriller and louder than the last. This time, the ruffians had no choice but to react. They cried out, grabbing their ears in pain. 

But it didn’t hamper them for long. The leader grew furious. He bashed another chair across the room, this time with another force to splinter it. The spraying shards of wood flew out in all directions, making the patrons cower. People started running for the door, trying to get away from the mayhem. They shoved past Oliver, Ralph, and Esther, scrambling to get out.

But the three friends stood their ground. 

Soon, only the ruffians remained. Clearly, they were going to see this through.

Suddenly, they ran at them, their fists raised for hand-to-hand combat. Oliver delivered the next blow. He cast his powers out, shoving the boys backward. They flew through the air and landed on a table, making it crack and fall apart beneath them. The glasses on top came crashing to the ground. 

The boys landed in a heap, groaning. One of them had a large gash under his eye from the smashed glass.

“Let’s get out of here,” he stammered. “It’s not worth it.”

The main boy looked like he wanted to call him a coward. But when he looked up at Oliver, Esther, and Ralph in their poised positions, all three clearly completely unruffled by their attempts to intimidate them, he changed his mind.

The ruffians hurried out of the pub, their tails firmly between their legs. 

Ralph let go of his powers, allowing the candle flames to return to normal.

Oliver looked around at the now destroyed room. 

“Well,” Esther commented with a smirk. “That was one way of drying off.”


 

 

 

CHAPTER TWENTY FIVE

 

The fire in Chris’s stomach finally stopped burning. He opened his eyes and blinked, surprised to find he was still in Mistress Obsidian’s office. She and Malcolm were both peering at him. His whole body had flopped over onto the table. He pulled himself to sitting. 

“Is it over?” he asked, hearing his voice come out frustratingly timid. 

Mistress Obsidian folded her hands in front of her. “It is. How do you feel? Different?”

Christopher looked down at his hands, turning them over and back again. They looked normal. He touched his body. Nothing felt any different.

“I don’t think so,” he said. “Not really.”

“It may take a little while before they come into effect,” Mistress Obsidian said. “While we’re waiting, let’s talk about your mission.”

The door opened then, and in came a group of students. They took the empty seats around Chris.

“This is your team,” Mistress Obsidian announced.

“My team?” Chris repeated. “You mean I get to be leader?”

But Malcolm interjected immediately. “Whoever’s strongest leads. That’s how it works at Obsidian’s.”

“That’s correct,” the headmistress replied. “Malcolm is our top student. He’ll be orchestrating this mission.”

Chris felt immediately put out. He’d always been the strongest in every group he’d led. He was a natural leader. People revered him and feared him, the two most important components of leadership. And if it was case of just showing his strength to take over the top dog position, well then, Chris would have to make sure he put Malcolm in his place sooner rather than later. There was no way he was letting that weirdo tell him what to do.

“Your mission,” Mistress Obsidian continued, “will take place in 1690. London.”

An excited whisper went around the room. Chris felt his mouth drop open.

“Wait. You mean… we’ll be traveling in time?”

He caught sight of Malcolm’s superior expression, like Chris was dumb for not realizing their mission would involve time travel. Chris’s hatred toward him grew even stronger. He couldn’t wait for his powers to kick in. Then he’d show him who was really superior. 

“Yes,” Mistress Obsidian said. “I’ve prepared the portal for you. Your mission is to track down Oliver Blue and destroy him once and for all.”

“Sounds good to me,” Chris said. “Let’s go.”

He pushed up from the table. All at once, his head began to swim. He staggered, feeling a wave of nausea overcome him.

“Errr…” he groaned, “I don’t feel so good.”

The room was swimming. Chris grabbed the table to steady himself. But where his hands gripped onto the sides, the wood melted. 

He gasped and pulled his hands back, staring at them with shock. The imprint of his hands was left behind as the wood dripped to the floor. 

“Did I do that?” he stammered. 

“Your powers are kicking in,” Mistress Obsidian said with a menacing smile.

“I changed the wood from solid to liquid!” Chris exclaimed. 

He turned and put his hands on his chair. The same thing happened. The wood turned into a viscous goo and pooled onto the floor. Chris let out a manic laugh.

“That’s brilliant!”

“You’ll be able to do a lot more than melt things soon,” Mistress Obsidian told him. “Now come on, all of you. It’s time to go.”

Chris was still staring at his hands in disbelief. The power was intoxicating. And this was just the start of it? What would happen when he got all his powers? It would be amazing! He’d be invisible!

He realized almost everyone had left the room and hurried to catch up. 

Mistress Obsidian was up ahead, striding through the corridors, her cloak billowing out behind her. All the students stopped and stared as she passed. They looked at Malcolm and the rest of the elite students she’d picked for this task with evident envy. 

Chris welled with pride. Finally, his one talent in life—pounding Oliver—was being rewarded. He couldn’t wait to get back in time and see the look on his sappy little brother’s face when he realized what was happening! It would be priceless.

Mistress Obsidian waltzed into a chamber and everyone hurried in after her. Chris saw a large ancient-looking archway standing in the room, with a strange black and purple swirling vortex in the middle of it.

His mouth dropped open. “What’s that…?”

“A transportation portal,” Malcolm told him, like it was obvious.

Chris decided he truly hated Malcolm. The boy was snooty. Self-important. Chris was determined to usurp him and take his position as leader of the group. It ought to be him anyway, he was the one who had a direct link to Oliver, after all. This mission was made for him!

“In you go,” Mistress Obsidian said. “Remember, destroy Oliver Blue. That’s what you need to do.”

Chris stepped up to the portal. He saluted Mistress Obsidian. “Don’t worry about it. I’ll get Oliver for you. I won’t let you down.”

She smiled devilishly.

And Chris stepped into the portal. 


 

 

 

CHAPTER TWENTY SIX 

 

Oliver looked about the now empty pub. It was a complete mess. 

“Let me fetch you a drink,” the barman stammered, staring fearfully at Oliver, Esther, and Ralph. His whole demeanor had changed since their show of power. His gruff attitude had been replaced by compliant terror. “Do you like mead?”

Oliver shook his head. “No. Thank you. Like I said in the first place, we just wanted to dry off.” He grabbed one of the fallen chairs. “We’ll fix this mess up for you then get out your hair.”

Esther straightened the paintings that were askew on the walls, while Ralph used his powers to put the splintered table back in one piece. The whole while the barman watched them with a look of terror frozen on his face.

Suddenly, the doors to the inn burst open. Oliver turned to see what was happening. A group of people were standing in the doorway, silhouetted against the rain. They were brandishing clubs and flaming torches.

Oliver sighed. “Not again.” 

“We heard there were witches!” the leader brayed, stomping into the inn. 

The others followed him inside and Oliver got a clearer view of the weapons they were brandishing. One was holding chains with balls on the end, another nunchucks. A third wielded a nasty-looking club with bits of sharp metal sticking out of it. Oliver didn’t like the idea of being on the receiving end of that.

The leader of the peasant pack looked at the barman. He was still trembling, his fearful gaze locked on the three children. 

“No… no witches,” he stammered, clearly too scared of an imagined retribution to admit it. “Just some kids.”

The group of vigilantes looked suspiciously at Oliver, Esther, and Ralph. Oliver tried to make his face look as innocent as possible. He really didn’t want to get embroiled in another fight. 

But suddenly, a large boom sounded out from behind him. Oliver flinched at the noise. He saw the expressions on the faces of the vigilantes immediately turn to horror. 

Oliver twirled on the spot to see what was happening behind him. To his dismay, a swirling black and purple vortex was growing in the middle of the room. 

“A time portal!” Esther cried. 

Oliver staggered back, bumping into the vigilantes who moments earlier had come to fight but were now fearfully entranced by the growing portal. 

“Do you think Professor Amethyst sent it for us?” Ralph asked.

But Oliver shook his head. This wasn’t right. He felt a horrible sense of approaching doom.

Suddenly, from the vortex, people started to emerge, marching confidently into the inn. It was a group of kids. They were all around the same age as Esther, Ralph, and Oliver, and they were wearing black uniforms.

Oliver gasped as he realized that this must be the pack of students Ralph had told them about who attacked the school. Not an army but a group of school kids.

Then something so unexpected happened Oliver could hardly get his head around it.

The last figure to emerge through the portal muscled his way through the pack of kids until he was standing at the front. It was someone Oliver thought he’d never see again. It was none other than his brother, Chris.

“Hello, Oliver,” Chris said menacingly. “Surprised to see me?”


 

 

 

CHAPTER TWENTY SEVEN

 

Chris’s body felt very strange after stepping through the time portal, like his shoes were suddenly made of lead. It was a peculiar feeling but it paled in comparison to the elation he felt looking at the expression on Oliver’s face. That was priceless. All the pain he’d gone through in Mistress Obsidian’s office had been worth it just for this moment. 

“What’s this?” Malcolm said, nodding to the group of peasants standing behind Oliver brandishing weapons. “The welcoming committee?”

Chris heard a smattering of laughter come from the Obsidian students. He gritted his teeth. He didn’t want them looking to Malcolm as leader. He wanted to command them. He’d have to show off his strength in order to take his rightful place as boss. 

“What’s going on?” Oliver stammered. “Why are you here? How are you here?”

Chris smirked. “You always thought you were the special one. With your inventions and your powers. Well, guess what? Now I’m special, too.”

Oliver shook his head. He looked pained, like he was on the verge of tears. It made Chris’s heart thump with vengeful joy.

“How?” Oliver yelled. “You can’t be a seer too!”

Chris folded his arms. “Well, I am. And all I had to do was swallow a bit of a star!”

“It doesn’t work like that,” his pathetic little brother refuted. “You can’t just swallow a star and become a seer! The universe must gift you the powers.”

Chris looked at Malcolm out of the corner of his eye. As much as he disliked the weaselly-looking boy, he did trust that he and Mistress Obsidian had imbued him with seer powers. 

“Yeah?” Chris jeered. “Then how can I do this?”

He threw his hands forward in front of him and tried to shove Oliver backward, just as he’d seen Malcolm do. 

But nothing happened. Chris felt his cheeks burn. Why wasn’t it working?

Quickly, he grabbed a pint glass from the table. It turned to liquid in his hand. He grinned triumphantly at the stunned look on Oliver’s face.

“A witch!” one of the peasants cried. 

Suddenly, they were charging forward at the Obsidians, waving their flaming torches. Chris managed to grab hold of a torch as it swung toward his face. He wrenched it from the hands of the man holding it. He tried to jab it back at his attacker but the whole thing melted in his hands, flame and all. His fledgling powers were proving a little difficult to control. 

All around Chris, the Obsidians started battling with the local peasants. Chris reveled in the chaos. This was brilliant! He’d been given a license to wreak havoc. As flames and lightning bolts shot over his head, he ducked out of the way, laughing with glee at the thrill of it all.

Without a weapon, the peasant Chris had first been confronted by lunged at him with his hands bared, going straight for his throat. But what the peasant wasn’t counting on was that hand-to-hand combat was Chris’s first passion, and he was far more adept at using his elbows and self-defense skills than he was at using his powers. 

He slammed the heel of his hand into the man’s chin. The man staggered back, dazed. He’d bitten his tongue in the attack and stammered with a lisp, “I’m outta here.”

Then he scarpered out the door.

Chris waved his fist triumphantly. “Yeah! Get lost, you loser!”

The rest of the peasants scurried from the inn hastily. Even the barman left, shouting, “You’re animals! All of you! A pack of filthy animals!”

Then the door slammed shut and the only people left were the seers.

The Obsidians stood there, panting, staring at the three Amethyst seers.

Chris stood triumphantly at the head of them. He locked his eyes on Oliver. “See? Now that I’m a seer like you, I can kick your butt properly.” He pummeled his fist into his palm. “You and your goofy friends.”

He couldn’t help but laugh. It was so satisfying to see the smug, goody-two-shoes Oliver finally brought down a peg or two.

But suddenly, Malcolm muscled his way forward so he was standing beside Chris. Chris glared at him. He was trying to steal his thunder. Encroaching on Chris’s moment of triumphant, the moment Mistress Obsidian had tasked to him.

“We have the Orb!” Malcolm told Oliver.

Though Chris had no idea what that meant, he could tell by Oliver’s expression that this was a shocking revelation. His little brother looked like he’d been stung in the mouth by a bee.

“And it’s been hidden,” Malcolm continued. “Without it, your pathetic school will collapse.”

“Why did you even come here then?” Oliver demanded. “If you already have the Orb? If our school is already going to crumble? What do you want with us?”

Chris slammed his fist into his palm. “We came here to destroy you.”

Oliver’s eyes darted all over the place, as if looking for an escape route. But Chris knew there was none. There was no way out for his brother or his pathetic friends. He had them this time. 

“Ralph…” Oliver said, looking over at the tall, gangly boy beside him. “Use the knife.”

“What?” Ralph cried. “No!”

“There’s no other way!” Oliver stammered.

Just then, Chris saw the tall boy, Ralph, pull a knife from his pocket. It was exactly the same as the one Mistress Obsidian had used to slice open the dimension.

“Hey! You’re not allowed that!” Chris bellowed at Ralph. “Only Mistress Obsidian can use that knife!”

He lunged forward for it, feeling a strange sense of loyalty for the woman who’d plucked him from obscurity and given him the power to get his own back on Oliver.

But Ralph stabbed out with the knife, just nicking Chris’s skin. Chris winced and drew his arm back into his chest.

“You’re going to regret that,” he sneered.

All at once, the pack of kids behind him advanced on Oliver and his two friends, backing them into a corner. 

Now, they were toast.


 

 

 

CHAPTER TWENTY EIGHT

 

Chris watched, his arms folded, his grin spreading across his lips. But when his posse was a mere inch from getting them, they all stopped.

“What are you doing?” Chris demanded.

Malcolm turned, his face angry with rage. “There’s a shield. One of them must have a sonic specialism.”

Chris hadn’t really listened to Malcolm’s explanation of the different seer specialisms, nor of the differences between cobalt and bromine, nor any of the scientific mumbo-jumbo. All he cared about was being strong and fighting. But his own powers were virtually non-existent at the moment, although according to Mistress Obsidian they’d develop over time. To see his gang floundering helplessly because of a stupid shield made him furious. 

“Do something!” he screamed. “Zap them with lightning or laser beams from your eyes or whatever it is you do!”

But it was no good. They’d been completely disabled by the shield.

Malcolm turned on Chris. “You do something if you’re so powerful!”

 

*

 

Oliver could hardly believe what was going on. Chris was a seer! He’d just waltzed through a time portal into 1690 to destroy him! It was impossible to comprehend. 

Esther’s shield was holding the evil school kids back but Oliver knew she wouldn’t be able to hold it forever. They were trapped. Outnumbered. There was no way out.

As Chris argued furiously with one of the Obsidians, Oliver heard a noise come from the window behind him. It sounded like psst.

He stole a quick glance behind him. To his surprise, there was a boy there, peering through the window, which he’d wedged slightly open. 

“Come on,” the boy said, beckoning. 

Oliver realized this was their chance. The Obsidians were blocked behind a shield. Chris was distracted, too busy arguing with the other boy. They could slip out the window!

“Esther. Ralph,” he said out the corner of his mouth. “This way.”

Oliver ran for the window and squeezed through the small opening. A second later, Esther tumbled after him. Finally, Ralph did the same. They’d all escaped unscathed.

Oliver stared at the boy who’d come to the window. He looked familiar. 

“Who are you?” he asked.

“No time for that,” the boy replied. “Quick. This way!”

He started to run.

Oliver followed, going as fast as his legs could carry him. The cold London air stung his lungs. Beside him, Esther and Ralph ran just as hard, their expressions mirror images of his own. None of them could comprehend what had just happened.

When they were finally satisfied that they’d lost Chris and the rest of the Obsidians, they drew to a halt in a narrow side alleyway and took huge gasps of breath. 

“What the heck is going on?” Esther said. 

Oliver shook his head. “That was my brother.” He could hardly believe what he was saying. “He’s a seer…”

Ralph frowned. “But how? And what’s he doing with those kids who attacked the School for Seers?”

“They’re a rival school,” Oliver said as it all started to sink into place in his mind. “Didn’t you hear what Chris said about the knife? That Mistress Obsidian is the only one who’s allowed one. She sounds like a teacher, doesn’t she? And I’m sure I’ve heard that name before.”

He racked his brain, searching through his memories.

“That’s it!” Oliver clicked his fingers as it came back to him in a sudden whoosh. “Professor Amethyst mentioned the name before. Back when I did my seer test in his office. He said that I was the rarest type of seer, an atomic specialism with a bromine-cobalt mix. Then he said something like, ‘I don’t think even Mistress Obsidian has had a unique seer like you.’ Do you think Mistress Obsidian could be a rival headmistress?”

Ralph nodded.

“None of this makes sense,” Esther stammered. “There aren’t supposed to be any seer schools other than the School for Seers! And what was all that about Chris getting his powers from swallowing a star? That’s not how someone becomes a seer!” Her voice dropped morosely. “I feel like Professor Amethyst has been lying to us.”

Oliver shook his head. “We can’t know for certain. He may have hidden the truth about the evil school to protect us.”

Ralph spoke up. “Well, we can’t spend all day discussing it. None of that matters. We need to find the Orb.”

Just then, a cough interrupted them. Everyone turned, surprised, having completely forgotten about the mysterious boy who’d gotten them out of a tight corner. 

“I can help you,” the boy said. “I’m a seer.”

Everyone gasped. 

“Don’t you recognize me?” he added.

The boy removed his flat cap. All at once, Oliver realized it was the poor stable boy from Newton’s country manor, the one who’d been clipped around the ear by the mean maid, Miss Dean. 

“Yes… yes, I do,” Oliver replied. “But what are you doing here in London?”

“I’ll explain everything on the way,” the boy said. He turned and started to run again.

“On the way where?” Oliver asked. 

The boy looked over his shoulder. “The London School for the Future-Sighted, of course!”

Oliver exchanged a look with Esther and Ralph.

“That must be the shrouded school?” Esther said. 

