
























































Publication Date 4th January 2018

BELOW ZERO
Dan Smith
Twelve-year-old Zak is plane-wrecked on an abandoned research 
outpost in the Antarctic with his sister and parents. Here, a series 
of nightmarish occurrences and bizarre visions suggest a link to 
something else – a presence beneath the ice – which only Zak can 
understand …

• A fresh and exciting no-holds-barred thriller by award-winning  
 author Dan Smith.

• Centres on a trapped creature beneath the icy wasteland of  
 Antarctica – a discovery unravelled only through non-stop  
 action, sheer danger and heart-pounding uncertainty.

• Environmental and scientific themes underlie a plot which   
 focuses on a protagonist with a life-threatening illness.

Praise for BOY X:

‘Intense, captivating, and distinctive.’ KIRKUS (USA)

Price:  £6.99
Pub Date: 4th January 2018
CBMC code: D3N79
Dimensions: 198x129 mm
Word count: 60,000 (words approx.) 

Binding: Paperback

ISBN: 978-1-910655-92-4
eBook ISBN: 978-1-911077-55-8
Age: 10+
Illustrations: N/a
Export: Yes
Rights: World
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DESCRIPTION
Twelve-year-old Zak, who has 
an inoperable brain tumour, is 
with his sister and parents when 
their private plane is disastrously 
diverted. Wrecked on a 
remote research outpost in the 
Antarctic, they find themselves 
in an abandoned base. Then 
Zak’s parents disappear, and 
the base’s equipment starts 
3D-printing nightmarish spider-
like creatures. Zak’s bizarre 
visions appear to suggest a link 
to something else – beneath 
the ice – which only he can 
understand …

An extract from

BELOW ZERO
Dan Smith
There were lights on all over the base, flooding the 
night. Flurries still twisted and swirled out there, but 
the worst of the storm had died down and visibility 
was better than before. The landing strip beacons 
shone up into the mist like giant yellow lightsabers. 
Zak counted fifteen lights on each side of the runway, 
and between the twelfth, Dima’s plane sat on the 
compacted ice, tilted forward as if it had lost its 
balance.

Zak put his face closer to the window and cupped 
his hands to block out the reflection from inside 
the ComHab. He squinted and stared at the plane, 
trying to make sense of what he was seeing. The 
front skid of the plane was missing; that’s why it 
was tilted forward like that. But that wasn’t the only 
thing wrong with it. Just like the MRV, it looked as 
if someone had taken a massive bite out of it. The 
cockpit was torn open and a jagged piece of metal 
the size of a garage door lay bent-up on the runway. 
Beside it were the pilot’s and co-pilot’s seats, torn 
from their fixings and tossed aside like they were 
nothing.

Zak blinked hard, like people do in films - like it will 
make everything go back to normal when they open 
their eyes - but when he looked again, there was no 
change. The plane was still wrecked.

Digging his phone from his pocket, he switched on 
the camera, held it against the window and zoomed 
in as far as it would go. Focusing on the cockpit of 
the plane, the picture was fuzzy but it was obvious 

that the all the instruments were gone. All those 
switches that Dima had flicked, all those controls he 
had used, all those warnings that had flashed on and 
off, were gone. Not broken or smashed up; gone.

‘My God, what happened to that?’ 
May’s voice startled him and Zak turned to see her 

standing right behind him. ‘I … don’t know,’ he said. 
‘But it’s not going to fly us out of here, I’m pretty 
sure about that. It’s like someone doesn’t want us to 
leave.’

‘Doesn’t want us to – ugh. Now you’re really 
creeping me out.’ May frowned and turned back to 
the others. ‘Mum? Dad? You’d better come and see 
this.’

‘What is it, May, can’t you see we’re busy?’ Mum 
had finished with the Dermal Replicator and was 
inspecting Dima’s scar.

