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— Elliell
- Have You heard the news? \t's HUGE! =
“ Eiﬁﬁer than the bi33e3+ s(aeeo\—sluﬁl ':
B Biﬁser than a Sian’r ni3h+ ’rumi(a!
e Sir Sebastian’s is le’rﬂng Sirls Join! =
= FwhLLY! <
Can Yyou believe it? M3 parents will let me
g0, right? RiGHT?
Please, please, please write back! Use =
= Pixie Post instead of Snails Mail
—  because | need to talk to Yyou Dol —
— B x =



WAHHHH! B, that's perfect!!

ey

I'm sure theyll let you go! They

know how much you've always
wanted to be a knight, and its
not as if youre likely to be
queen with six big brothers in
line for the throne ahead of youl
We all saw how perfect you were
as Sir Pen Tine in the school
play last year! Let me know what
they say.

Are you having a fun summer
so far?

El x




Super stormy O\atjr even for the Storm
Kinﬁo\oml The hailstones were big enouﬁh

to (3\83 smash-ball with, and Barak and \

got soaked ca+chin3 them! Mum wasn't too
impressed at the state of us. She threatened
to take me dress sho(o(oina tomorrow. But \
told her that | couldn't because Gale has been
makinﬁ new li3h+ni03 beat-sticks, and we were
Planninﬁ to catch stray bolte. 'm not sure she
thought that was & 3000\ excuse, And then the
o\ag after there's 3 jousting o\isPlaS and \ know
she wouldn't make me miss that. Hope the

kni9h+3 don't 3e’r blown off their battle boars!
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=

Ellie! i

Guess what? Mum and Dad have said

theyl think about itl EEEX! —

Yeah, hevinfj lots of fun! My brothers
took me storm-skiing the other o\axj - the
rain is like a waterfall down the banks —
at the moment! And theyve promised to ===
make me some wino\—winﬁs S0 we can go
Slio\ina too. Toniah’r we're going to sit on
the castle roof and see if we can spot

the li3h+ni03 steeds in the clouds! Wish

You were here - maabe Yyou could visit?

B x
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Summer Holiday ;‘Diiarg, Day 22
Last night \ stayed upe REALLY late with My
brothers wa+chi03 for |i3h+ni03 steeds. We had
lots of fun, but no luck s(aoﬁinﬁ them — or the
thunder trolls. Bolt says he saw the steeds
once years ago, but | think he's just making
that upe. Flash says that You're more likely to
see them when ’rhe\j come to Srouno\, and that's
super rare, But +he3 do leave scorch marks
behind and Dad says he's seen them
beforel '/m so jealous — Vd LOVE to see even
their hoof-perints! Maybe one o\ag! we'll keep
lookins +hou3h - we mi3h+ spot a flash of black
and orange in the sky evenJruaHS. 'm not so
bothered that we didn't see the thunder trolls.

Mot with the noise +he3 make!



 — Elliel

GREEN gRAVY! My PARELTS sSAD
—  YESU

B!l That's SOO00
shiny! You are going to
. be the knightiest knight
— ever!

El x



Summer Holio\a\j Diary, Day 35

Mum was ‘nelpina me pack ’roo\aa.

\ve been so excited but then \ 301‘

a bit tearful, 'm 30i03 to miss Ellie

and the other Sirls. what i€\ don't
“ L ”‘i‘.’: make any new friends? But Sir Pen

Tine wouldn't have let a (oeskt) ’rhina

like nerves stop him . . . Would he?




Troll Trouble

Bronte Tempestra leaned out of the carriage
as it frantically bumped along the cobbles. She
brushed away the hair whipping across her face
and screamed.

‘Turn right, Hopper! NOW'!’

The vehicle lurched sharply, moving just

before a gigantic foot smashed onto the ground.

THWOMP!

X 9/



Bronte gasped. “That was way too close.

‘Hold on tight!” Hopper, the driver, called back,
as he fought to keep control of the speed-slugs
tugging on the reins.