Oliver shrugged. “There’s only one way to find out.”

They hurried after the boy. 


 

 

 

CHAPTER TWENTY NINE

 

“Where is he?” Chris bellowed, glaring at the far end of the inn, at the place where Oliver and his friends had previously stood.

Malcolm turned too, gaping at the open window. “They escaped!”

Chris turned and thumped his fist against the wall of the inn. He immediately winced and pulled it into his chest to cradle. He was so furious. Mistress Obsidian had given him an amazing opportunity to pulverize Oliver once and for all—and a whole gang of seers to help—and yet somehow he’d escaped. Right when they’d had him cornered! It was too infuriating. 

He turned back, directing his annoyance at Malcolm. “How could you let this happen?”

Malcolm’s face turned rageful. “Me? What about you? What did you do? You just stood there!”

Chris glowered at him. “I used up my powers earlier. When will I get more? Why did they fail so quickly?”

“It can take up to a day to digest a star,” Malcolm replied. Then with a sneer of disgust, he added, “Longer for those of a tubbier disposition.”

Anger flamed in Chris’s stomach, racing through his body and into his face. How dare he?

He grabbed Malcolm, his rage boiling over, and shoved him back against the brick wall, pinning him there. 

“Did you do this on purpose?” he demanded. “Did you make it so my powers would weaken like that, so you could lead?”

Malcolm pushed back with his arms, but Chris barely moved an inch. He was far bulkier and physically stronger, even if his powers were weak in comparison. 

“You’re an idiot,” Malcolm said. “Your powers come from the universe. It’s got nothing to do with me.”

“Don’t you dare call me an idiot!” Chris bellowed.

He slammed his palm into the wall right next to Malcolm’s head, making him flinch. But Malcolm wasn’t going to just stand there and take it. 

Using his powers, Malcolm pushed Chris backward. He went flying across the room, smashing into a table. It crashed beneath him, sending him sprawling to the floor. 

All the Obsidian spectators gasped with excitement. 

Chris groaned, winded from the blow. But he wasn’t giving up that easily. 

If they want a fight, I’ll give them one, he thought.

He pulled himself up to his feet and charged Malcolm like a bull at a matador. But Malcolm held his hand out, pushing out with his invisible powers. Chris ran headlong into some kind of barrier. He felt his head slam into it, as if he’d run straight into a brick wall. He fell to the ground in agonizing pain.

From all around him, he could hear the Obsidians laughing. He wasn’t going to stand for it. No one laughed at Christopher Blue.

He tried to get up but his head was spinning. Black stars swam in his eyes. He couldn’t get his balance enough to push himself to standing. 

All at once, Malcolm was looming over him. He crouched down on one knee and grabbed a fistful of Chris’s T-shirt. Then he yanked it toward him in one sharp movement, lifting Chris clean off the ground. Their faces were just an inch apart. 

“I think you’re forgetting who’s leader here,” Malcolm said in a sharp whisper. 

Chris’s head was still swimming but he was just able to formulate a sentence. “The strongest leads. That’s what Mistress Obsidian said.”

“And the strongest is me,” Malcolm replied. 

Then he pulled his fist into the air and brought it crashing into the side of Chris’s head.

Pain bloomed across Chris’s face . He’d never felt anything like it. In all his years as a bully, NO ONE had succeeded in beating him up. 

Another blow came from Malcolm’s bony knuckles and this time Chris tasted iron in his mouth. The weasel had split his lip!

He tried to shove Malcolm off but Malcolm must have been using his powers to keep him bound because Chris seemed unable to move. 

He’s cheating, he thought to himself. It’s not a fair fight.

Chris spat to the side, his lip stinging from the split in it. Then a third punch got him right in the ear, making it ring. It was so painful, Chris wanted to scream. But he wasn’t going to give Malcolm the satisfaction.

If only I had my powers, Chris thought. Then I’d show him who was strongest. 

He watched, completely helpless, as Malcolm’s fist came toward his face for a fourth time. But before it made contact, Chris felt a sudden change come over his body. It only took a split-second for a sudden ripple of power to emanate from his heart. It was a surge of his powers. They’d come back to him. 

Chris jerked his head sideways and Malcolm’s fist missed him. His movement had been agile, instinctive, and lightning-fast. 

Malcolm only had time to flash Chris a perplexed expression of confusion before Chris retaliated. 

He jabbed forward with his hand. The heel collided with Malcolm’s chin. The boy went arching back through the air. He flew all the way to the other side of the inn and slammed into the wall so hard he left a dent. 

The Obsidian students descended into excited hollering, like spectators at a sports match. 

Chris felt the invisible chains Malcolm had bound him with disappear. He leapt up to his feet, suddenly as light as a feather, and looked down at his hands. He could feel a crackle of energy in them. His powers had rejuvenated and they were stronger now than before.

He grabbed a pint glass from one of the tables. This time it didn’t automatically melt in his hands. He squeezed and the glass shattered. 

“Perfect,” Chris muttered with a grin. 

He locked gazes with Malcolm sprawled on the floor. The boy’s eyes were suddenly filled with shock. 

Chris thumped over and looked down at him. 

All the Obsidian kids started to speak in excited, hurried whispers. This was exactly the sort of thing they loved, Chris could tell. He loved it too. It was time to take his position as leader. 

“Strongest is leader, right?” he said, looking down his nose at Malcolm’s heaped form. “Then I challenge you to a fight. Let’s find out who’s strongest once and for all.”


 

 

 

CHAPTER THIRTY

 

“What’s your name?” Oliver asked, as he and the boy walked along the alleyway, their footsteps clacking against the cobblestone. 

Esther and Ralph were just behind, keeping a lookout in case the Obsidian School kids ambushed them again.

“Michael,” the boy replied. “Michael Chapelman.”

“That’s Esther and Ralph,” Oliver said, pointing at each of them in turn. “And I’m Oliver Blue. You work for Newton, don’t you? In his country manor.” 

“Sort of,” Michael explained. “My father is a farmer on the land there and he needs me to work to help pay the bills, so I help out at the stables and do odd jobs for Miss Dean. Father wants me to follow in his footsteps and become a farmer, too.”

“But you’re actually a seer,” Oliver finished for him. 

“Yes. Except we call ourselves future-sighted. I don’t think the term seer is adopted fully for at least another hundred years.”

“You seem very young to already have powers, if you don’t mind me saying.”

“Not at all,” Michael replied. “I’m ten, the youngest at my school.”

“How did you find out you were future-sighted?”

“Because of my link to Newton,” Michael explained. “He’s friends with time-traveling professors. I believe they initially thought he’d be gifted himself. But in reality, he’s just an exceptional human. Anyway, the professors realized I had the gift of future-sight almost immediately. One of the teachers came to fetch me on my tenth birthday. At first, my father let me attend the school. It was on his master’s orders, after all. But after a few months, he requested for me to be sent home. He said it was all witchcraft and he wants me to have no part of it. Then he forbade me from coming back.”

His story resonated with Oliver. Parents who didn’t understand, who stopped their children from fulfilling their potential, subjecting them to a life of hard work and misery… it was all a little close to his own upbringing. Not to mention the fact that Michael was so poorly treated by Miss Dean and looked half-starved. He reminded Oliver a lot of himself, and his story made Oliver feel a great sense of pity toward him.

“That’s a point,” Oliver said, suddenly thinking of something. “How did you get here? To London, I mean.”

Michael gave him a mischievous grin. “When Miss Dean said it was on Professor Amethyst’s orders, I knew it was my only chance. That name’s a big deal around the manor. None of the staff know why, they just know that if a message comes from Professor Amethyst they’re to obey immediately.”

“But you know.”

“Of course. Professor Amethyst is one of the most powerful seers to ever live!” Michael’s eyes sparkled with excitement. “I knew it was my one shot. So I snuck into the carriage when no one was looking, into the luggage rack that sits beneath it.”

Oliver’s mouth gaped open. “You were underneath the horse-drawn carriage that whole time?”

 Michael nodded. “It wasn’t particularly comfortable but I’m used to much worse.”

He fell silent then. Oliver knew he was referring to the awful working conditions he was subjected to by Miss Dean, Newton’s housekeeper. He felt very bad for Michael, especially the part about his father forbidding him from coming to the school. 

“Did you know,” Oliver said, encouragingly, “that Newton himself had a similar experience? His mother wanted him to be a farmer, just like his own father. It wasn’t easy for him to convince her that he had a brilliant, unique mind that needed proper schooling. And look how that worked out.”

Michael smiled. “Yes. Master Newton is very inspirational. If it weren’t for him, I wouldn’t have even had the chance to begin with. Say, does he go on to invent even more brilliant things?”

Oliver smiled then. “You just wait and see.”

They carried on their journey, weaving through the narrow streets of London. They passed several coffee houses filled with young men enjoying the recently imported teas and coffees from China, as well as ale houses.

As they walked, they tried to avoid all the peddlers attempting to sell their wares. 

“Eels!” Ralph exclaimed. “Did you see that? He was selling jellied eels! A whole basket of them!”

Michael laughed. “It’s a very popular delicacy round these parts. Jellied eels. Cockles. Oysters. Meat is only really eaten by the wealthy. The rest of us make do with what you can catch in the river.”

Oliver realized then that they were roughly following the route of the Thames westward. The river was full of merchant vessels bringing in exotic spices to the folk of London. It looked extremely polluted. The last thing he’d want to do was eat something that had been fished from its waters. 

“Is this your first time going back to the school?” Oliver asked Michael. “Since your father removed you, I mean?”

Michael nodded. “I wonder if my friends will have missed me.”

Oliver thought about the rest of his friends back at the School for Seers; Walter, Simon, and Hazel. They were all in danger. Every second that passed with the Orb of Kandra out of the school was another second it came closer to collapsing. 

“I’m sure they did,” Oliver replied. “They’ll be very pleased to see you.”

“I hope so,” came Michael’s somber reply. 

The roads started to widen, a clear sign they’d reached a wealthier area. But instead of grand houses like the one Newton resided in, there were instead many burnt out shells of homes standing derelict. Rats scurried through the ruins. 

“What happened here?” Esther asked.

“The Great Fire,” Michael explained, glancing over his shoulder at her.

“Of course,” Oliver said. 

He’d read all about the Fire of London in 1666. It had devastated the city. Even twenty-four years later it was still in the process of being rebuilt.

“That was another reason my father didn’t want me to leave Winchester,” Michael added. “The Great Fire. The Plague. He thinks London must be cursed.”

They continued walking through the fire-damaged streets. After a short while, newly built houses began to appear once again.

“All houses must be built with brick now,” Michael told them. “That way any fires won’t spread so quickly.”

Finally, they came to the westernmost reaches of London. Michael directed them down a dark alleyway sandwiched between two very tall buildings.

“The school is shrouded,” he explained.

Oliver looked at Esther. She’d been right. This was the shrouded school Newton had told them of. 

She pulled out Newton’s spyglass and looked through. She nodded in confirmation. “It’s beautiful.”

They reached a large steel door. Michael rapped his knuckles against it rhythmically. It sounded like some kind of special, secret knock. It was all very different from the holographic entrance door to the School for Seers and the slide-like vent one had to ride in order to reach it. 

With the screeching sound of metal on metal, a small window slit opened in the door. Two suspicious eyes peered out through the slit at Oliver, Esther, and Ralph. When they rested on Michael, they widened with recognition. 

“It’s me, Michael Chapelman,” the boy said, stepping closer to the door. “I’m a student here at the London School for the Future-Sighted.”

“I can see that!” came the muffled voice from behind the door.

There came the sound of a bolt unlatching inside, and a handle turning, then the door squeaked open. A widely smiling boy stood on the other side, his eyes no longer suspicious but filled with joy.

“Well, I never! Michael Chapelman! Never thought I’d see you again!”

He leapt forward and hugged the bony Michael tightly. 

“Samuel,” Michael said in a strained voice, his chest squeezed too tightly to make proper words.

Samuel let Michael go. He glanced at the three others, from Oliver to Ralph, and finally Esther. His gaze lingered on her a little longer than Oliver would have liked.

“Who are your friends?” Samuel asked.

“Other seers,” Michael replied.

Samuel frowned. “What are they doing here?”

Michael lowered his voice. “Let’s get inside. It’s not safe to talk out here.”


 

 

 

CHAPTER THIRTY ONE

 

Chris and Malcolm stood face to face in the alleyway outside the Lion Inn. The sky was starting to darken. All around them stood the rest of the Obsidian kids. The atmosphere was electric, the tension between Malcolm and Chris palpable. 

Chris knew he only had one shot at this. If Malcolm beat him again in front of everyone then he’d never win their respect and take his position as leader. But he was also aware that the powers that had come to him so far were in their infancy. He had no idea how to really control them, or what they even did. Besides melting things and being able to move more quickly, he had no idea what powers the universe had actually decided to imbue him with. Malcolm had already bragged about his own atomic specialism, which was supposedly the strongest type a seer could have. This wasn’t going to be an easy fight. But Chris was determined. And what he lacked in powers he certainly made up with in experience. He had thirteen years of bullying under his belt, after all, whereas Malcolm looked like the kind of wimp who’d spent his whole childhood on the receiving end of torment. 

Between them stood a ginger-haired girl. She was taking on a referee role. 

“The rules are as follows,” she said, projecting her voice so all the Obsidians could hear. “Anything goes! That’s it. One rule.”

Chris met Malcolm’s glare. His eyes were fixed on him. He glared right back. 

“On the count of three,” the girl cried. “One! Two! Three! Let the duel commence!”

Malcolm moved at lightning speed. One of his invisible bindings gripped Chris about the arms, squeezing them into his middle. It felt like a python had hold of him.

Chris knew that his powers seemed concentrated in his hands. Wriggling his trapped hands upward, he was just able to grasp hold of the magical ropes he could not see. Malcolm winced in pain as Chris gripped hold of the ropes. They melted away in his hands. He was free.

Chris charged, taking the split-second opportunity he’d gained. He knew he had to get his hands on Malcolm if he stood any chance of winning. 

Malcolm jumped to the side but Chris reached out and grabbed his sweater. The threads went up in flames, burning a fist-sized hole in Malcolm’s uniform.

Everyone cheered.

Malcolm looked down at the scorch mark, furious. “How dare you!” he bellowed. 

He came at Chris, hands bared, and got him round the throat. Using his powers to help, he pushed him up against the wall of the alleyway. Chris dangled there, several feet above the ground. He tried to lash out with his arms but Malcolm had pinned them against the wall too. There was no way he could move. 

Malcolm’s eyes bulged with menace as he stared evilly at Chris. Chris had never seen such hatred and rage. The boy was a psycho, he could see that now. Malcolm wanted to actually kill him. 

“Malcolm…” the ginger girl said from behind.

“You said anything goes,” Malcolm replied without missing a beat.

“But this isn’t a fight to the death!” the girl screamed. 

Chris gasped for breath but couldn’t get in even the smallest amount. He felt his life draining out of him. He thrashed and tried as best he could to make physical contact with Malcolm. But when he finally freed a hand and grasped him, he discovered he had nothing left. The small amount of powers he’d been imbued with seemed to have run out completely. All that happened now was a fizz coming from his palm. 

Malcolm laughed.

This was it, Chris thought. He’d messed up his one shot to take down Malcolm. And now he was going to die. 

Blackness seeped into his vision. 

“Malcolm!” the ginger referee cried again.

Just as Chris was about to lose consciousness, Malcolm finally let go.

Chris slid to the floor and took a huge gasp. He lay there in a heap as oxygen flooded his starved body. 

“You’re playing dirty,” he heard the referee girl say to Malcolm. 

“I’m using my strength,” Malcolm shot back. “That’s what the duel’s about.”

Chris wanted to get back up and keep sparring but his body felt like shattered glass. He just managed to get on all fours when, suddenly, heat raced through him like a red-hot lava. It was more intense than his usual fury. In fact, he felt like he was getting hotter and hotter. 

“Look!” someone yelled.

Chris glanced down at his hands and saw steam was coming off them. Then a pain like none other lanced through his entire body. He screamed. A black light burst from his mouth. 

The Obsidian students gathered around him in a circle, watching with expressions of alarm. 

“A black light!” someone cried.

“But that can only mean one thing,” another said. 

“His specialism is nuclear!” a third gasped. 

Chris screamed until he’d run out of air in his lungs. Then the light shut out and he fell forward, landing on his face in a cold puddle of rainwater. He curled into a ball, feeling like every nerve ending was on fire.

Silence fell.

Chris lay there, letting the cold water cool his searing skin. Then the pain started to ebb away. Where his hand lay in a puddle, he noticed that the water was starting to hiss and bubble like toxic waste. Could this be the nuclear specialism he’d overheard someone mention?

He pulled himself to sitting. In the place where he’d lain there was now an outline of his body. The ground beneath was melting and giving off noxious fumes. 

“It’s true!” someone cried. “He’s nuclear!”

“But there hasn’t been a nuclear in centuries,” someone else stammered.

Chris could hear the awe and fear in their voice. 

“I heard it was banned,” a third whispered. 

The more Chris overheard in their whispers, the more powerful he felt. By the sounds of things, he’d been given an extra special power. A rare one. A potentially very dangerous one. It must be a better power than all these wimps put together by the way they whispered with awe. Mistress Obsidian must have seen how special he was to have given him such incredible strength. 

Finally, he got to his feet, surprised to find his body no longer feeling battered but strong. He turned to look at his sparring partner. Malcolm’s eyes were wide with terror. Talk about poetic justice.

Chris held up his hand and saw green toxic goo covering them. He grinned. “Shall we carry on our fight?”

But Malcolm seemed to have lost all of his resolve. In fact, Chris could see that he’d started to tremble.

Chris let out a loud bark of a laugh. “Or are you too scared?” he challenged. 

Malcolm seemed too shocked to even speak. “No…” he stammered. 

Chris leapt on the opportunity to draw attention to his weakness. He looked at the Obsidians.

“Is this who you want to follow?” he sneered. “This pathetic, sniveling wretch? This coward who’s too afraid to finish our duel now that he’s discovered my specialism is nuclear?”