‘Seriously, you want to see this.’
Dad’s expression darkened. ‘See what?’
‘The plane,’ Zak said. ‘It’s the same as the Rover; 

like something took a bite out of it.’
‘Don’t be ridiculous.’ Dad came over. ‘You’d better 

not be—’ 
He stopped in his tracks when he saw it. ‘Oh my 

God.’ Then Mum was coming over to see, and even 
Dima managed to get up and shuffle over to the 
window.

They stood in a line, looking at what was left of the 
aircraft.

‘Moy samolyet,’ Dima whispered. ‘My plane. This is 
not horrorshow. Not at all.’

Dad took off his glasses and rubbed his eyes with 
the back of his hand before looking again. ‘What 
could have done that?’

‘Well, I’m pretty sure it wasn’t penguins,’ Dima said, 
then his knees buckled and he crumpled to the floor.

CHICKEN HOUSE   2 Palmer Street, Frome, Somerset, BA11 1DS   Tel: 01373 454488   www.chickenhousebooks.com

DAN SMITH
Growing up, Dan Smith lived 
three lives: the day-to-day 
humdrum of boarding school, 
finding adventure in the padi 

fields of Asia and the jungles of Brazil, 
and in a world of his 
own, making up stories. 
He lives in Newcastle.

@dansmithauthor



Publication Date 4th January 2018 (MOVIE TIE-IN EDITION)

THE DEATH CURE
James Dashner
The Trials are over. But something has happened that no one at 
WICKED has foreseen: Thomas has remembered more than they 
think. And the truth is more dangerous than anyone could have 
imagined …

• The third book in the pulse-pounding Maze Runner series,   
 released as a stunning new movie tie-in edition.

• Major movie in production with 20th Century Fox, scheduled  
 for release in February 2018 and starring Dylan O’Brien, Game  
 of Thrones star Thomas Brodie-Sangster and Skins actress Kaya  
 Scodelario.

• Movie adaptation of book 1, The Maze Runner, made over $340  
 million worldwide.

• High-octane, superior post-apocalyptic adventure – perfect for  
 fans of Suzanne Collins and Michael Grant.

Price:  £7.99
Pub Date: 4th January 2018
CBMC code: E3N79
Dimensions: 198x129mm
Word count: 88,000 (words approx.) 
Binding: Hardback

ISBN: 978-1-910655-91-7
eBook ISBN: 978-1-908435-35-4
Age: 12+
Illustrations: N/a
Export: Yes
Rights: UK & Export only
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DESCRIPTION
The Trials are over. WICKED 
have collected all the 
information they can. Now it’s 
up to the Gladers to complete 
the blueprint for the cure to the 
Flare with a final voluntary test.
But something has happened
that no one at WICKED has
foreseen: Thomas has 
remembered more than they 
think. And he knows WICKED 
can’t be trusted ...
 The time for lies is over. But
the truth is more dangerous 
than anyone could have 
imagined. With the Gladers 
divided, can they all make it?

An extract from

THE DEATH 
CURE
James Dashner
Thomas and his friends followed the Rat Man down 
the maze-like corridors once again. As they walked, 
Janson narrated the journey as if he were a tour 
guide. He explained that the facility didn’t have 
many windows because of the often fierce weather 
outside, and the attacks from roaming gangs of 
infected people. He mentioned the severe rainstorm 
the night the Gladers been taken from the Maze, and 
how the group of Cranks had broken through the 
outer perimeter to watch them board the bus.
 Thomas remembered that night all too well. 
He could still feel the bump of the tyres running over 
the woman who’d accosted him before he boarded 
the bus, how the driver didn’t even slow down. He 
could hardly believe that had happened only weeks 
ago – it felt like it’d been years.
 ‘I really wish you’d just shut your mouth,’ 
Newt finally spat. And the Rat Man did, but he never 
wiped the slight grin off his face.
 When they reached the area they’d been in 
the day before, the Rat Man stopped and turned to 
address them. ‘I hope you will all cooperate today. 
I’m expecting nothing less.’
 ‘Where is everybody else?’ Thomas asked.
 ‘The other subjects have been recovering—’
 Before he could finish Newt had pounced, 
grabbing the Rat Man by the lapels of his white suit 