This was not how things were supposed to
be. Yes, it was true that a journey through the
Storm Kingdom was always an experience, with
the torrential rain and gusty winds shaking the
carriage like a snow globe. But Bronte was used
to that. This. .. this was something else.

Thunder trolls were falling from the sky!

Actual enormous thunder trolls, who were
supposed to live above the clouds, were dropping
down like monstrous rain, causing the world to
shake each time one hit the ground.

The trolls seemed as confused as Bronte
was and stumbled about so that the carriage

had to swerve and dodge its way past their

X 10 #



clumsy - and lethal - feet.

This was a disaster! Thunder trolls and
humans did not belong together!

The thunder trolls didn’t look at all like Bronte
had imagined they would either. Whenever she'd
gazed into the sky, hoping to catch a glimpse of
them, she'd expected to see hairy scary monsters
leaping about. But there was nothing hairy about
these trolls. At first glance Bronte thought they
were made of stone, but then she realised it was
cloud. They were far from floaty though - they
were horribly solid.

‘Incoming!” Hopper shouted, pulling the
speed-slugs to a sudden halt.

Bronte braced herself, just as a vast tree
landed with a thump in front of them. She gulped.

‘Hang on, Hopper warned her, before they set

off again at high speed.

Y117
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Bronte watched in horror as the thunder trolls
plucked more trees from the Fundry Forest, like
they were nothing more than hairs from an ogre’s
chin, and tossed them aside, oblivious to the
destruction.

‘What are they doing down here?’ Bronte cried.
How had they managed to escape the lightning
steeds? The blazing horses were the only ones
who could handle the trolls, keeping them
running on top of the clouds and preventing them
from doing'. . . this!

‘Haven't you noticed?’ Hopper yelled above
the chaos. ‘No lightning!

He was right! How hadn’t she noticed that the
lightning that usually illuminated the skies day
and night was gone?

What was going on? Where were the lightning

steeds? The trolls had only been here moments

Y13 7



and they were already destroying everything in
their path. What if they trampled through the
crop fields? Or suppose they destroyed the buffer
trees that protected the villages from the worst
of the storms? Or even worse, what if the trolls
squished the villages?

It was hard to believe that only yesterday,
when Bronte had set off on her journey, all had
been fine. Better than fine - she was living her
dream! As Hopper had loaded her trunk, Bronte’s
mum and dad - Queen Mira and King Roy of the
Storm Kingdom - had given her a big hug. They
had been as nervous and excited as she was.
New term, new year ... new school. Her mum had
kept saying that if Bronte didn't like it, if it wasn'’t
all she'd imagined it would be, then she could go
back to her old school any time, but why the curly

custard would Bronte leave? Training to become

X147



a knight was all she had ever wanted ...

BUMP! The carriage flew into the air so
suddenly that Bronte hit her head on the roof. She
clutched her much-loved knitted knight toy close
to her chest.

‘Sorry!” Hopper shouted. ‘Debris in the road!

Catching her breath, Bronte dared to peer out
of the window again and was relieved to see the
thunder trolls were now falling behind. Phew!

She looked up to the sky, all black and stormy
but strangely empty without the flashes of light.
It was worrying. Where the green gravy were the
lightning steeds? Surely they would come to the
rescue soon?

Sleepily Bronte closed her eyes. She imagined
the powerful creatures swooping down to her
carriage to take her with them. Just think!

How amazing would it be to ride one of the

Y157



magnificent lightning horses, its black coat
flecked with fiery reds and oranges. She could see
herself now - galloping across the land, sword

in hand, rounding up the troublesome trolls
before chasing them back into the sky, the clouds
catching in her hair as they sped along. Together
with the steeds, she would save everyone from
the trolls” havoc, and across the kingdom they
would applaud her for saving the day, chanting
her name over and over!

Bronte! Bronte! Bronte. ..

-..*
* 5%




Sir Sebastian’s School
for Squires

‘We're nearly there, miss.’

Hopper’s voice woke Bronte so abruptly that
she clonked her head on the window. Rubbing it
better, she took in her surroundings.