“I’m not too afraid,” Malcolm said in a wholly unconvincing voice.

The Obsidian kids watched Chris with rapt attention. He knew he had them now. 

“Or,” he bellowed, “do you want to follow me? Someone who not only has strength through his powers, but is physically strong as well? Someone who can fight hand-to-hand combat, and who’s mentally strong enough to finish what he’s started?” He directed the last scathing comment at Malcolm. 

The group began to cheer. Then they started chanting.

“Chris! Chris! Chris!”

A grin spread across Chris’s lips. He looked at Malcolm, whose face was a picture. He’d lost his spot as leader. Chris was ready to take his rightful position at the throne. 

“Good,” Chris snapped. “Then it’s settled. Now let’s stop wasting time. We have a mission to complete. It’s time to destroy Oliver once and for all.”


 

 

 

CHAPTER THIRTY TWO

 

The London School for the Future-Sighted was just as impressive as the School for Seers on the inside, but in a completely different way. First of all, the architecture was extremely old, giving it the feel of a medieval castle. The main hallway was hexagonal, with an enormous stone pillar in the middle stretching from the ground floor all the way to the top. The only way in which it was similar to their own beloved school was that it was filled with busy students hurrying from class to class. 

Samuel hooked his arm through Michael’s as they walked. “What are they feeding you on that farm? You look half starved. Come on, let’s get some proper food in you. They’ve just started shipping in pineapples. Have you ever tried them? They’re extremely sweet and juicy.”

Samuel guided Michael toward a banquet hall. Oliver, Esther, and Ralph followed. The room was absurdly long and very narrow, with a single table stretching along the entire length of it and two wooden benches either side. It was so long, in fact, that it disappeared into the shadows. And coming from the far end, though too far away to even see, a string quartet played a sorrowful tune. The notes echoed through the huge, cavernous room.

“You get violins at dinner?” Esther remarked, as she took her seat on the bench. 

Ralph sat beside her, glancing about him. “Where’s the belt to clip in?”

Michael frowned. “Clip in? Why on earth would you need to clip in?”

“Never mind,” Ralph replied.

“Things are a little different at your school,” Oliver explained.

No sooner had the words left his lips than a platter of roast hog suddenly appeared in the middle of the table. Esther jumped a mile.

“Where did that come from?” she said.

A second later, the platter was joined by a silver bowl filled with mashed potatoes, a porcelain gravy boat, and a shallow dish filled with dark red cranberries. 

Oliver was stunned and looked about himself for any clue as to where the food had materialized from. But there was no explanation. He was left none the wiser. 

“Please, help yourselves,” Samuel said.

Oliver wasn’t going to say no. Even if the food had appeared out of thin air, his stomach was rumbling too much to resist. In fact, he couldn’t even remember the last time he’d eaten, and since they’d traveled through time—leaving Boston at night and reaching England at dawn—it could easily have been an entire day!

Ralph didn’t need telling twice, either. He went straight for the potatoes, scooping a huge glob onto his plate. 

Opposite them, Samuel and Michael helped themselves to hearty servings, and Michael’s eyes looked wide with delight.

Only Esther didn’t move.

“Are you okay?” Oliver asked her.

“Still feeling a little sick from all the traveling,” she replied. 

Michael looked at her with concern. “Is the food not to your liking? Is it very different to what you’re used to?”

Oliver thought of the purple pancakes and neon jellies they’d eaten at the School for Seers. It was indeed quite different from this rather traditional English meal. 

“This is perfect,” he said, politely. 

They all began to chow down on the food. All except for Esther, who took just small nibbles.

“So where are you all from?” Samuel asked.

Oliver’s mouth was too full of food to speak. He looked at Ralph, whose cheeks were bulging.

“They go to Professor Amethyst’s school,” Michael answered on their behalf.

“Do they really?” Samuel exclaimed. “How exciting!”

“So you know about us?” Esther asked. “You know there are other schools?”

Samuel gave her a smile that made angry heat rise into Oliver’s cheeks. 

“We know about Professor Amethyst’s school, yes,” he explained. “He is the greatest seer to have ever lived, after all.”

“And what about the Obsidians?” Oliver asked abruptly, trying to force Sam’s gaze away from Esther. 

Michael and Samuel looked at each other. “No, I’ve not heard of them.”

“They’ve stolen our power source,” Oliver explained. “The Orb of Kandra. Without it, Professor Amethyst is in danger and his school may collapse.”

“That’s why I brought them here,” Michael said to Samuel. “I thought if we summoned Sister Judith, she’d be able to help.” 

Samuel pulled a face. “Yes, she’ll know what to do, but you know what she’s like about being interrupted during her celestial prayers.”

Michael nodded gravely. “I do. But it’s the only way.”

Oliver swallowed his mouthful of hog. “Please. We need all the help we can get. If this Sister Judith person can help us, I’d be very grateful if you summoned her.”

Michael and Samuel looked at each other. Finally, Samuel sighed.

“You’re right. Come on. Let’s go and call her now.”

They pushed up from the table, leaving plates of half-eaten food, and hurried from the banquet hall. The stone corridors of the school were very cold and the only light came from wall sconces with burning torches inside them. The windows were little more than small slits, letting in the chill of the outside world. 

The boys led them to a spiral wooden staircase. 

“It’s a long way up to the bell tower,” Michael explained.

They began their ascent, climbing, climbing, climbing. By the time they reached the top, Oliver’s legs ached. 

The room they now stood in was circular. All around the walls were gaps where windows ought to be. In the middle was a huge bell. 

“We need to ring this to summon Sister Judith,” Michael explained. “Everyone, cover your ears.”

They all did as he said. Suddenly, Oliver heard a toll so loud it vibrated through his legs. 

When his teeth stopped chattering, he looked about. In the corner of the room there now stood a woman in a long gray cloak. She looked like a nun. It was very creepy. 

“You summoned me?” she asked with piercing gray eyes like a hawk, taking in one child after the next.

Her face was lined with deep wrinkles. She had a fierce aura about her, but there was kindness there, too. She seemed like the sort of person who was firm yet fair. 

Michael gestured to Oliver. “Go on. Tell her what’s happening.”

Oliver felt quite intimidated in the presence of this woman. He felt his throat grow sticky. 

“We’re from Professor Amethyst’s School for Seers,” he said. “The Orb of Kandra that powers our school has been stolen. Without it, the school will collapse.”

The woman watched him intently. A long silence followed. Oliver gulped, feeling like perhaps interrupting her celestial prayers had been a terrible idea after all. 

Finally, she spoke. 

“There is one thing that can help,” she said. “The vision well.”


 

 

 

CHAPTER THIRTY THREE

 

“The what?” Oliver asked. 

“The vision well,” she repeated in a commanding voice. “It shows all things. Shows you what you desire to know. But seeing into it is not something to undertake lightly. It will change you. Possibly forever. And only the worthy are allowed to see the secrets it contains.”

Oliver gulped. He could feel Esther and Ralph beside him tense up.

“How do we know if we’re worthy?” Esther asked. 

Sister Judith turned her piercing stare toward Esther. “I will need to look into your minds and call upon the celestial powers to tell me whether you are worthy enough.”

“We’ll do it,” Ralph said decisively. 

Oliver nodded his agreement. 

Esther stood up taller. “Yes. We’ll do it.”

“Very well,” Sister Judith said.

She advanced on Esther first and pressed her hand against her forehead. She began to mutter under her breath, speaking in a language that Oliver could not decipher. He watched with curiosity as the divine woman worked. 

Then she removed her hand from Esther and let it flop to her side. Her expression was morose.

“You cannot enter the well.”

Esther pouted. “Why not?”

Sister Judith pursed her lips. Oliver could see the cogs in her mind turning. He wondered why. 

“You already know why,” the woman said. “You’ve been told.”

Esther blanched and stepped back, retreating into the shadows as if needing to hide. Oliver frowned. He wondered what the cryptic message meant. It clearly resonated with Esther by her reaction. He decided that once the Orb was found, he would question her about it. But for now, he had to focus on the task at hand. 

Sister Judith moved next to Ralph. She placed a hand on his forehead. Once again, she began to mutter a strange language under her breath. Then she drew back, a look of disappointment on her face. 

“I’m not worthy either?” Ralph asked. 

She shook her head. “I’m sorry, young seer. Your powers are too weak.”

Ralph exhaled a sigh and pointed at himself. “No surprise there. I’m the worst student, after all. “

Finally, the head teacher turned to Oliver. She brought her hand up to his forehead. 

He felt the strange coolness of her skin. It almost felt like a pulse was coming from her fingertips into his head. 

Then a sudden pain jabbed him right between the eyes. Oliver winced and Sister Judith withdrew her hand as if she’d felt the pain as well. Her eyes went as round as full moons.

“Your specialism is atomic,” she said. “But you are a cobalt-bromine mix.”

“Yes,” Oliver said, nodding. 

Samuel and Michael gasped. 

“Then the vision well is for you,” Sister Judith told him. “It will show you its secrets. You are worthy.”

Oliver was stunned. He wanted to know what. What was so special about him that he’d been granted access to the vision well? But he had no chance. Because suddenly, the room changed all around them. 

Oliver blinked in surprise as a new room came into focus. They were now standing in a dank basement with the sound of dripping coming from the distance. The bell tower was gone. Sister Judith was gone too. Instead, a waist-high stone wall built into a circle stood before them. 

Oliver gasped. “The vision well.”


 

 

 

CHAPTER THIRTY FOUR

 

Chris marched along the alleyway, his new cronies following him. He felt brilliant. More powerful than ever. He’d well and truly put Malcolm in his place. The boy was striding along with an expression like he’d sucked a lemon. 

But when he reached the end of the alleyway Oliver had run, he stopped and looked around. The path went in two different directions. 

“Where do we go now?” he demanded.

“There!” the ginger-haired girl who’d umpired his duel with Malcolm said suddenly. 

She rushed forward and picked something up from the floor. It looked like a hair clip. A girl’s hair clip. One that clearly had not been invented in the era they currently stood. 

“It’s one of theirs,” the ginger-haired girl said. “They must have gone this way.”

Chris nodded, pleased with her skills of deduction. “What’s your name?”

“Madeleine.”

“Okay, Madeleine. Keep your eyes peeled. You can be our tracker.”

Madeleine smiled, clearly proud of the role she’d been given. 

They began marching along the streets. London was a dive, Chris thought. And it smelled. It was dirty and polluted and all the people crowding the streets looked like hobos. What a horrible city to live in. 

When they reached the end of the street, Chris looked to Madeleine.

“Well? Where next?” he asked. 

She floundered. “I don’t know. There aren’t any more clues.”

Chris saw the fear in her eyes and smirked. He loved putting people on edge. 

Just then, something caught his eye. It looked like a glimmer. He frowned and went over to inspect it. Everyone followed him obediently. 

“What is that?” he said, pointing at the strange shape on the ground. It looked like a footprint. 

Silence came from behind. He turned and glared at everyone. 

“Well? Someone answer me!”

Malcolm stepped forward. He looked very sheepish following his battle with Chris. His timidity made Chris feel even more powerful. 

“We can’t see anything,” Malcolm said.

Chris glowered. “What are you, blind or something? It’s right there. A footprint, I think. Yes, look, there’s more, leading off that way.”

Malcolm shuffled from one foot to the next. When he spoke, it was a mumble. “It must be your powers.”

“What?” Chris demanded, unable to hear him. 

“I said, it must be your powers. Something unique to you.”

Chris paused to let that sink in. “Oh…. You mean because I’m an awesome nuclear seer I’m better than you? I can see things you can’t? Like X-ray vision?”

Malcolm sucked his cheeks in. Chris could tell he wanted to say no, but he wasn’t dumb enough to challenge him again. 

“Yes,” he said, sighing. 

Chris grinned, delighted. 

Madeleine spoke up. “I wonder if it’s Oliver’s trail,” she said. “There’s a connection between you two, after all. That’s why Mistress Obsidian wanted you. Perhaps your powers can help track him.”

If they were indeed footprints that led him to Oliver that would be so satisfying! A trail of breadcrumbs he’d accidentally dropped for them to follow. 

“Let’s follow them and find out,” Chris said, his excitement swelling.

He marched onward. His crew followed behind like obedient little sheep. Chris could hardly temper the excitement in his stomach. He had his powers now and was starting to be able to control them. He had a nuclear specialism, which was apparently so dangerous it had been banned. And he was leader. There was only one thing he needed to complete this perfect picture: Oliver’s dead body lying limply in his arms. He just couldn’t wait. 

The footprints brought them all the way to the banks of the Thames. It was even smellier here, Chris thought. He wrinkled his nose with disgust.

Just then, a man in rags lurched out of the shadows. He was extremely filthy, his clothes little more than rags that were draped over his bony figure. 

He lunged at Madeleine, grabbing her round the neck with one arm, while the other hand held a knife up to her throat. 

“Empty your pockets!” the man yelled. “All of you. Or the girl gets it.”

Madeleine’s eyes were wide with fear. 

“Get off her!” Chris bellowed. 

He cast out with his powers. A jet of something acidic sprayed from his wrists straight into the man’s eyes. The man let go of Madeleine and clutched his face, staggering, screaming in agony. 

“My eyes!” he cried.

He staggered about haphazardly. Then he lost his footing and slipped into the river. He thrashed in the water.

Chris began to laugh. The rest of the Obsidians did too. They watched until the man disappeared beneath the dark waters.

Chris turned to Madeleine. “Are you okay?”

She nodded and straightened out her uniform. “I’m fine. Thanks for jumping in there. He took me by surprise.”

Chris looked sharply at the rest of his gang. “Next time someone starts on us, feel free to do something, all right? Don’t leave all the hard work up to me.”

They nodded, looking like they’d been put in their place. Chris felt a surge of power. He had them in the palm of his hand now. 

They carried on, following the curve of the river and the glowing footprints that Chris could see alongside it. As they went, the houses got bigger. They were still built directly up to the road but the distances between them seemed to grow. Chris got the impression they were in a wealthier part of London than before. 

The glowing footprints turned off the main road and up a side street. Chris beckoned for his gang to follow him. 

They followed the footprints all the way up to a large manor house. It had a short door and a shiny, solid-gold knocker. Through the windows came bright yellow light and the sounds of merriment. It seemed like there was a party going on inside. 

“Are we here?” Madeleine asked. 

Chris nodded. “This is where the footprints stop.”

Malcolm tiptoed closer and looked at the name plaque beside the door. Then he turned back suddenly, a look of sheer surprise on his face. 

“What?” Chris demanded.

“The name. On the plaque,” Malcolm said. “The person whose house this is.”

“Well?” Chris prompted, growing more irritated. “Spill. Whose house is it?”

Malcolm began to smile. “According to the plaque, it’s Isaac Newton’s.”

 


 

 

 

CHAPTER THIRTY FIVE

 

Oliver peered into the vision well. It seemed to go down a very long way. It was pitch-black and he could not even see the water at the bottom. 

“Are you sure you want to do this?” Esther asked, peering from the gloomy hole back to him. 

He nodded. He was certain. “It’s the only way to save the school.”

Esther reached out and rubbed his arm tenderly. “We’ll be here waiting for you.”

Oliver stepped up onto the brick wall surrounding the well. He paused for a moment to steady his nerves. Then he jumped. 

Immediately, Oliver was plunged into the pitch-black darkness. His hair swooshed all over the place as wind roared in his ears. He was falling very quickly, quick enough to make his stomach turn. His heart beat a mile a minute. 

Then he hit the ice-cold water. 

Oliver was expecting to stop there. But he did not. He kept falling, beneath the surface and downward, plunging ever further into the depths.

Oliver’s heart rate quickened even more. The water was in his ears, his nose. He felt like he was choking on it. He tried to remain calm, to force his mind to accept that this was just a vision and not reality. That, just like his seer test in Professor Amethyst’s office, it was a highly realistic hallucination. But that didn’t stop his hands from trembling. The thought of drowning was terrifying.

Even more disconcerting was the fact he could see absolutely nothing. It took every ounce of Oliver’s bravery not to panic. 

This is a vision, he reminded himself. 

Finally, he felt his feet hit the bottom of the well. He stopped sinking and came to a gentle halt. He glanced about but there was nothing to see. The blackness was impenetrable. 

Then, suddenly, a blindingly bright light flashed on. Oliver turned his face, covering his eyes with his arm. The light was so bright it hurt. Tears sprang into his eyes. 

Once he’d blinked the dots from his eyes, he turned back. And there it was. The Orb of Kandra.

Oliver immediately felt the tug in his heart that he’d felt the first time he’d laid eyes upon an orb. It was his primal instinct as a seer to protect it at all costs. 

He reached for it, but found his fingers went straight through. The orb was not real. Of course not. But Oliver still felt bitter disappointment that he couldn’t cradle it safely in his hands. 

Forcing away every instinct in his body, Oliver watched the scene unfold. 

The Orb of Kandra floated in the blackness. It looked just like an infant universe, the ones that floated through the sixth dimension.

Then other lights appeared around the well. Tiny galaxies. Oliver realized he was watching the formation of the Milky Way. This Milky Way. And right at its center was the Orb of Kandra, as important to this dimension as the sun was to the earth. 

Oliver watched on, breathless with awe, as the scene around the Orb transformed. 

It now showed him the Orb of Kandra in her special place in Professor Amethyst’s office, resting on the plinth in the sixth dimension. Seeing her in her rightful position made Oliver’s heart soar with gladness.

He watched as the school formed around the Orb, a process that he realized now had not been chosen or designed, but had happened spontaneously. The school existed around the Orb. For the Orb. Not the other way around. They could not exist without one another. They were one and the same. 

That’s when it happened. Oliver saw with terrifying clarity the moment the Obsidians stormed the school. They had not come from a breach in the walls, as Lucas’s rogues had, nor from a hole blasted into the dimensional wall like Lucas’s bomb had been intending to create. The Obsidians gained entrance directly into the sixth dimension using an Obsidian knife. 