coat and slamming him against the nearest door.
 ‘Call them subjects again and I’ll break your 
bloody neck!’
 Two guards were on Newt in an instant; they 
pulled him away from Janson and threw him to the 
floor, aiming their Launchers at his face.
 ‘Wait!’ Janson yelled. ‘Wait.’ He composed 
himself and straightened his wrinkled shirt and 
jacket. ‘Don’t disable him. Let’s just get this over 
with.’
 Newt slowly got to his feet, arms raised. 
‘Don’t call us subjects. We’re not mice trying to find 
the cheese. And tell your shuck friends to calm down 
– I wasn’t gonna hurt you. Much.’ His eyes fell on 
Thomas, questioning.
 WICKED is good.
 For some inexplicable reason, those words 
popped into Thomas’s mind. It was almost as if his 
former self – the one who’d believed that WICKED’s 
objective was worth any depraved action – was 
trying to convince him that it was true. That no 
matter how horrible it seemed, they must do 
whatever it took to find a cure for the Flare.
 But something was different now. He couldn’t 
understand who he’d been before. How he could 
have thought any of this was okay. He’d changed for 
ever … but he had to give them the old Thomas one 
last time.
 ‘Newt, Minho,’ he said quietly, before the 
Rat Man could speak again. ‘I think he’s right. I think 
it’s time we did what we’re supposed to do. We all 
agreed to it just last night.’
 Minho broke into a nervous smile. Newt’s 
hands balled into fists.
 It was now or never.
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Publication Date 4th January 2018

WINNER OF THE BIG IDEA COMPETITION 

SKY CHASERS
Emma Carroll from an idea by Neal Jackson

Magpie witnesses a strange spectacle above the streets of Paris: 
a boy suspended in the air. It ends in disaster – even so, Magpie is 
enthralled by the idea of flying. But others, too, are determined 
to discover Montgolfier’s secrets … 

• A rich and inspirational story based on the true story of the  
 first hot air balloon flight over Paris in the eighteenth century.

 • Themes of friendship, imagination, science and bravery.

 • Winner of the Big Idea Competition, chosen as unanimous  
 winner by the judges: Tess Daly, Neil Blair, Barry Cunningham,  
 Philip Ardagh and theatre producer Sonia Friedman.

 • Stunning cover art by award-winning artist David Litchfield.

• Major publicity campaign, led by PR powerhouse Riot   
 Communications. 

Price:  £6.99
Pub Date: 4th January 2018
CBMC code: D3N79
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Binding: Paperback
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Export: Yes
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DESCRIPTION
A encounter with a boy 
dangling from the sky changes 
pickpocket Magpie’s life forever. 
Like her, the boy dreams of 
flying over the rooftops of Paris. 
His family, the Montgolfiers, 
are desperate to be first to 
discover the secret of flight. 
Together with Pierre, Magpie 
is soon caught up in a world of 
inflatable bloomers, spies and a 
trio of unruly animals in a race 
to be the first to fly a hot air 
balloon – in front of the King 
and Queen of France.

An extract from

SKY CHASERS
Emma Carroll
All at once, the ground fell away. We lifted up. 
And up again. My stomach went skywards and 
suddenly I was running on air. The rope gave 
a short, sharp jerk. The wrench to my arm was 
unbearable. All I could do was grab hold with 
both hands. The ground was some feet below us 
now. My insides bobbed like a cork on a pond. 
Terrified, I screwed my eyes tight shut. The rope 
kept jerking and flexing. Then came a massive 
lurch. 

 My eyes flew open in terror. 
 ‘I can’t …’ the boy gasped, ‘… can’t hold on …’
 ‘Yes, you can,’ I said through gritted teeth. 
 And he looked almost surprised. Then he let 

go. He landed on the grass some ten feet below. 
Without his weight the bag rose higher. In that 
moment the wind grew slack. From my strange 
vantage point I saw the top of the wigged man’s 
head as he bent over the boy.