The journey had taken over a week — south
through the Storm Kingdom, then down through
the Mist Queendom and into the Heart of the

Kingdoms - and since that one terrifying day,

17 #



there had been no sign of the thunder trolls.
Bronte had sent an urgent letter to her parents
via Pixie Post, but Hopper had pointed out she
wouldn't receive a reply while she was travelling.

‘T'm sure those trolls will already be back in
the sky, he'd said to reassure her. “Your family will
have fixed things, mark my words.

It had eased Bronte’s concerns slightly, and in
any case, she had no choice but to wait to find out
what the green gravy had happened. But right
now, she had other things on her mind.

The road they were on was unfamiliar.
Normally they would have turned left at the
grizzly-goat bridge to head east towards her old
school in the Realm of Education, but not today:.
The closer she got to her destination, the more
nervous she became.

All Bronte had ever wanted was to be a

X 18 7



knight - riding one of the legendary battle
boars, dressed in shining armour, with a sword
gleaming in her hand and a firecat at her side.
She'd dreamed of dramatic rescues, of honour
and chivalry. But there had always been one
big problem - the knight school hadn't let girls
attend.

Until now.

That summer, Sir Sebastian’s School for
Squires had announced that, for the first time in
its history, they were going to admit all children.
What had happened to change their minds? Who
knew. But Bronte liked to imagine it was because
some ancient text foretold of a knight who would
be braver and more heroic than any before. That
this knight would be a girl. That this knight would
be her. That she alone would -

All daydreams blew away as the carriage

X197



turned off the main road and the school finally
came Into view.

Bronte had seen some castles in her time but
WOwW!

Four unbelievably massive trees loomed
before her, positioned in an irregular square
shape. Treehouses filled their branches, and
between the trees were towers and turrets, all
linked together by rope bridges. Colourful flowers
wound up the stone walls like maypole ribbons.
From the top of the towers, flags representing
each of the sixteen kingdoms flapped in the wind
and Bronte searched until she found hers: a grey
flag with a black horse in the centre, and bolts of
lightning in each corner.

Bronte’s excitement flipped to panic. What
if no one liked her? Or worse, what if she was a

totally rubbish knight?

Y207
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The carriage stopped outside the entrance and
Bronte climbed out, staring up at her new school
nervously.

Hopper helped unstrap her trunk and noticed
she had gone quiet. ‘It’s not too late to change
your mind, he said. T could find my way to your
old school blindfolded and I'm sure they’d have
you back in a flash. No one would blame you for
wanting to be in the Realm of Education, rather
than out here in the middle of nowhere!

Bronte looked down at her toy of Sir Pen Tine.
The legendary knight was her inspiration. He
wouldn't turn back now and neither would she.

‘No, this is where I want to be!

‘You sure, Miss Bronte?’ Hopper glanced
towards the school and pulled a face. Just a lot of
prancing about, isn’t it? Reckon you can do better

than that’

Yazy



Prancing?! How could he call being a hero
prancing?!

But she didn’t want to argue with him, so
instead she gave the driver a big hug. ‘Please be
careful on the way home. Watch out for the trolls.

‘Oh, I'm not worried about them, Miss Bronte.
Those trolls and the lightning steeds have never
left the Storm Kingdom in the entire history of
Everdale. There'll be a letter waiting for you,
telling you all is back to normal, you'll see!’

Yes, Bronte thought. He was right. The grown-
ups would have fixed everything.

‘Anyway, Hopper added, ‘don’t worry about
me. You just take care of yourself’

One last hug and he was gone.

‘Come on, Bronte whispered to herself. ‘You
can do this. Feet firm, head high. Be brave.’

Bronte walked to the open gates, which were

X237



set between two tall turrets. Before her was a
courtyard bustling with students. They were
greeting each other with boisterous knuckle-
knocking handshakes and cheerfully exchanging
friendly insults.

Huh.

That was weird. Boys here. Boys there. Boys
everywhere. Surely ... ? There was no way she
could be the only girl! Frantically searching
about, Bronte wasn't paying attention to where
she was going until -

Oof!

She was knocked back, crashing down hard

onto her trunk.