Oliver gasped. He’d known Ralph’s weapon was dangerous but seeing it in action was quite another thing. His heart called out in pain as he watched the very fabric of reality being slowly sliced open. It was wrong. So very wrong. The weapon was extremely dark and powerful, he realized now, and Ralph had been right to refuse to use it back in the pub. No wonder Professor Amethyst usually kept it under lock and key. The weapon had far too much power. In the wrong hands it could be used for evil means. 

He watched on now as the cleave between the fabric of dimensions was ripped open more and more to allow the Obsidians to seep inside. It was like watching termites crawling out their hill. Oliver tasted bile in his throat. 

The students worked in perfect harmony. It took three of them working with delicate precision to even remove the Orb from its plinth. The second they did, the sixth dimension began to shake. 

Oliver, too, felt the ground shaking beneath him. It was a horrible feeling, one that caused a deep ache in his chest, for he knew that this was what his friends and teachers must be feeling at the School for Seers right now. He wanted nothing more than to stop them right there and then. But it was just a vision. He had no power. 

The students only touched the Orb for one second at a time, passing it along the chain quickly like it could burn their flesh if they held it for too long. Then it was passed through the slice in the dimensional fabric. The students scurried after it, disappearing back through the gap as quickly as they’d come through.

Oliver watched on, hopelessly, as the gap was closed and the light from the Orb suffocated. It left nothing behind but the shaking ground. It was the loneliest, scariest feeling in the world. 

Suddenly, the scene changed. Oliver was looking down at a dark building, like a Gothic castle. Inside, a group of Obsidians were celebrating. A terrifying-looking woman in a long black cape seemed to be leading the whole procession. And there, in a golden cage, the Orb of Kandra was chained down. As if it were a sentient being, the Orb thrashed in its chains, ricocheting off the sides of its magical prison. Its movements seemed to delight the woman, who watched it while laughing with maniacal glee. 

Then he watched as the woman pulled out her Obsidian knife. Knowing now the truth of its power, Oliver felt himself tremble at the mere sight of it. 

The woman raised her arm, holding the knife high above her head. Then she brought it down in one crashing motion, piercing right into the heart of the Orb. 

A sound like none Oliver had ever heard before filled his ears. It was like an agonizing scream, a thunder clap, a crashing wave, a runaway train, nails on a chalkboard, all the worst noises at once. He knew right away it was the sound of the Orb of Kandra dying. He felt his heart break. 

The shaking began immediately. He forced his eyes open, even though his vision was now swimming with tears, to watch the rest of the horrifying scene. 

The woman was holding the dead Orb in her hands. It was no longer glowing white, but black like a lump of coal. But her expression was no longer gleeful. Oliver realized then that the shaking was happening to her too. It was evident that something she had not envisaged was taking place, that destroying the Orb had had some kind of profound effect on her own reality she’d not been anticipating. 

Then everything began collapsing in on itself. In a swirling vortex, everything began to circle around the lump of dead Orb in her hand. Oliver gasped as he realized what he was looking at. The Orb had turned into a black hole and was sucking everything into it.

He watched, horrified, as everything collapsed and fell into the vacuum of the black hole. Then the final point of light disappeared and everything was black. 

She had destroyed everything. Not just the School for Seers and the dimension it sat in, but her own school, her own dimension. 

Suddenly it all made sense in Oliver’s mind. The woman hadn’t known it when she killed the Orb that she’d be destroying herself too. It had been mutually assured destruction. The schools could not exist without one another. The Obsidians were the shadows to Amethyst’s light. The evil to their good. They balanced one another. Neither could exist without the other. 

Suddenly, the scene before Oliver flickered like an old movie reel. The school appeared again. There was the woman with the Obsidian knife. The Orb was caged before her. 

Oliver realized this must be a different timeline. The same event from another parallel dimension. 

“Let us hide the Orb,” the woman announced. “Somewhere they’ll never think to look.”

Clearly, she’d learned her lesson about the schools needing one another to exist. This time, she was going to hide the Orb instead of destroying it.

He watched as she used the knife to create a slice in the fabric of time. Then she slid the Orb inside, like it was in a small pocket within dimensions. 

Before Oliver had a chance to work out where that may be, he was suddenly surrounded by a rainbow of light. Immediately, he recalled Newton’s laboratory and the spinning prism that split light into its rainbow components. Why was the vision well showing him this?

As he glanced about him at the rays of light, a sudden strange golden tree began to grow up from the ground. 

Something clicked in Oliver’s mind. He remembered the alchemy experiments Newton had been conducting, the recipe he’d been working on that turned metal into a structure that resembled the branches of a tree. 

Was this the same thing? Newton’s experiments had yielded only very small quantities. This tree was fully grown and growing by the second. 

Oliver staggered back as the tree grew taller and taller. Soon, its branches were thick and strong, bursting through the very bricks around him. The room started to shudder. 

Oliver tried not to succumb to his fear, reminding himself it was just a vision. But watching the bricks of the well fall and splash into the dark water all around him was scary. 

Suddenly, a bright white light appeared at the top of the well. Oliver felt his heart tug toward it. He knew, right away, that it was the Orb of Kandra. 

Then it began to fall, bouncing from one branch to the next.

As it softly fell toward him, Oliver stared at it, his heart soaring. But he had to remind himself this wasn’t real. This was just a vision. The real Orb was still hidden somewhere. And he still had to decipher what the vision well was trying to tell him. 

Suddenly, the Orb of Kandra fell from the last branch and bopped Oliver on the head. As it did, the answer came to him in a sudden burst of inspiration. 

Newton’s alchemist tree had the power to break through the Orb of Kandra’s invisible prison walls! Wherever the woman had hidden it, whatever dimension it had been tucked away in, Newton’s tree would grow toward it and free it from it prison!

No sooner had Oliver thought it, than the well began to bubble. The water beneath him began to surge, pushing him upward. Then, in a huge wave, it pushed him over the edges of the well. 

He flopped at the feet of his friends. He was surprised to discover he was bone dry. 

They all peered down at him: Esther, Ralph, Michael, and Samuel. 

“Oliver!” Esther cried. “Are you okay?”

He nodded. He was a little shaken from the whole experience, and very wet, but overall he was filled with motivation and a sudden sense of clarity.

“I know how to find the Orb of Kandra,” he told them.

“How?” Esther asked. 

“We’ll need Newton’s help.”

Esther looked exasperated. 

“Newton? You mean the person we left to come here?” She looked frustrated. Exhausted. Oliver couldn’t blame her. It was a frustrating situation to be in. 

“Don’t worry. This won’t fail. The well showed me exactly what to do.”

“Then let’s waste no time,” Ralph said, standing. “It’s a long way back to Newton’s house from here.”

“You can tell us what you saw on the way,” Michael added.

Everyone ran through the corridors, heading for the exit of the school. Then they burst out into the now black evening. 

Oliver shivered as they wove their way through the hidden streets toward the city of London. 

But just as they turned the corner, they bumped right into someone standing at the entrance to the alleyway. And when the figure turned, everyone gasped with shock. 

Standing before them was Isaac Newton. 


 

 

 

CHAPTER THIRTY SIX

 

Chris looked up at the fancy-looking manor house. He’d seen pictures of this type of building in history class. The doors were even shorter in real life. 

“Come on then,” he said, bolstering forward. “Let’s see if Oliver’s here.”

He took hold of the shiny gold door knocker and thunked it down repeatedly. The noise was so loud it echoed through the entire street. Chris grinned to himself as he kept hammering the knocker over and over again.

Suddenly, the door opened. A butler stood there, dressed in the fanciest clothes for the period. Chris couldn’t even hold in his laughter. The man looked ridiculous. He was wearing tights!

“Yes?” the man asked, gazing at the group of children with a suspicious expression. 

“We’re looking for someone,” Chris said. “We think he might be here. Tiny kid, about this high.” He indicated with his hand where Oliver came up to his shoulder. “Sappy thing. Mouse-like.”

The butler barely reacted. “Do you mean the young man who came to visit Master Newton? Accompanied by a girl and taller boy?”

Chris clicked his fingers. “That’s the one!”

He went to step into the house but the butler blocked his path. 

“Excuse me,” the butler said gruffly. “You cannot just enter the house like that.”

He had a very snooty expression, one that rubbed Chris the wrong way.

Chris narrowed his eyes. “I don’t think you should try and stop me, old man.”

The butler did not look fazed. Clearly, he’d had his fair share of unsavory guests knocking on this door attempting to enter. A bunch of kids didn’t scare him. 

“Your friends are not here,” the butler said, crossing his arms. 

Chris’s jaw instantly tensed. 

“Where did they go?” he asked, his teeth starting to grind together. 

“I don’t know,” the butler replied. “They were in Master Newton’s company for a matter of minutes earlier today. Then they left.”

Before Chris had a chance to ask any more questions, the door was slammed in his face.

He turned to face his gang. He noticed the snicker Malcolm wasn’t even attempting to hide. Fury crackled through his veins. 

“Right, we’re going to capture Newton,” Chris said suddenly. 

Malcolm scoffed. “What? Why?”

Chris glowered at him. “Now who’s stupid? Because this Newton guy must be important if Oliver was here earlier! If we kidnap him, Oliver will try to save him. Instead of chasing Oliver, it will bring him right to us. That little sap could never leave one of his friends in danger, even if it meant sacrificing himself.” He rolled his eyes.

Without waiting for any more discussion, Chris turned back and grabbed the door knocker. He tapped into his powers, something he seemed to now be able to do more easily, and the door handle melted and dripped down the wood. 

From behind, he heard the gang grow more excited. At last they were going to unleash some mayhem. And since it would be against humans rather than other seers, there was no way they could lose. 

With his heavy boot, Chris kicked the door in. It went flying off its hinges and splintered against the wall. 

The butler appeared, hurrying into the hall. Chris held out his hand and shot a jet of acid right into the man’s chest. The butler’s clothes began to sizzle as he went shooting backward. He hit the wall and slid to the floor. He was out cold. 

Chris stomped into the house, the Obsidian students bringing up the rear. Then the gang stormed through the corridor. Chris shot sludge at the artwork hanging on the walls, destroying all the fancy European paintings just for the fun of it. One of his gang made the chandelier explode with a bolt of lightning. Another shot flames from his fingertips, singeing the wall paper. 

They marched on, unleashing chaos as they went. Coming from the door at the end they could hear what sounded like a party. Chris marched right up to it and kicked it open.

It banged against the wall loudly, making everyone inside the parlor jump. Silence fell. The room was filled with lots of distinguished gentlemen holding plates of sliced banana, coffee cups on saucers, and wine glasses. They stared at the sudden intruders. 

“Evening, gents,” Chris said, bringing his hands up to his waist. “Which one of you is Newton?”


 

 

 

CHAPTER THIRTY SEVEN

 

“Sir Newton?” Oliver stammered. “What are you doing here?”

The scientist looked out of place in the sinister dark alleyways of London rather than his cozy parlor.

Isaac Newton looked sheepish. “I followed you. I wanted to see the shrouded school for myself.” He sighed heavily. “You see, the rest of the Alchemists Guild are… well, they’re starting to doubt me. I’ve failed in all my alchemy experiments so far. People are starting to call me a quack. I thought if I found the school they might not kick me out.”

In Oliver’s mind’s eye he recalled what he’d seen in the vision well. “You’re not a quack at all.”

Newton’s eyebrows quirked upward. “What do you mean?”

“Your alchemy work,” Oliver said, deliberating momentarily over whether it was prudent to divulge what he’d just seen. “You’re on the right track. In fact, I think it’s your recipe that will help us find the Orb of Kandra.”

Newton’s eyes widened. “So I’m right? My experiments will bear fruit?” He puffed up his chest with pride. There seemed to be a sudden shift in him. Back at his manor house he’d come across as somewhat scattered, almost on the edge of a nervous breakdown. But now he seemed determined. Focused. “What do you need me to do?”

Oliver paused for a moment. He needed Newton to create one of his alloys, the one he’d seen in the vision. But Newton’s lab was miles away. It would be a long trek and they were running out of time.

He looked at Michael. “Do you have a lab at the school?”

Michael nodded. “Yes. For potion class.”

“Can we use it?”

Michael and Samuel nodded. 

Everyone headed back into the school. Newton in particular seemed to be thrilled to be inside the mysterious shrouded school. As they hurried through the corridors, Oliver explained what he’d seen in the vision well. Newton listened with rapt attention, his expression growing more excited with every step. 

The laboratory was in the basement. They descended several stone staircases before they hurried inside. It had a very creepy vibe. Like a torture chamber. 

But Newton did not seem fazed. He strolled right in, pushing up his shirt sleeves. He seemed suddenly very focused in a way he hadn’t appeared before. He was clearly in his element.

“Right. I will need a source of flame, glass beakers, tubes.”

Michael and Samuel scurried off to the closets around the side of the laboratories.

“What metals do you have?” Newton asked Oliver.

Oliver frowned. “None. I mean, there’s some copper on my compass. And this amulet is made of silver.” He took out the amulet from Professor Amethyst. 

Newton shook his head. “No. No. That won’t do.”

Ralph spoke up. “What about this?”

Everyone turned to look at him. He was holding out the Obsidian knife. Seeing it again made Oliver’s spine tingle. After what he’d seen it do in the vision well he never wanted to see one ever again.

Newton’s eyes widened. “What is that made off?”

Ralph shook his head and handed it to Newton. “It’s an Obsidian knife. So I guess it’s made of obsidian.”

Newton gasped. “Not metal. Glass. Of course!”

Oliver frowned. “Of course, what?”

But Newton was in full flow. He began to speak very rapidly. “So far, all my experiments have been on metal. I’d not even considered obsidian because it’s a naturally forming glass. The glass of a volcano. But this might just be it!”

Just then, Michael and Samuel returned, their arms laden with all the pieces of equipment Newton had asked for. 

Without missing a beat, Newton began to lay all the items out, connecting tubes to beakers with expert precision. He lay the Obsidian knife out in front of him, lit a candle, and placed it beneath the contraption he’d set up.

Then he began to shake his head. “No, no, no, this won’t do. The flame is too small.”

Ralph jumped forward. “I have a biological specialism. I should be able to do this.”

He focused on the small flame and made it grow bigger.

“That’s it!” Newton exclaimed. 

Everyone watched on with rapt attention as Newton worked. Oliver felt relieved as he watched the blade of the Obsidian knife melt. Ralph was clearly relieved as well that he no longer had the burden of carrying something so dangerous around with him. One less Obsidian knife in the universe was clearly a good thing. 

“This will take some time,” Newton said. “I need to adjust the ingredients. My original recipe was for a metal alloy, not a glass one. I need to find out the exact amounts to distill this mixture by.”

Oliver knew Newton could not be rushed, that the scientific process took as long as it took. But on the inside his guts were churning. They were running out of time to get the Orb and return it to the school before it collapsed. Every second that passed felt agonizing. 

But there was nothing they could do now. They moved back from the scientist, giving him space to work, and sat at another table.

“If this works,” Oliver said, “how will we go about returning the Orb to the school?”

“Did the vision well not show you how?” Esther asked. 

Oliver shook his head. “No. It only showed me how to retrieve the Orb. Not what to do with it once I had.”

“There are portals to the school scattered all over the universe,” Ralph said. “We just need to find one.”

“Your amulet,” Esther suggested.

Oliver took it out from beneath his overalls, shaking his head as he did so. “It’s cold. Always cold. We’re never near a portal.” 

Michael’s eyes sparked suddenly. “There’s one here! A portal, I mean. Right here in London.” Then he deflated. “But it’s shrouded.”

Esther clicked her fingers and pulled the spyglass from her satchel. “We have this. It’s a special device that only seers can use. It makes magical things give off a glow. Your school, for example, is aquamarine.”

“That might well work,” Michael said, nodding.

Just then, there came the sound of a sudden explosion. Everyone looked over at Newton. A tendril of smoke was rising from the melted pool of obsidian in his petri dish. The scientist was staggering backward. 

Everyone jumped up and ran toward him.

“What is it?” Oliver asked. 

“Something’s happening,” Newton stammered. “Look!”

Oliver turned and saw that on the surface of the melted black glass there was a strange shape forming. It looked like a small plant. It began to grow from the puddle. As it grew, branches sprouted from it.

“You did it,” Oliver cried. “It’s exactly what I saw in the vision well.”

Newton seemed flabbergasted. “This is a thousand times bigger than what I’ve ever achieved before. What is it doing?”

The only answers Oliver had were from what the vision well had shown him. “Its branches can pierce the dimensional fabric. It’s growing toward the Orb of Kandra.”

“Like a light source,” Newton exclaimed. “All plants grow toward the sun.”

“And the Orb of Kandra is at the center of our universe,” Oliver said, gasping.

Everyone watched on, their mouths gaping, as the tree sprouted yet more and more branches. Then, just as it had done in the vision tank, the farthest-most branches sliced through the air, cutting through the dimensional fabric. A brilliant white light burst through the slit. Then the Orb of Kandra appeared. 

“There she is!” Oliver cried, tears flooding into his eyes.

He couldn’t believe it. They’d done it. They’d really done it. 

The Orb fell through the slice and began to bounce on the branches as it fell down to earth. Esther reached out and grabbed it, cradling it in her arms like a baby.

“We’ve got you. You’re safe now.”

“Let’s get her back to the school where she belongs,” Ralph said. 

He and Esther weren’t wasting any time. They hurried to the exit. But Oliver turned to Newton. 

“Thank you. For everything. We’d never have done this without you.”

Newton waved the compliment off like it was nothing. “Thank you. I was about to give up on my experiments. I thought I’d tried everything. I was wasting my days entertaining. But you’ve helped me realize my work isn’t over yet. There’s more for me to do.” He shook Oliver’s hand. “Now, run along. Back to your school. Save Professor Amethyst.”

“Will you be okay? You’ll get back home safely?”

“I will,” Newton said. 

With the rest of his friends, Oliver hurried for the exit of the labs. But he paused at the threshold and looked back at Newton. 

“By the way,” he called, “you’re going to be knighted. You’ll be the first scientist to ever become a Sir!”

A small smile twitched at the side of Newton’s lips. “That’s very good to know. Thank you, Oliver Blue.”


 

 

 

CHAPTER THIRTY EIGHT

 

“What do you mean he’s not here?” Chris bellowed, glaring at the gentlemen gathered in the richly decorated parlor. “What kind of host walks out on his own party?”

He was furious. They’d followed Oliver’s lead all this way to discover he’d left, and now it turned out the master of the house wasn’t here either! How were they supposed to divert Oliver from his mission if there wasn’t even anyone here to kidnap?

Chris lunged for the man closest to him. He was rail thin with a goatee, and dressed in long tights and a flouncy blouse. As Chris heaved to within an inch of his face, the man dropped his porcelain teacup. It smashed to the ground. 

“Where did he go?” Chris demanded of the terrified man. 

“I did not notice he had left,” the man replied in a thick European accent. “When we of the Alchemists Guild get together for a soiree we tend to lose track of time. Our scientific debates become all consuming.”

Chris squinted at him with confusion, his eyebrows coming together slowly into a frown. “I’ve got no idea what you just said. Al-ca-what-now?”

From behind him, he heard laughter. Not jovial laughter but jeering, mocking laughter. Right away, Chris knew it was coming from Malcolm. 

Still holding onto the man’s shirt, Chris snapped his gaze over his shoulder at the boy. 

“What’s your problem?” he barked, narrowing his eyes.

The smirk stayed firmly on Malcolm’s face. He paced forward nonchalantly. “It’s just occurred to me that you have no idea whose house we’re standing in.”

Chris shrugged. “Don’t know, don’t care.”

This time, the rest of the Obsidians started to laugh. Chris listened to their snickering laughter, feeling rage build in his gut. 

Malcolm flashed him a haughty expression. “It’s Sir Isaac Newton. The man who discovered gravity.” He let a scoff out from the back of his throat. 

“So what?” Chris shot back. “Science class is for dummies.”

But Malcolm was on a roll. “Gosh, I had no idea just how stupid you really are.”

The Obsidians began to laugh in earnest, joining in with his cruel taunts. 

Chris felt his anger swirl through him. The thing he hated more than anything in the world was being called stupid. It was his biggest insecurity. He was the one who called people stupid, not the other way around!

Turning fully to face Malcolm, he let go of the European man’s shirt. The man scurried back to the cowering gentlemen, who welcomed him into the middle of the group before looking out again at the Obsidians cornering them. 

Chris’s focus switched to Malcolm. His nemesis was getting a bit too big for his boots again, Chris thought. He was starting to undermine him. Clearly, he was trying to take back control. But Chris wasn’t going to just let that happen. He needed to show off his strength again; remind the Obsidian students why he was the best person to follow. 

“Come on, let’s go,” Malcolm said. 

But Chris stood his ground. “No way.”

Malcolm glowered. “Newton’s not here to kidnap. So there’s no reason Oliver would come back.”

Though Chris knew Malcolm was right, there was no way he was going to admit it in front of everyone. That would only weaken him in their eyes. Make him look incompetent. He’d rather do anything else than follow Malcolm’s instructions. And he knew that the last time Malcolm had threatened his position as leader, he’d won them around with a fight. This time, if he gave them the opportunity to unleash some mayhem, hopefully he’d keep them on his side.

“But we’ve come all this way,” Chris said menacingly. “We deserve to have some fun.” He snapped his eyes over to the rich gentlemen and sneered. 

Immediately, the Obsidians began to grow excited. He could see the desire for destruction flash in their eyes. 

“We’re wasting time,” Malcolm protested. 

But Chris could tell no one was listening to him anymore.

“Someone tie these men up,” he commanded.

Madeleine obliged. She leapt at the opportunity, her eyes becoming unfocused as she tapped into her seer powers. 

All at once, the long silken curtains began to transform, turning into twisted vines. The gentlemen all cried out in fear as the vines trailed across the floor toward them and began to wind around their legs, up to their waists, and finally their arms, tying them in place. 

“How did she do that?” one of the men said.

“It looked like alchemy,” another replied with a gasp. 

Chris grinned. The Obsidians were still looking to him as leader. Getting some of his anger out on these poncy men was just what he needed. 

He pulled his hands up and looked at the green acid forming in his palms. He paced up to the skinny European man with the goatee and plucked out his gold watch from his top pocket. Immediately, the watch began to hiss and melt in his palms. He looked up into the man’s fear-stricken eyes and felt a surge of power. 

“What are you?” the man stammered. “Some sort of ghoul?”

 “Nope,” Chris replied. “Something much worse than that.”

Chris went to lunge for the man—his mind set on melting that stupid goatee right off his face—but before he got the chance, the door to the parlor burst open. A man hurried in. He had long, wavy white hair and a silky brown jacket that stretched down to his knees.

Chris heard the Obsidians gasp.

“What’s going on?” the intruder said. “What happened to my front door? Why is my butler passed out in the hallway? Why are my friends tied up with vines? And who are you?!”

A smile spread onto Chris’s lips. 

“Well, well, well. You must be Isaac.”


 

 

 

CHAPTER THIRTY NINE

 

“Anything yet, Esther?” Oliver asked.

Esther was holding the spyglass up, glancing about her as they hurried along the alleyways, heading back toward central London. Since leaving the London School for the Future-Sighted, they’d been pacing the streets for ages with no luck at all. 

“Not yet,” she said. “It’s not easy when you don’t know what you’re looking for.”

“What about the amulet?” Ralph asked. 

Oliver touched it and shook his head. “Still cold.”

They hastened their pace until it was somewhere between a fast walk and a run. Before long they reached the banks of the Thames. Even at this time of night the merchant boats were sailing.

They hadn’t walked even ten paces alongside the river when the earth suddenly began to tremble.

“What’s going on?” Esther stammered.

“It’s not an earthquake, is it?” Ralph said. 

Oliver shook his head and grabbed the side of a building to steady himself. “They don’t get earthquakes in England.”

The water of the River Thames sloshed up and down the banks, making the boats and vessels rock precariously. It was the most peculiar sight, as if the river had suddenly turned into an ocean during stormy weather. 

The wooden ships creaked as they were bobbed up and down, back and forth, riding the waves. Then with a huge crash, the masts of two vessels collided. Sailors began to cry out in alarm. One man ran to the side and jumped. But instead of splashing into the water, he floated upward. 

Esther, Oliver, and Ralph all gasped at the sight of the man floating upward like a parachuter in reverse. 

He’d just reached the top of the mast when another huge shake came from the ground beneath them. Suddenly the man changed direction, plummeting down to the water. He let out a cry of terror before belly-flopping into the river. 

Then another judder came. This time, Oliver felt himself begin to float upward. 

“Help!” he cried.

He flung his hand out and Esther grabbed it. But she too was beginning to float up off the ground. Ralph quickly grabbed hold of a lamppost, looping one arm around it and grabbing Esther with his spare hand. Then he, too, began to float.

“This is definitely not an earthquake,” Esther yelled as they floated further and further from the ground. 

Oliver held her hand tightly. It felt like the sky was pulling him toward it. Almost as if gravity had reversed. 

“Newton!” he stammered. 

Esther looked up at him. Her arms were stretched taut between him and Ralph. If the strange pulling motion didn’t stop soon she’d be ripped in half!

“I think there’s something going wrong with gravity,” Oliver shouted. “I think Newton’s in danger.”

Oliver felt his hand begin to slide through Esther’s grasp as the pulling sensation grew stronger and stronger. 

“Oliver, I’m losing my grip!” Esther cried. 

They were just holding on by their fingertips. Oliver felt her fingernails digging into his skin as she locked into a monkey grip.

Suddenly another shake and boom sounded out. The force that had been pulling them upward flipped. Now gravity was pulling them back down to the ground. 

Ralph hit the ground first, falling the distance of a few meters. Esther landed on top of him, having plummeted over six feet. Then Oliver slammed into them both. He’d dropped the height of the street lamp and then some. At least ten feet. He fell into the group and felt pain bloom across his whole body. 

“Argh!” he moaned, rolling off the heap. “My ribs! Are you guys okay?”

Esther and Ralph pulled themselves up to sitting. Ralph looked winded. Esther rubbed her shoulders, wincing as she did so.

“Somehow they’re not dislocated,” she said. “Although they might’ve been stretched an inch or two.” 

“We’re okay,” Ralph said. “It’s Newton we have to worry about.” 

Esther winced as she reached into her satchel and grabbed the spyglass. She handed it to Ralph. “Here. See if this shows you anything.”

In the brief respite from shaking, Ralph brought the spyglass up to his eye and glanced through it. He gasped immediately. 

“Oh no.”

“What?” Oliver asked, panicked.

“There’s a huge swirling vortex thing.” He pointed into the distance.

Esther, still rubbing her shoulder, said, “I’m guessing by the look on your face that this isn’t the portal that will lead us home.”

Ralph had gone very pale. He shook his head. “No. This is bad. Really bad.”

He handed the glass to Oliver for him to look. He was stunned by what he saw through it. A huge black shape like a tornado was swirling in the sky. Whatever it was, it definitely did not look like a portal. It looked sinister. Evil. 

“It’s coming from the direction of Newton’s house,” Oliver said, fear swirling in his chest. “I think he’s in trouble! Something’s happened to him and it’s disrupting gravity. We have to save him!” 

“What about the Orb?” Ralph said, chewing on his lip.

Oliver shook his head. “He saved us. Gave us his spyglass so we could find the portal. It’s our duty to return the favor.”

“Then let’s get a move on,” Esther said, standing. “Before we all start floating off into space.”

She held a hand out for Oliver to grab and heaved him to his feet. Ralph stood, and then they all began to run in the direction of Newton’s house. 


 

 

 

CHAPTER FORTY

 

Oliver tried not to get lost in his dark thoughts as they headed toward the horrible black swirling cloud, but it was hard not to because very five seconds or so the ground would shake again. 

All around, the people milling through the streets were talking in panicked voices. The streets were in disarray, with smashed wicker baskets all over the cobblestones, their wares splattered haphazardly around them. Some people were nursing bruises and broken bones. It was clear that they’d undergone the same experience as the sailor and Oliver and his friends just had, with gravity losing its hold on them before dropping them back to earth.

Then a sudden huge shake made everyone tumble like skittles. Some held onto buildings to steady themselves but the buildings, too, were swaying. Bits of stone and thatch fell to the floor. 

“Watch out!” Oliver cried as debris narrowly avoided them. 

“At least it’s falling the right direction,” Esther quipped.

But no sooner had she said it than gravity reversed again. The bits of stone and thatch started to float upward. 

“Oh no!” Ralph yelled. “Here we go again!”

He felt his feet come slowly up off the ground. 

Terrified, Oliver grasped out for something to hold on to. He managed to grab hold of a roof ledge overhanging the streets. Esther and Ralph did the same. 

They hung there, feet pointed to the sky. It was the most peculiar, discombobulating feeling ever. It wasn’t just that the directional pull of gravity seemed to be switching directions, but its strength was fluctuating too. One second Oliver felt weightless, like when sitting in a car cresting a hill. The next second his body felt heavy, like during a sudden deceleration. It felt like being on a rollercoaster only the tracks didn’t exist!

A man who’d been unable to grab anything to hold himself down floated past them with his hands in prayer position.

“Please Lord,” he cried. “We’ve endured your plague. Then your burning fires. Please, Lord, we cannot take any more of your punishment. The people of London repent our sins!”

Oliver felt the strain in his muscles as the gravitational pull on his body became even stronger.

“I can’t hold on much longer,” he cried to his friends. 

Then, suddenly, everything switched again. People yelled with terror as they fell down to the street. Ralph, Esther, and Oliver flipped back the other way, their feet now facing downward. They were stuck dangling two stories off the ground. 

“We’ll break our legs if we let go,” Ralph exclaimed.

Just then, two bales of hay came flying past them. They must have floated off into the sky when gravity reversed. They smashed into the ground and the straw spread out like a blanket. 

“Excellent!” Esther cried. 

She let go of the ledge and plopped into the hay bale.

Then she popped back up and called to the boys. “Come on! It’s safe!”

Oliver and Ralph exchanged a glance. At the same time, they let go of the ledge. They fell and landed heavily into the hay next to Esther. They popped back up, unscathed.

“Let’s get to Newton’s before gravity flips again,” Oliver said.

Ralph nodded. He looked a bit green. “I don’t think I can take another one of those.”

They hauled themselves to their feet and ran, their pace even faster than before, now running full pelt along the cobblestone road. 

When Newton’s house came into view, Oliver could see that the door was blasted off its hinges. There was a huge hole in the thatched roof, through which the black vortex was coming.

“Everyone be careful,” Oliver yelled over the roar of another rumble from the earth.

They approached cautiously. Panes of glass were falling from the top floors of Newton’s home, smashing to the ground. Ralph had to leap out of the way to avoid falling debris.

As they drew closer, Oliver saw the splintered door. He quickly deduced that someone had kicked it in to gain entrance. 

Then he noticed that the large, gold door knocker had disappeared. For a brief moment, he wondered if someone had stolen it. Then he saw the golden drips running down the wood and the pool of congealing liquid gold on the doorstep.

“Something melted the door knocker,” Oliver said, his voice a mixture of curiosity and fear.

Esther shook her head. “Not something. Someone.”

“Obsidians,” Ralph added, finishing off her thought.

Oliver swallowed his nerves, recalling what he’d seen Chris do in the pub with the glass, his demonstration of his power to melt things. It was the only explanation. Chris was here. 


 

 

 

CHAPTER FORTY ONE

 

Knowing how his brother’s mind worked, Oliver realized that Chris must have come here to harm Newton just in order to lure Oliver to this place. Fury made his cheeks burn. 

The ground was still shaking violently as they stepped cautiously through the doorway and into the house. The whole place was in disarray. Newton’s butler lay slumped against the wall. 

Esther gasped and ran to him, crouching down to feel for a pulse in his neck. Then she sighed with relief.

“He’s alive,” she said, coming back to the boys. “Just unconscious.”

As the corridors shook around them, Oliver picked out the sound of noises coming from the parlor. Unlike the last time they’d been here, these were not the sounds of merriment or joy, but panic. Terror. Fear. Oliver felt his stomach churn in response. 

Gravity switched again, the change more sudden than before. Rather than floating, the three friends were slammed into the ceiling. 

“Agh!” Ralph cried, as his head smacked right into it. 

Oliver landed painfully on his shoulder. Esther hit the ceiling with her back. Glass from the chandelier smashed as it hit the ceiling with force, spraying sharp little shards in all directions.

Rubbing his bruised shoulder, Oliver stood. His feet were now on the ceiling. Up had become down. His whole body ached from being slammed into the ground so many times. But he had to keep going. 

“This is so confusing!” Ralph yelled as he stood too, his feet on the ceiling, his head pointing to the ground.

Esther joined them in standing. “It’s giving me a whole new appreciation for gravity.”

The three friends staggered along the ceiling through the corridor toward the parlor. Oliver noticed how the artwork was all damaged. It clearly wasn’t damage caused by the flip-flopping gravity; it looked like they’d been melted with paint thinner. Oliver realized that it must have been done by Chris. He was the one who could melt things. His brother had defaced priceless historical artwork just for the fun of it. He ground his teeth with fury.

They reached the upside-down parlor door and—finding it open—burst straight inside. The scene that awaited them made Oliver’s fury reach boiling point.

In a heap on the ceiling were all of Newton’s distinguished friends; the greatest mathematicians, scientists, and philosophers of the age. They were bound with vines and looking petrified. Around them the Obsidian students were running rampant, using their powers to make all the teapots and vases fly through the air, smashing them against the walls, laughing hysterically when Newton’s friends screamed with fear. 

When the unruly schoolkids saw the three Amethyst seers standing in the doorway, their crazed expressions turned even more evil. It was only then that Oliver realized Chris was not with them. And neither was Newton. 

Esther must have realized it at the same time, because she turned to Oliver and said, “Don’t worry. I’ve got this.”

She cast out her shield, trapping the Obsidians within it. Some slammed their fists against the invisible barrier, while others tried to melt through the shield with heat rays.

Ralph quickly ran into the room to untie Newton’s friends. As he fiddled with the knots of the vines, he looked up at Oliver. “Try the lab!”

Oliver backed out of the room, then turned and ran for the lab Newton had shown him earlier that day. The door was shut. Coming from the gap at the bottom was flashing light. 

Just as Oliver reached the door there came another sudden shake. Gravity switched again and Oliver fell onto the hard wooden floor. Pain raced through his whole body. 

He grabbed the door handle to pull himself up. Once standing, he barged the door open with his shoulder and staggered inside.

Immediately, wind began to batter him. The swirling vortex he’d seen over the house was coming from this room. It was bursting through a hole in the ceiling that went right down into Newton’s head. The scientist was floating above the table, struggling against invisible chains that seemed to be binding him in place. The vortex was coming right out of him. Out from his brain. 

The scene made Oliver gasp in shock. 

Standing around the table were two Obsidian students—the black-haired boy Chris has argued with in the pub, and a ginger-haired girl. They were both in a trance-like state, casting out their powers to make Newton float and bind him with invisible chains. Neither noticed Oliver sneak into the laboratory.

Then Oliver saw Chris standing beside them. And to his disbelief, it was Chris who seemed to be powering the whole thing, making the black vortex come out of Newton’s head. He was completely engrossed in whatever evil activity he was engaged in. Whatever powers Chris had, it was much more than just the ability to melt things. 

“What are you doing?” Oliver screamed at his brother.

Chris’s face snapped toward him, suddenly noticing his intrusion. His eyes glittered with malice as he realized it was Oliver standing there. Oliver could see the swirling black vortex reflected in his pupils.

“I thought this would get your attention,” Chris sneered.

“Stop!” Oliver cried. “Whatever you’re doing, you must stop now! It’s me you want to hurt, not Newton! Can’t you see the damage you’re doing?”

Chris just laughed. “Yes. I can. And it’s amazing!” 

“You’re upsetting the laws of space-time. Reversing gravity.” 

Oliver shook his head, completely appalled with what he was seeing. What Chris was doing was impossible. It wasn’t something a seer could do. 

It occurred to Oliver then that Chris’s powers may not be seer powers at all. As Esther had pointed out, the universe gifted powers to seers. They couldn’t just be taken. Chris was something else entirely. Something that seemed incredibly powerful.

“You need to stop!” Oliver screamed.


 

 

 

CHAPTER FORTY TWO

 

Chris just smiled. “Try and stop me.”

Oliver knew there was no reasoning with Chris. That wasn’t why he’d lured him here anyway. Chris wanted to fight. He could only be stopped by force. And that left Oliver only one option. He’d have to fight. 

They’d sparred so many times in the past and Oliver had always come off worse. His brother was physically bigger and stronger than him. It was only ever Oliver’s fledgling seer powers that balanced the weighing scales. But now Chris had powers too. Evil powers by the looks of things. 

Just then, he heard footsteps. Ralph barreled into the room.

“The men are free,” he said hurriedly. “And Esther’s holding back the Obsidians.”

Then he realized the scene before him and his eyes widened. 

“Get those two,” Oliver said, nodding to the boy and girl. “I need to stop Chris myself.”

Ralph hurried for the boy and girl, blasting out his powers as he went. Oliver focused all his energy toward Chris as he tapped into his seer powers. 

Oliver suddenly remembered the light prism on the table that Newton had shown them earlier. He’d also seen it in the vision well. 

Quickly, he pushed out with his powers, forcing lights to burst through the windows and into the various glass prisms around the room. Multicolored rays were projected all over the place. Oliver used his powers to angle the lights, burning them into Chris’s eyes.

Chris growled like an animal. He turned to Oliver, losing his focus on Newton, and began to thunder toward him. But Oliver dashed out of his way. He’d always been quicker than his lumbering oaf of a brother. It was the only ace he had up his sleeve. 

As he ran he blasted his powers out behind him, turning the ground to the consistency of Jell-O. Chris’s next lumbering foot went right into it. It stopped him in his tracks. He staggered, trying to wade toward Oliver but struggling to even take a step.

“You’re DEAD!” he screamed. 

Meanwhile, Ralph managed to bind the two Obsidians together with a tangle of vines. They were completely incapacitated.

Just then, Oliver caught sight of a silver serving dish lying on the floor. He used his powers to make it fly toward him. It caught the light of the rainbows as it flew into his hands.

He turned back. Chris was barreling toward him, freed from the Jell-O. His eyes had turned completely black. Steam was coming from his hands, which were covered in a lurid black goo. He was a millisecond away from grabbing Oliver by the throat and throttling him with his toxic powers. 

Quickly, Oliver brought the silver dish crashing down on his head. 

Chris’s eyes immediately returned to normal. Then he slumped to the floor. He was out cold. 

The shaking around Oliver immediately ceased. With a swooshing noise, the black vortex coming from Newton’s head disappeared. 

Newton suddenly fell from his invisible chains and landed with a thud on the table. He took a huge gasp of air, coming back to consciousness. 

Dazed by the experience, Oliver stood there panting, looking at the scene of complete destruction around him. Then he dropped the silver dish and ran to Newton.

“Are you okay?” Oliver asked, as he helped him down from the table and to his feet.

Newton looked like he was in shock. He glanced from the hole in the roof to the rays of rainbow light bursting through the room, then finally to the tied up Obsidians and Chris lying on the floor. 

He rubbed his head. “What happened? Last thing I remember was you telling me I was going to be knighted.” He tapped his head. “Then I came home and found that all my friends were tied up!”

“He did something to you,” Oliver said, gesturing to his brother. “Somehow he tapped into your mind and reversed gravity.”

Newton’s expression turned to rage. “He went into my mind?” He looked furious. “In that case…” He stood and thundered over to a closet. He pulled it open and heaved out a strange wood and metal contraption. “…I’ll go into his!”

He went over to where Chris was lying passed out on the floor and plonked the helmet on him. Then he grabbed some of his alchemy materials—vials of strange, multicolored, shimmery goo—and tipped them into a spout at the top. The he took a vial from his pocket. The black liquid was immediately recognizable as coming from the blade of the melted Obsidian knife.

“What is that?” Oliver stammered. 

“My elixir of confusion,” Newton said with a grin. “I suspect that just like my last alchemy potion, this is the key ingredient I’ve been missing all along.”

Just then, Esther ran in. She took a quick look around the room before grinning at the sight of Newton safe, Chris sprawled on the floor, and the other two Obsidians bound and gagged.

“Are my friends okay?” Newton asked her. 

She nodded. “They’re fine. I’ve tied up the Obsidians but I don’t know how long my bindings will last. Some of them are pretty good with their powers. I’m sure they’ll break through soon enough.”

“Don’t worry about that,” Newton said. “Just a bit of my confusion elixir will render them gibbering wrecks.”

Suddenly, his eyes widened. “Wait! Why are you three still here? I thought you were off to find the portal that will get you back home.”

“We had to rescue you,” Oliver said. “When we realized the laws of gravity were being messed with we knew it must mean you were in danger.”

“I’m okay now,” Newton replied as he looked at the three children incapacitated in his lab. He held up his vial and jiggled it. “I have just the thing to deal with these scallywags.”

Oliver felt torn. Leaving Newton with a gaping hole in his roof and a house full of evil seers didn’t seem like a good idea. But if he didn’t find the portal and get the Orb of Kandra home soon, everything may implode anyway. 

Newton turned back. “Hurry, now! Go! I’ve got everything covered here. Thanks to you showing me that obsidian was the secret ingredient, my alchemy potions will work. The Alchemists Guild won’t kick me out.”

He seemed quite chipper.

“Come on…” Ralph urged Oliver. “Please, let’s go and find that portal!”

Oliver finally made up his mind. They’d neutralized the threat here. Newton didn’t need him anymore. He had to carry on with the mission. 

He turned to leave the lab. 

“Wait, Oliver, before you leave,” Newton said. “Take this.”

He pressed something into Oliver’s hand. When Oliver looked down he saw it was a small glass tincture. Inside was a golden liquid. One of his alchemy alloys. Not the obsidian liquid but something else entirely.

“What is it?” Oliver asked.

“Advanced vision. I believe you will soon need it.”

Oliver clutched the vial protectively in his hand. Then he gave Newton a final parting glance, and ran with Esther and Ralph with all he had.


 

 

 

CHAPTER FORTY THREE

 

As they hurried through the corridors of Newton’s house, Oliver had to tell himself over and over that the scientist was safe now. That Chris would get his just deserts. But another part of him knew that wasn’t the last he’d see of Chris. Newton wouldn’t be able to hold the Obsidians indefinitely, and the moment they got free, they’d be after him. All those shenanigans with Newton had just been to draw Oliver to this place and divert him from his mission, after all. He was the one they really wanted. They’d let him slip from his fingers once before. Now a second time. What were the chances they’d fail a third time if they got the chance?

Better not give them the chance then, Oliver thought.

They ran back out into the damaged streets of London. Soon they reached the area that had not yet been rebuilt after the Great Fire. The blackened shells of houses stood ominously about the place. They were now even more damaged thanks to the flip-flopping of gravity. The place looked completely ravaged. 

Esther pulled out the spyglass, searching the ruins for any sign of the portal. She muttered with frustration. 

She turned sharply to face Ralph and Oliver. “This is useless!”

But no sooner had she spoken than she gasped. 

“What?” Oliver asked, looking over his shoulder at the river, suddenly panicked that the Obsidians had already escaped and found them.

“The portal…” Esther murmured, her attention focused on the glass, her voice filled with wonder. “I see it! It’s there! On the south of the Thames!”

“The portal?” Ralph exclaimed.

Hope leapt into Oliver’s heart. 

But then Esther’s expression fell. “Oh. Actually…”

“Actually what?” Oliver asked.

She looked back at them. “There’s more than one.”

“What do you mean?” Ralph asked.

“There’s two,” Esther said. “We’re going to have to choose one.”

“But how?” Oliver stammered. He felt his chest sink. How would they ever know which one was the one to take them home?

Esther let out a huge sigh. “I’ve no idea. But first things first, let’s find a bridge so we can cross the river. I don’t really want to swim in that muck, and the bridge here doesn’t look like much help.” 

She pointed at the charred remains of the one in the river. It looked sad, rusted, and falling to pieces. 

“London Bridge,” Oliver said. “That way. Let’s go.”


 

 

 

CHAPTER FORTY FOUR

 

Mistress Obsidian stared into her vision bowl with disbelief and growing rage. How had Christopher Blue been overpowered by a seer? She’d imbued him with the power of dark matter! The strongest, most volatile power a human could possess! And how had Malcolm Malice let her down so spectacularly? He was her best student! All they’d had to do was destroy Oliver Blue so he could not rescue the Orb of Kandra. Yet they’d completely failed, getting caught up in petty squabbling amongst themselves. 

She should never have entrusted such an important task to them.

She stood up from the table, furious—with them, with herself for putting her faith in them—and stormed over to the window. 

Across the playing fields her students worked on their archery practice. To think she’d let them all down. That Amethyst school was still standing, still lording it over the entire seer community, denying them their rightful position as masters over the world and the mortals within it. 

His saccharine agenda made Mistress Obsidian sick! Protect humans? Why! When seers were by far the more extraordinary group? When the universe had gifted them with such incredible powers? The universe clearly wanted them in charge and yet Professor Amethyst and his school of do-gooders insisted on protecting mortals!

Anger made her head swim. She grabbed the ledge and took deep, ragged breaths. 

Her gaze fell then to the glass cabinet to her left. Inside was the Obsidian knife. She’d learned enough from studying the vision bowl that overuse of the knife could be disastrous. She still struggled to shake the image of her counterpart in another timeline imploding after stabbing the Orb of Kandra. It was enough to make her extremely cautious. And she’d already used it once, to give Christopher Blue his powers. Just look how that had turned out!

But still, she found herself reaching for the knife as if drawn to its dark power. She took it gently from the cabinet and turned it in her hands, deliberating. Her mind went back and forth, back and forth. Perhaps now was the time to be decisive. Oliver had the Orb but he was still stuck in 1690. He’d not yet returned it to its plinth in the sixth dimension. There was still time to win this, with a little help from the dark world…

Mistress Obsidian forced away the image of her parallel self dying from her mind. She raised the knife above her head, its tip to the sky, and sliced down as if through sponge cake. She made a slice all the way from the height of her head down to the floor. Then she took her hands and peeled back the edges of the universe. She stepped inside.

The space where she now stood was very dark and very cold. A place between time. There was no sound. Just a dark expanse of nothing. 

Mistress Obsidian glanced about her, searching for what she was here to fetch. Then, slowly, small blue orbs began to light up around her. It was the eyes of rogues waking from their slumber.

“The dark army,” she announced. “I call on you.”

More and more eyes began to open, glowing their peculiar blue light into the blackness.

Then in a sudden whoosh like the force of a tornado, the rogues flew for the gap she’d made in the fabric of time. 

Mistress Obsidian struggled for breath as the wind whipped through her hair. Her cloak flew out behind her. The rogues were racing through the slit so fast they became a blur of black and shimmering blue. 

She grasped the edges of the dimensional fabric, trying to steady herself. Then a wicked smile played across her lips. A laugh escaped from between them. She’d really done it. She’d really unleashed the dark army onto the world. 

“Just try and stop me now!” she screamed into the void.

 


 

 

 

CHAPTER FORTY FIVE

 

As London Bridge loomed into view on the horizon, Oliver, Esther, and Ralph took it in turns to look through the spyglass at the far bank of the River Thames. Indeed, through the glass they could see the outline of two distinct metal arches, with odd glittering shimmers and lightning forking across their surfaces. They were identical, reminding Oliver of the porthole windows in submarines.

“How do we know which one is the portal Michael told us about?” Ralph said, looking concerned as he handed the spyglass back to Esther. Then he gulped. “What if neither is?”

Oliver checked his amulet. “It’s getting warmer the closer we get. So at least one of them has to be the way back to the School for Seers.”

“Neither of them look particularly stable,” Ralph added. “The metal is all rusted. And singed. They must have been damaged during the Great Fire.”

Just then, Esther quirked her head up and peered into the distance. “Do you hear that? It sounds like wind.”

Oliver squinted into the distance. 

“Sounds like galloping to me,” Ralph said. 

Then Oliver gasped. “It’s footsteps! The Obsidians must have freed themselves from Newton. Quick! Let’s head to the bridge.”

But Esther shook her head. “The Obsidians would be coming from the north. The noise is coming from south of the river.”

But no sooner had the words left her lips, than something in the distance caught Oliver’s eye. Coming from the south—the same direction they themselves needed to go—Oliver saw spots of blue light. They were all grouped in pairs and moving in a peculiar way, in a rhythmic sort of up, down, up, down motion.

Esther and Ralph turned too. 

“What is that?” Ralph asked. 

Suddenly, it dawned on Oliver what he was looking at. It wasn’t the approaching Obsidians. He gasped. 

“Rogues!”

As the rogues rushed toward them, another noise—coming from the west this time—made them all turn. 

“Is that…” Esther began.

“It’s Sister Judith!” Ralph finished. 

The old nun was racing toward them at lightning speed. And coming up behind her were more women in matching gray cloaks, as well as the students from the London School for the Future-Sighted.

“It’s Michael!” Oliver exclaimed. “And Samuel!”

“Wait,” Ralph said, gasping. 

Oliver looked up the cobblestone road that connected the Thames to the north of London. Hurrying down it were Chris and the Obsidians. They’d broken free from Newton and were advancing toward the bridge with speed.

Oliver realized that all three groups were going to converge at this point. A meeting of seers. Good versus evil. 

It was going to be an epic battle.


 

 

 

CHAPTER FORTY SIX

 

Chris’s head still pounded from being knocked out, not to mention that awful alchemist concoction Newton had put in him. Thankfully his super-strong nuclear powers seemed to counteract them. Realizing Oliver had gone and that his plan to endanger Newton to bring Oliver to him had failed, he’d wasted no time freeing the bound Obsidians and getting straight back to his pursuit of Oliver.

Luckily, his stupid brother had left his glowing footprints to guide him. 

Even from the other end of the long alleyway, Chris zeroed in on Oliver. His pathetic brother was standing by a bridge looking across the Thames. He could see light from that Orb everyone seemed to be obsessed by glowing in the girl’s satchel. The Orb meant nothing to Chris. All he wanted was to see Oliver destroyed. And this time, he wouldn’t let him get away. 

As he thundered down the alleyway, the Obsidians bringing up the rear, Chris suddenly heard the strangest of sounds. It was a mixture between hooves and roaring wind. He looked ahead and gasped. A strange procession was advancing onto London Bridge, all with odd glowing blue eyes.

“Rogues!” Madeleine squealed with delight.

“Not just any rogues,” Malcolm told her. “It’s the dark army. Mistress Obsidian must have summoned them.” He looked delighted.

Chris noticed another bunch of people were coming from the west. They turned onto the north end of London Bridge.

“Who’s that group?” Chris asked. “That bunch of kids and all those nuns?”

For once, smart-aleck Malcolm didn’t have the answer. “I have no idea.”

No sooner had he said it, than the two groups met, right in the middle. Without hesitation, they descended into vicious magical fighting. 

From the nuns and kids on one side, sparks of white light shot through the air like arrows. They pelted the dark army. One bright arrow went right into the eye of a rogue. He let out a piercing scream and staggered as neon blue liquid dripped down his face. He hit the barrier of the river and tumbled over the side into the water.

The dark army retaliated against the arrows of lights with jets of black oil. The viscous liquid shot out of the hands of the rogues on the front line, coating the nuns who stood at the front of the group. 

The woman yelled out as if the liquid burned them. But they used their own powers to counter the oil, turning it into golden goo-like honey. The honey-like liquid pooled on the floor around them and began to seep toward the rogue army. The rogues blasted yet more oil over the honey, smothering it, burying it. Bits of bright light managed to burst through but it was quickly stifled by the oil. When the last piece of light was suffocated, the oil froze over like the hardening lava of a volcano.

All the while, the arrows of light continued to rain down on the rogue. Their own arrows of black flew back. 

Chris had never seen anything like it in his life!

“What are they fighting for?” he asked. 

Malcolm flashed him his condescending look. “The nuns are on the side of the light, obviously. The dark army is on our side. The side of the dark.”

But Madeleine gasped suddenly. She added, in a worried voice, “The dark army can only be here if they’ve been summoned. Mistress Obsidian must have called them.” She pulled her hand into a fist. “She doesn’t trust us to stop Oliver from escaping.”

“Where’s Oliver supposed to escape to?” Chris laughed. “They’re just stuck in the middle. There’s nowhere to go.”

They carried marching onward. Chris wasn’t scared of joining the battle ensuing before his eyes. He knew he fit in perfectly with the dark army. In fact, he liked them a whole bunch more than the Obsidians. He’d had enough of Malcolm’s face. And the weasel had let him down too many time. He didn’t blame Mistress Obsidian for losing faith in them and calling on other fighters. 

Yes, an army suited Chris way better than a school. Maybe if he proved himself in front of the dark rogues they’d let him join them. The thought added more fuel to his belly. 

The noise of the battle grew louder the closer they came. The sky was filled with lights, dust, clouds, rain. All types of matter went back and forth between the warring group like artillery made from ice crystals and hailstones. 

They reached the edge of the bridge, coming around the back of the school kids. The rest of the Obsidians slowed their pace. But Chris didn’t. He was already tapping into his powers, summoning the toxic green goo that had the power to burn anything it touched. 

“Chris!” Malcolm hissed. “Slow down! We need a battle plan.”

But Chris ignored him. He went straight into the fray. His mind was focused only on Oliver. Even as flaming lava jets arched over his head Chris just walked straight through, fearlessly, like it was nothing.

There was a boy in his way, blocking his path to Oliver. He was a young boy. 

A sniveling loser who picked the wrong side, Chris thought as he grabbed him from behind and plucked him clean off the ground. 

The boy’s sweater began to burn as Chris threw him away like he weighed nothing. 

He kept barging forward. He grabbed the next child, pushing him roughly aside, ignoring his scream as his clothes began to burn at the point where he’d touched them. 

He reached the nuns who were leading the pack. One of them swirled on him. She narrowed her gray eyes, locking them on him. Chris shuddered. It felt like she’d penetrated into his mind. 

“Christopher Blue,” she said. “It’s not too late to choose the light.”

Chris scoffed. He pushed out with both his hands, blasting the nun backward with the full force of his power. She fell and skidded across the bridge, right into the midst of the dark rogues. They descended upon her.

Just then, Chris caught sight of Oliver. He and his friends were trying to force back the rogue army. The girl was protecting them from the blows of the rogues with one of her shields while the boy pelted them with hailstones he seemed to be plucking from the sky. And Oliver, sniveling little Oliver, was snapping the wooden planks beneath their feet, making them fall into the sea. 

Chris ground his teeth and marched on. 

If he wanted to, Chris could end it now. In the chaos of the battle, with Oliver distracted, he could blast him with his powers. But he wanted to use his hands. He wanted to see the life drain from Oliver’s face up close. 

He plowed onward. When he reached Oliver, he grabbed him from behind, wrenching him back into a headlock. 

Oliver yelled and flailed with his arms. He kicked back, his boot colliding with Chris’s shin. Chris winced. But the pain was nothing. Definitely not enough to make him let go. Oliver had never been particularly good at self-defense.

He wiggled like worm on a hook, trying to wrestle himself free but failing. He’d always been so weak, Chris thought as he tightened his arm around Oliver’s neck. 

“Isn’t this just like the good old days?” Chris sneered as he dug his knuckles into Oliver’s scalp. “You and me scrapping.”

Oliver wheezed. He was clearly struggling for breath. His face was turning an interesting shade of purple. 

Then suddenly, there came a surge from behind. The nuns and school kids had gained some ground. They barreled forward. 

Chris felt someone slam into his back. He lost his grip on Oliver. 

Quickly, before Oliver could shoot any powers at him, Chris ducked into the crowd to obscure himself from Oliver’s view. The battle was so chaotic, he blended right in.

Just then, he heard the black-haired girl’s desperate cries. “Oliver? Oliver, where are you?”

He looked up and saw she was right there. 

Chris grinned evilly. Another hostage. Perfect. Another person Oliver would never leave behind.

He rushed forward, shoulder to shoulder with the school kids, and grabbed the girl. 

Her scream pierced the air. He put his hand over her mouth to silence him. She bit him. 

Now it was Chris’s turn to scream. He reared back, but he didn’t let go. 

Through the chaos of bodies and blasts, Oliver appeared.

Despite the pain in his hand, Chris grinned. He knew Oliver would come back for her. 

“Let Esther go!” Oliver yelled.

“I’ll trade you,” Chris replied. “Come here.”

He could feel Esther shaking her head against his chest. Oliver stood his ground. But Chris could see in his eyes he was deliberating, that he was so close to approaching. He just needed more of an incentive.

Chris lifted Esther clean off the ground and swung her legs over the edge, dangling her above the water. 

That was enough to do it. Oliver ran full pelt toward her. “Esther!”

“That’s it, little brother,” Chris muttered under his breath. “Save your friend.”

Then he let Esther go. 


 

 

 

CHAPTER FORTY SEVEN

 

Oliver didn’t even think. He threw himself into the river after Esther. Disgusting water went right up his nose and he gagged on it.

He heard a plop from behind. It was Chris. He’d leapt into the water after them. 

Oliver thrashed around, searching for Esther. It was too dark and gloomy. He could hardly see a thing.

Suddenly, he remembered the tincture Newton had given him. It was for advanced vision. Could this be the moment he needed it? 

He could hear Chris from behind, the sound of his arms slapping the water. He was gaining on him. 

He glanced back just in time to see Ralph dive into the water. He began grappling with Chris.

It bought Oliver the time he needed. Treading water with one hand, he grabbed the tincture from his pocket.

“Here goes nothing.” He downed it in one.

Almost immediately, Oliver’s vision began to change. Just like looking through the spyglass Newton had invented to detect magic, Oliver could now see the shimmers, the traces of magic left in the air. If it hadn’t been such a perilous moment he’d have thought it was beautiful.

Suddenly through the water, he saw her. Esther. She had a brilliant yellow aura like a field of buttercups. It was so bright he could see her through the filth of the Thames. She was struggling. She’d clearly lost her bearings and couldn’t work out which way was up and which way was down. 

He swam for her, forcing his face under the stinking water.

He reached forward with his hand, reaching for the beautiful yellow glow that was Esther. Then he got hold of her hand and gripped it tightly, even more tightly than the monkey grip she’d used to save him from floating away when gravity reversed. 

With every ounce of strength he had in him, he pulled. It was much harder to ascend with the weight of her dragging him down. Oliver felt the air in his lungs run low. 

Then suddenly they reached the surface and burst out. Esther took a huge gasp of air.

“The portal,” Oliver stammered. “Let’s swim to it.”

He looked over to the banks. Suddenly, he saw that the two portals were different colors. The one on the left glowed yellow. The one on the right emitted a dark light. 

He looked around for Ralph.

“Ralph! Come on! It’s the left portal! The left!”

Ralph dunked Chris and pushed off after him. Together, the three of them swam as fast as they could toward the bank.

 

 

 

 

CHAPTER FORTY EIGHT

 

Chris bobbed back up from the water and took a huge breath. The dirty water made him retch. He slammed his hands against the surface. Oliver had disappeared. 

But then he saw a shimmer of light, just like the footsteps he’d been following. Oliver was clearly the source of the glowing trail. Tendrils of light seemed to pool from him, seeping into the water like shiny ink. Chris smirked to himself. His stupid brother had lit a pathway right to him!

He glanced across the river to the other side. With his special vision, he could just make out the faint outlines of what looked like portals. They reminded Chris of the time portal he’d come through to get here.

Suddenly he realized what was happening. Oliver and his friends were attempting to flee through time! If they reached the other side, they’d jump through the portals and disappear! Chris could not let that happen.

But he couldn’t stop them alone. 

He looked up to the bridge. The battle was in full swing. He could just make out Malcolm.

“Malcolm!” he screamed.

But his voice was too quiet to be heard over the noise of the fighting.

Frustrated, Chris tapped into his powers. This time, his voice came out in a boom that echoed all around. “MALCOLM!”

The boy appeared at the edge of the bridge. His eyes looked wide with surprise. And, to Chris’s delight, a little bit of fear. 

“There are time portals,” Chris yelled to him in his booming voice. “On the south of the bank. Stop Oliver from reaching them.”

With a soaring sense of power, Chris saw Malcolm turn and direct the rest of the Obsidians to follow his orders. He really was the leader now. Truly. 

But there was still work to be done. 

He pumped harder with his legs and arms, trying to gain on Oliver. But Oliver was a faster swimmer than Chris and far out of reach. 

But Esther wasn’t. She seemed to be a slower swimmer than the boys and was struggling against the force of the water. The satchel with its precious glowing cargo floated alongside her. 

Suddenly, Chris was hit with a rare moment of inspiration. Everyone had been harping on about that Orb like it was the most important thing in the universe. It was clearly so important to Oliver, he would never escape through time without it. So if Chris could just get hold of their precious Orb, Oliver would have no choice but to stay behind and fight. 

And then I’ll melt his face off with my toxic acid! Chris thought, growing increasingly excited. 

He felt a surge of energy race through him as if the powers he’d been imbued with were responding to his thoughts. As if they were on board with his plan. But they felt strangely separate from him in that moment. Like something he contained rather than a part of him. But there was no time to think about that. 

Chris pushed through the water, gaining on Esther He had to act quickly before she got the chance to cast one of her shields. He’d have to sneak up on her covertly. Quietly. 

He swam forward, just beneath the water’s surface like a crocodile would. Swimming this way made no at all noise. He was able to come up behind the black-haired girl fast. 

Then, when she was an arm’s length away from him, he took his moment to strike. He reached forward, grasped hold of the satchel, and dove under the water. 

Esther plunged down with him. Her hands were clutching the strap of the satchel like her life depended on it. She wasn’t letting go. 

As he descended deeper into the water, Esther came with him. 

She thrashed, panic in her eyes. A scream ripped from her throat but the noise was swallowed by the water. Still, it must have been enough for Oliver to hear, because Chris heard his pathetically shrill voice scream out, “Esther!” 

Chris pulled the satchel, trying to wrench it away from Esther. They tussled with the satchel, yanking it back and forth between them. The flap worked its way loose. Now Chris could see the Orb inside the satchel, being jostled about.

Just then, Chris noticed that Esther’s eyes were unfocusing. He knew that meant she was about to access her powers and send out one of her sonar shields.

He yanked again, desperate this time, not wanting to get trapped behind one of her invisible walls and drown. 

But to Chris’s great surprise, nothing happened. Esther’s powers didn’t work under water. 

He felt a surge of glee. Now was his chance to strike!

The Orb was just beginning to float up to the edge of the satchel. He let go of the bag. Using his super-speed, he grabbed the Orb just as it tipped out from the top of the satchel. Then he tightened his arms around it and kicked off with his legs, heading back the way he’d come. 

Desperate to take a breath, Chris kicked up to the surface of the water. He popped out and found that he was now facing north. On the bridge, the battle between good and evil was in full force. On the south bank behind him, he could see Oliver’s male friend tinkering with the portal, trying to activate it. But Oliver was not there.

Then Chris saw shimmering streaks on the water, the type left by Oliver. His brother was coming after him. He had to move. And fast.

He swam harder and faster than ever before, heading toward the north bank. 

Suddenly, a blinding light filled the sky. It was coming from the south bank. Chris looked back and saw that the portal was opening. The lightning forks that crackled against its surface transformed into blindingly bright lights that flashed. It was like a strobe effect. The sight made Chris’s head spin. 

In one of the flashes, he suddenly saw Oliver speeding toward him. 

Chris kicked back into gear. He thrust out with his legs, attempting to propel himself up to the bank. But the Orb was weighing him down. It was almost like it had a mind of its own. It felt like it was trying to drag him back to the portal. 

Then suddenly, he felt a strange sensation in his arms. It felt like they were sizzling. He looked down and saw steam radiating from the part of his arms that touched the orb. The pain grew worse and worse. Was the Orb defending itself against him?

Chris had only seconds to act. He dropped the Orb. It floated slowly down through the water and came to rest of the muddy river bed, its glow like little more than a weak candle.

The pain in his arms receded. 

But his relief was short-lived. Because suddenly he felt the water around him begin to slosh violently, turning into a swirling whirlpool. He spun around and around, growing dizzier with each rotation. 

And every time he spun to face southward, he saw a figure growing closer and closer.

Oliver. 


 

 

 

CHAPTER FORTY NINE

 

Fury crackled through Oliver’s veins. He’d never been so angry. Even over the years of torment Chris had put him through, never had his rage been so intense. 

Because before, Chris had only hurt him. But when he’d seen Esther—the person he cared for more than anyone—in danger because of Chris, something in him had snapped. An anger he’d never felt before had been unleashed. Now that Esther was safe, all Oliver wanted to do was get revenge on his big bully of a brother.

The whirlpool he’d conjured had come without thought. It was some kind of emotional instinct that had made his powers engage. The outcome had taken even Oliver by surprise. Never before had he commanded such a huge force of nature as a river. But revenge was fueling his mind, making the water spin violently like it was being sucked through some imaginary plughole. 

And there was Chris. Caught up in the middle of its force, spinning and spinning. He looked terrified but Oliver didn’t care. He wanted him to suffer. 

All through their lives together, all he’d ever wanted was for Chris to leave him alone. To stop the bullying. 

Not now. Now he wanted to get his own back. Now he wanted revenge.

Oliver used his powers to make the water churn more rapidly still. He used such force that the river bed suddenly appeared in the eye of the storm, in the middle of the whirlpool. 

Suddenly, Oliver saw the Orb of Kandra in the mud at the bottom, wedged there. She appeared to be sinking further into the sticky silt, her light growing dimmer and dimmer.

All at once, something clicked in his mind. It almost felt like the Orb of Kandra was speaking to him, calling him, challenging him. 

What was he doing? Harming Chris was not the point! It never had been! If he acted out of vengefulness and spite, he was no better than his bully. His mission had only ever been to rescue the Orb, not to cause harm to another living being, even if that happened to be his brother who wanted him dead.

He realized suddenly that this was what Professor Amethyst had been warning him of. The bromine within him was constantly tugging him toward evil. This was the first time he’d ever felt its magnetism. He must not give in to it. The lure of dark power was something he must fight. 

Oliver switched his focus from Chris to the Orb. He let go of the whirlpool with his mind. But the centrifugal force acting on the water was too great now. It was powering itself. The motion he’d started was pushing it around and around of its own accord. It would take a long time to lose power and return to stillness.

There was no other option. In order to save the Orb, Oliver would have to enter the whirlpool himself.

He took a deep breath, steadying his nerves, then dove down into the swirling water.

Immediately, the churning whirlpool took hold of him, flinging him into its midst. He spun around and around, nausea swilling in his stomach. Water got into his nose and mouth, making him choke and splutter. It was the most terrifying experience. He felt a huge sense of shame knowing he’d subjected Chris to this.

He noticed Chris then, pinned against the wall of water opposite Oliver. His brother glared at him, his eyes no longer blue but all-black. Oliver shuddered at the terrible transformation that had overcome Chris. The powers he’d been given were not seer powers, that much was clear. Something else pumped through Chris’s blood. Something dark and evil.

Oliver saw then that Chris was still fighting. He was pushing out with his limbs, battling against the force of the water, heading downward. 

He was aiming for the Orb.

Oliver knew Chris had no idea what the Orb was for or why it mattered. He only wanted it because it was something Oliver cared about. Just like when they were kids, with toys and food, Chris would wreck everything just for the pleasure of upsetting Oliver. But whereas back then it only hurt him, now the whole School for Seers was at stake. 

There was no way Oliver was going to let Chris get there first. 

He pushed on, his muscles aching from the effort. The Orb lay nestled on the riverbed floor, wedged in a pillow of silt and mud. Sinking. Her light barely glowing now and fading with every second.

Oliver stretched out his fingertips. Reaching, reaching. But the Orb kept sinking. Then suddenly, the light burned out.

Panic took hold of Oliver. He could hardly see through the gloom.

He thrust his hands into the mud, scrabbling around, desperate to get purchase of the Orb. Then his fingers touched something slightly warm. As smooth as glass. 

He plunged his left hand into the mud and heaved. The Orb of Kandra catapulted upward out of the mud and slammed into Oliver’s chest with the force of a bowling ball, winding him. There’d be a bruise on his ribs tomorrow but Oliver didn’t care about the pain. He had the Orb. He was single-minded. All that mattered was returning her to her rightful home on the plinth in the sixth dimension.

As he wrapped his arms around her, cradling her, his heart swelling with relief, he saw that her light had gone out completely. He wondered if it was too late to save her. 

Without wasting a second, Oliver turned toward the south bank and began to swim, cradling the Orb of Kandra in his arms protectively. 

That’s when he saw that the Obsidian kids were running down onto the banks. Heading for the portals. For Esther and Ralph. 


 

 

 

CHAPTER FIFTY

 

The whirlpool finally lost its momentum and the water smashed back into place, swallowing Chris with it. As water swamped over his head, a surge of terror overwhelmed him like none he’d ever felt before. The weight of the water plunged down on him, pushing him down all the way into the darkness at the bottom of the Thames.

He hit the river bed, then felt himself sink like a stone into the mud. His feet became stuck. The silt was like quicksand. 

Is this how I die? he thought desperately, his chest aching from lack of oxygen.

After everything he’d been through, he’d failed. And now he was going to drown in a dirty river in 1690.

As black stars started to flash in his oxygen-deprived vision, a sudden image flashed in Chris’s mind: Oliver cradling the Orb. 

Immediately, anger flooded through him. Red-hot anger. It was so strong it drove out every semblance of fear he’d been feeling.

He was Chris Blue! He would not be defeated by his pathetic little brother! He would not die here at the bottom of the river, sinking in the quicksand! He would not be beaten. Not by anyone. And especially not by Oliver. 

Reaching down, Chris grabbed his right leg. He heaved upward. It was stuck fast but he wasn’t giving up. He gritted his teeth and tugged again. He felt the silt shift. It was moving. He was doing it. Freeing himself. 

With every ounce of strength he possessed, he heaved his leg out of the mud. Then he grabbed the other and heaved that one out too. Finally, he was freed. 

As he fought his way upward, he felt the final bits of oxygen in his lungs dwindle away. Weakness overcame him.

A flash from the sky above the water showed him he was just inches from the surface. He could do it. Just one more push. 

Christopher burst out of the water and took a huge gasp of breath. His lungs filled quickly. He spluttered, coughing, gasping, flailing around his arms to stay afloat. Then his breathing began to slow. He’d done it. He’d saved himself from drowning.

Chris looked about and saw his Obsidians had made their way to the banks and were now battling with Esther and the tall boy, who were both shivering, looking like drowned rats. The flashing of opposing light and flame were blinding, disorienting. 

Beside them, the two portals were activated. 

But Oliver himself was still in the water, the Orb tucked under one arm, forcing him to swim with only one. It was slowing him down. 

Chris still had a chance. One last chance. If Oliver went through the time portal he would never get this opportunity again. 

He went for it. He had to throw everything at this.

He tapped into his powers, summoning a jet of bubbles to push him from behind. They surged him across the water, pushing him closer and closer to Oliver. He gained on him at a frightening speed. 

In the next flash of light, Chris saw Oliver reach the banks. Esther and the boy tried to help him up but Oliver was shouting at them. 

“Take the Orb!”

Esther grabbed it. Then she turned and leapt through one of the portals. The tall boy jumped after her.

Chris used his booming voice, now frantic. “Go through the portal!” he screamed at the Obsidians.

But his dumb gang hadn’t seen which portal they’d entered. None of them knew which to jump through. They looked perplexed.

“Idiots!” Chris screamed.

Oliver was floundering onto the banks, trying to heave himself from the water. He seemed significantly weakened from the swim. 

But Chris was not. Despite almost drowning, the powers racing through his veins made him feel stronger than ever. He pushed even harder. He was so close. 

The banks came up to him just as Oliver leapt to his feet and hurried for the portal. 

Chris rose out of the water and stretched his clawed hand out, attempting to grab hold of Oliver’s ankle. His fingers just caught the fabric of Oliver’s overalls. 

Oliver fell, his stomach slamming against the bank.

Chris tried to get a better purchase, to pull Oliver back into the water. His brother kicked him, but the blows barely registered. Chris didn’t even feel the pain. 

He reached out with his other hand, trying to get hold of Oliver’s next ankle. But he lost his grip.

Suddenly, there was nothing in Chris’s hands. Oliver had wiggled free like a slippery eel. 

Chris’s gaze darted upward in time to see Oliver fling himself through the left portal. Lightning crackled across its surface. 

“Follow him!” he screamed at the Obsidians.

Madeleine ran for it. But it was too late. With a zap, the portal closed. She fell back on the ground with a thud. 

Oliver was gone. 

A scream of rage ripped from Chris’s chest. 

 

 

Chapter Fifty-One 

All around Oliver, the portal’s walls were shaking violently. Lights flashed by so quickly they were a blur. 

He had no idea whether Chris or any of the Obsidians had made it through the portal after him. Esther and Ralph had gone through first but Chris was right behind him. What if he’d come through too? There’d be no way of knowing until he reached the exit. If he reached the exit, that was. 

The portal seemed to take forever. It twisted and turned like a rollercoaster. Oliver felt the contents of his stomach sloshing. 

Then just as quickly as it had started, everything around Oliver changed. He felt his knees bump into something hard. A marble floor. He went skidding across it and hit his head into a wall. 

Oof. 

Before he regained his senses, he heard the screams of Esther and Ralph. Both came careening toward him. They slammed into him and all three ended up in a heap. 

“Where are we?” Ralph cried, untangling his limbs from Oliver.

Oliver managed to pull himself to sitting just in time to see the wormhole close up. No one else had come through. They’d lost Chris! They’d left him on the other side in 1690! 

But they’d also left the dark army of rogue seers in a bitter battle with Sister Judith and the students from the London School of the Future-Sighted. Oliver prayed they be okay. That they understood why he, Esther, and Ralph had had to take that one opportunity to dive through the portal. 

Now certain there was no one pursuing them, Oliver glanced around. They were in a room that was peculiarly empty. Black marble floor. Dark tiled walls. And it was clearly enormous because their voices seemed to echo on forever.

Suddenly, Oliver realized. Though it appeared different every time he entered, Oliver was certain they were back at the School for Seers. Even though it was technically a void, he’d recognize Professor Amethyst’s office anywhere. 

“We’re in the sixth dimension!” he exclaimed. He jumped to his feet. “Quick, hand me the Orb.”

Esther passed the Orb of Kandra to Oliver. She was completely dark, no light glowing in her at all. 

 

“We need to find the plinth!” he cried, cradling it. 

They ran, heading into the blackness. 

Then Oliver saw it, glittering in the distance. The empty pedestal upon which the Orb of Kandra belonged. He ran up to it. 

He held the Orb out and slowly he let go. 

Oliver held his breath, hoping, praying they’d gotten her home in time. The Orb floated there, a few centimeters above the plinth, right where she belonged. Then suddenly, a light at her center began to flicker.

“She’s okay…” Oliver said with a gasp. 

The flickering light grew stronger and brighter. 

“I don’t believe it!” Oliver cried, realizing that the Orb was coming back to life. “We did it. We really did it.”

Esther and Ralph started to jump up and down, cheering with joy. The shaking around them ceased. The Orb of Kandra returned to her full beauty, radiating a brilliant, beautiful, bright white light. 

At that moment, a voice floated through the darkness. A familiar voice that Oliver knew so well. The voice of Professor Amethyst.

“Oliver Blue. I knew you would not let me down.”

All around Oliver, Esther, and Ralph, colors began to melt down the walls like paint. The black void transformed into the main atrium of the School for Seers. They were back, standing beside the kapoc tree.

And all was calm. 


 

 

 

CHAPTER FIFTY TWO

 

Oliver caught a flash of butterscotch. Then suddenly, Hazel came into view beside him. Her gray eyes sparkled with joy. 

“I’m so happy to see you,” she exclaimed. 

“Hazel,” he replied, emotion making his voice crack. He’d really thought he’d never see her again.

She looked him in the eye.

“You did it!” she cried. “You saved the school!”

“I guess so,” Oliver replied, though his mind was spinning. 

Everything had happened so quickly. The fight with Chris. The time vortex. His clothes were still soaked.

“Why so glum?” Hazel cried as she threw her arms around him. “You did it!”

“I guess so,” Oliver replied in a daze. 

Then over her shoulder he caught sight of two more familiar faces. One was pale in complexion, the other dark.

“Simon! Walter!” Oliver called out.

The two boys hurried over and threw their arms around Hazel and Oliver. Then Ralph and Esther came over and joined the huddle.

It felt so great to be reunited again. Oliver would happily let this moment last forever. 

“What’s that smell?” Walter said. 

They drew out of the embrace. 

“That would be the River Thames,” Ralph said, looking down at his soaked clothes. “It’s pretty smelly.”

Hazel was polite enough to ignore the smell. “So are you back for good?” she asked Oliver and Esther.

“If Professor Amethyst hasn’t expelled me for running off,” Esther replied, her cheeks growing pink.

Oliver pondered the question himself. He had no idea where he stood at the moment, whether he was a part of the school or not. “If he’ll let me back,” he added. 

“Of course he will,” Walter said. “You’re one of us!”

Oliver smiled, feeling so welcome and included in the group. 

Hazel linked arms with him. “Come on, there’s going to be a party in the hall. A celebration.”

“Food,” Simon said in his posh English accent. “Merriment. It will be most splendid.” 

Walter slapped Oliver on the back. “Then maybe after you’ve eaten we could play a game of switchit?”

Oliver laughed. As much as he’d love to play switchit with Walter again, he was beyond exhausted. 

“Maybe after a long night in the sleep pod,” he said. “We’ve been awake for… well, I think it’s been forty-eight hours now.”

His head spun just thinking of it. Two days, and yet at the same time, thousands of years. What a journey they’d been on!

The group headed into the hall. At once, the sound of applause sounded out. Oliver gasped, looking around at all the teachers and students cheering for them. He felt a swell of pride.

Music began to play. Oliver noticed then that there were tables covered in the School for Seers’ amazing spread of crazy foods. The party commenced.

Professor Amethyst came over to him and placed a firm hand on his shoulder.

“Oliver Blue, I knew you wouldn’t let me down.”

Oliver looked up into his wise eyes. There was a nagging feeling in his stomach. “What happened after we left though? To Sister Judith and the students from the London School for the Future-Sighted? Are they okay?”

Professor Amethyst smiled kindly. “The light prevails in that particular battle. You chose the correct portal and in doing so, closed it up. That allowed Sister Judith and the other celestial mothers to spread rumors amongst the dark army that you’d escaped through a portal. They found the decoy on the banks. It led them straight back to the depths from which they came. But tell me. How did you know which one to choose?”

“It was Newton, actually,” Oliver said. “He gave me a tincture of a liquid that would help me see the magic. Esther glowed yellow. So did the portal. I figured if she was good, then the yellow door must be good as well.”

Professor Amethyst smiled. “How very wise. And you helped him too of course. Showing him the Obsidian knife gave him the last piece of the puzzle. Thanks to you he and the Alchemists Guild discovered many amazing things we seers use today. Their published work is well over one million words!”

“I thought Newton’s alchemy work never saw the light of day,” Oliver replied. 

“Not in the human world,” Professor Amethyst said with a chuckle. “But in the seer world, their books are bestsellers.”

Oliver allowed himself a small smile. He was relieved and somewhat placated to know everyone was okay. But there was one thought still worrying him. “Tell me. What about Chris? What happens to my brother?”

In spite of everything Chris had put him through, Oliver still wished no harm to him. If he allowed himself even an inch of hatred toward Chris then that would be letting in a bit of the dark side he needed to fight. 

“That remains to be seen,” the headmaster replied. “He took the mark of the Obsidians. He swallowed dark matter. He belongs to them. His future is very uncertain.”

Oliver nodded gravely. “So those aren’t seer powers she gave him? It doesn’t work that way.”

Professor Amethyst gave a noncommittal bob of the head. “You’re only half right. The powers Chris took in are seer powers. The nuclear specialism. It is a type that was banished. It’s far too dangerous. Extremely volatile. They’re powers that belong in the dark world, not in a human boy.”

The tone of his voice was very somber. Oliver did not need to ask for clarification to know that whatever Chris had done to himself, it was very bad. 

“And how was my friend Newton?” Professor Amethyst asked.

“He was a great help,” Oliver explained. “This alchemy recipe helped us to find where the Orb of Kandra was hidden. And his spyglass showed us the portal in the end. We’d never have succeeded without him.” He gestured to Ralph and Esther, including them in his comment. Then he pulled out the amulet, which was searing hot now in his palm. “And also this. It showed us the way out of a crisis at the last moment.”

A smile spread across Professor Amethyst’s lips. “I suppose you won’t have much need for that anymore?”

Oliver frowned. “Why not?”

“Because you’re coming back to the School for Seers, of course,” Professor Amethyst said. 

Oliver’s mouth gaped open. “Really? I can come back for good?”

“Of course!” the professor said. “A seer like you must be trained. So, what do you say? Will you come back?”

Oliver nodded vigorously. “Of course. Of course.” 

Then he suddenly remembered his quest to find his parents. He’d had to abandon it because of the Orb of Kandra. But he was still desperate to know where they were. To find Maggie and Teddy. To meet them face to face.

“There is one thing, though,” Oliver said to Professor Amethyst. “I want to find my parents.”

Professor Amethyst nodded. “I understand. We’ll help you with your search. When the time is right, you may of course leave to find them.”

Oliver felt a swell of excitement. The headmaster would help him in his quest to find his parents? It was like a dream!

He took off the amulet and handed it back to Professor Amethyst. “In which case, you’re right. I shan’t be needing this anymore.”

Professor Amethyst squeezed his shoulder. “It’s good to have you home, Oliver Blue.” 

Oliver left the professor and went over to his group of friends, who were all dancing with abandon to the music. Hazel spun him, then Walter ruffled his hair. Simon grabbed his hand, raising it into the air like he was a boxer who’d just won in the ring, while Ralph clapped him on the back several times.

That’s when Oliver realized Esther was not among them. He glanced about, looking for her. 

When he finally caught sight of her he realized she did not appear to be enjoying the party one bit. She was stood at the side of the hall holding a drink, taking just the smallest of sips. Oliver noticed her skin looked paler since they’d come back to the School for Seers.

Concern leapt into his chest. 

“Excuse me one moment,” he said, leaving his group. 

He approached Esther. She looked up as he drew closer.

“Oliver,” she said, smiling thinly. Her voice sounded weak, like she was exhausted and struggling to stay awake.

Oliver rested his back against the wall beside her. 

“What’s up?” he asked. “You don’t seem to be in the celebrating mood.”

Esther shook her head. “Nothing. Just … processing everything.”

But Oliver could tell that wasn’t it. He knew Esther well enough by now. She was hiding something. In fact, she’d had something on her mind the second she’d arrived in Boston.

He nudged her with his shoulder. “Please, Esther. Whatever it is, you can tell me.”

She held his gaze for a long moment. Then finally she nodded, slowly.

“Okay. But not here. Let’s get some privacy.”

 

*

 

Esther and Oliver strolled slowly through the gardens of the School for Seers. It was the site of their first date. So much had happened since then. Oliver felt like a completely different person. 

He glanced over at Esther. Her expression was drawn. She clearly had something on her mind. 

“You didn’t ask me to come here for a date, did you?” Oliver asked.

His stomach swirled with anguish. The anticipation was unbearable.

“Let’s sit,” Esther said, gesturing to a collection of tree stumps.

They both sat down. Esther reached out and took Oliver’s hands. She looked into his eyes earnestly. 

“When I first showed up in Boston, you asked me why I’d left the school.”

Oliver nodded. “Yes.”

“I lied to you about why.”

He felt his chest sink. It had been too good to be true, really, that Esther would have sacrificed her life at the School for Seers because she loved him. 

“Oh…” he said sadly.

Esther squeezed his hand. “Not like that. Don’t be silly. I still followed you because I wanted to be with you. But that was because… because I wanted to spend my last months with you.”

Oliver’s head snapped up. “What do you mean, last months?” 

The sudden change in course from what he’d been expecting her to say took him by surprise. What was Esther talking about?

“I’m dying, Oliver.”


 

 

 

CHAPTER FIFTY THREE

 

In that moment, Oliver felt like the whole world was falling in on him. “No you’re not.”

Esther gave him a sad look. “I am, Oliver. I’m sorry. Professor Amethyst diagnosed me after we came back from Germany.”

“With what?” Oliver exclaimed. Emotion threatened to take over. It seemed to be tightening around his neck. 

“A type of time travel sickness.”

Oliver shook his head again. “Well then that’s okay. Time travel sickness is curable. I’ve had it before and I’m fine now.” He just didn’t want to believe what he was hearing. “And you saw Ralph when he first reached us. He bounced back right away.”

“Oliver, listen,” Esther said more firmly. “This isn’t like usual time travel sickness. What I have is a very rare type. And it’s fatal.”

Oliver thought back to all the moments in their adventure. Esther’s references to nausea. Her lack of appetite. Her headaches. Her weak swimming. Even her distrust of Professor Amethyst. It had all been related to her diagnosis of incurable time travel sickness. 

“Sister Judith,” Oliver said with a gasp. “That’s what she saw when she looked into your mind? That’s why you couldn’t enter the vision well? Because you’re … you’re…”

He couldn’t bring himself to say the D word. 

But Esther nodded sadly and finished his sentence for him. “…Dying.” 

Finally, the truth dawned on Oliver. It was real. Esther really was dying. 

Grief stabbed him through the chest. This wasn’t fair! Why Esther? After all the bad things he’d experienced in his life, why was the best thing he’d ever found going to be taken away from him?

Suddenly, he remembered the compass. There was one dial on it that had never moved; the one pointing at the boy and girl. Professor Nightingale said the image symbolized friendship. First love. And if the compass showed him the future, then his future was with Esther!

He stood suddenly, dropping her hand.

“Oliver,” Esther said, her voice strained. “Where are you going?”

“I’m going to speak to Professor Amethyst. There has to be a way to save you.”

Tears sparkled in Esther’s eyes. “There’s not. I’ve already spoken to him. You have to accept this. I’m going to die.”

“No,” Oliver said, shaking his head with resolution. “You’re not. I won’t let you.”


 

 

 

CHAPTER FIFTY FOUR

 

Oliver marched into Professor Amethyst’s office. The man already appeared to be waiting for him because the decor he’d chosen was the one he’d used when Oliver had taken his test—a worn leather sofa and battered coffee table. A pot of tea was already boiled with two cups laid out beside it.

“She’s spoken to you?” the headmaster said, turning from his desk to look over at Oliver.

Oliver nodded and swallowed the painful lump in his throat. “Yes. Esther told me she’s dying. That her sickness is incurable. But it’s not, is it?”

The professor gestured to the couch. “Please, Oliver. Take a seat.”

Reluctantly, Oliver did as he was told. All he wanted was for Professor Amethyst to tell him how to save Esther. But he would have to go through the motions before the headmaster provided any details.

The old man sat in the seat opposite him, tugging up his suit pant legs as he did. He poured the tea, handing Oliver a cup. Oliver took the cup and saucer and rested them in his lap. He was far too focused on Esther to drink tea.

Professor Amethyst took a long sip. “I understand you’ve been through a lot these past couple of days,” he said, finally, resting his cup onto the coffee table. “And you have learned about some of the tools for seers.”

Oliver nodded. “The compass. The amulet. And the vision well.”

“And…?” the head master prompted.

Oliver pondered for a moment. Then he remembered. “Oh. The Obsidian knife.”

Professor Amethyst nodded. “In the correct hands, like Newton’s, a seer invention can be used for extraordinary good. But that power can also be greatly abused. In the wrong hands, a seer invention can have devastating consequences.”

Oliver grew impatient. “Please, Professor, can we talk about Esther? There has to be a way to save her.”

The headmaster smiled. “I’m building up to that. Patience, dear boy.” He took another sip of tea. “There is, indeed, a way to save Miss Valentini.”

Oliver sat up straighter. His heart leapt. “What is it? I’ll do anything.”

Professor Amethyst’s tone was very grave. “It is extremely dangerous. You will need to go back in time and find a very precious item belonging to seers. A wonderful invention. One of the best. It, and only it, can save Esther’s life.”

Oliver stood. “I’ll go. Right now. Open a portal for me and I’ll step through it.”

Professor Amethyst remained seated. He glanced up at the boy. “It will be a very dangerous journey. And I must warn you, Oliver, it is extremely unlikely you will succeed. There is no way back, no wormhole I can create for you to return through. You’ll need to find one there, which is nearly impossible. It’s a one-way journey.”

“There’s no such thing as impossible,” Oliver replied.

The headmaster smiled. “Your devotion to Miss Valentini admirable.”

 “It’s worth the sacrifice,” he said decisively. 

Professor Amethyst studied Oliver’s determined face. Finally, he sat back and nodded. 

“Very well, then, Oliver Blue. You shall have your journey.”

Oliver nodded, feeling his eyes well with tears.

A dangerous journey. A one-way journey.

He could not let it be. Not for his sake. But for Esther’s.

He must find it, whatever it was, and return to save her life.

For without her alive and well, what would he be?

Nothing, he realized. Nothing at all.

And it was in that moment that he realized: he loved her.

He loved her more than he loved himself.

He took a deep breath, and all his fears melted away.

Whatever the journey, whatever the dangers, he would face them.

It was time, once again, to leave.
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