  ‘Pierre? Say something. Are you all right?’ 
His voice sounded oddly clear. The boy groaned 
but managed, with help, to sit upright. That was 
all I saw. The wind rose once more, carrying me 
onwards. Upwards.

 Clinging on to that rope for dear life, my eyes 
stayed open. They were fixed that way now – all 
of me was paralyzed by fear. What’d happened to 
that poor boy would, at any moment, repeat itself 
with me. By now though, I’d gone a fair bit higher. 

In fact, I was drifting level with a nearby barn roof. 
Falling from this height would more than hurt. 
I’d never survive it. The ground would rush up 
to meet me and then … THUD. I’d be dead. All I 
could do now was pray it wouldn’t hurt and that 
my end would be swift.

 This way of thinking had the strangest effect; 
instead of being more scared, I began to feel 
it less. A strange calmness spread through me. 
Provided I didn’t think about the falling part, the 
view from up here was really quite magnificent. 

 The wind had carried me over the barn roof 
and beyond. I’d crossed another field, more 
hedges, a stand of bare trees. Though my arms 
ached more than ever, I was getting used to that 
bobbing, weightless feeling and it was, I thought, 
almost rather nice. Though I barely noticed either: 
there was too much else to distract me. It was a 
marvel I’d remembered to breathe.

 Seen from up here, the world looked so 
different. It wasn’t a mean, filthy place where 
there was never enough to eat. This world was 
like gazing in at a toyshop window. Or waking 
up to find a magic spell had been cast across the 
land. Everything was smaller. Sweeter. Cows in the 
fields weren’t smelly, hulking beasts but miniature, 
mouse-sized things. The river that wound its way 
out of town was as smooth as glass. The prickly-
looking treetops made me think of artichokes. 
Stood just beyond the trees was a man staring up 
at me. He was a puppet, I decided, harmless and 
kind. And I imagined myself a bird, looking down 
on all these things, wondering if I’d ever grow 
bored of their loveliness.

 I didn’t get the chance.
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Publication Date 4th January 2018

WINNER OF THE BIG IDEA COMPETITION

THE FANDOM
Anna Day from an idea by Angela McCann

Cosplay ready, Violet and her friends are at Comic Con. 
Catapulted by freak accident into their favourite world, can they 
put the plot back on track and get out? The fate of the story is in 
their hands.

• A fast-paced, genre-flipping YA fantasy adventure which finds  
 fans stuck in the world of their favourite fandom – for real.

• Debut author Anna Day, shortlisted for the Times/Chicken   
 House Children’s Fiction Competition, finds her perfect match  
 with The Big Idea competition winner Angela McCann.

• A fabulous new author, writing in homage to the best YA   
 fiction; a thrillingly clever story-within-a-story. 

• Chicken House’s fastest-selling foreign rights title of all time. 

 

Price:  £7.99
Pub Date: 4th January 2018
CBMC code: E3N79
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Binding: Paperback
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DESCRIPTION
Cosplay ready, Violet and her 
friends are at Comic Con. They 
can’t wait to meet the fandom of 
mega movie, The Gallows Dance. 
What they’re not expecting is to 
be catapulted by freak accident 
into their favourite world – for 
real. Fuelled by love, guilt and 
fear, can the friends put the plot 
back on track and get out? The 
fate of the story is in their hands.

An extract from

THE FANDOM
Anna Day
I know what it is before I see it. A grenade. 
They’re re-enacting the opening scene from 
the film. It launches over the crowd, hovering 
for a moment like a black bird of prey. Then, 
a loud clack fills the coliseum. Hundreds of 
white thistle seeds disperse into the air, floating 
upwards and outwards like scraps of down. I 
hear the odd gasp, the crowd pointing to the 
sky, tracking the seeds with their gaze. 

‘This is amazing,’ my brother Joey says. ‘A 
thistledown grenade, just like the canon.’

The drum roll stops. Silence. The crowd 
remains captivated, their flawless chins lifted 
skywards. This is the moment in the film when 
the Imp Rebels appear, releasing their smoke 
bombs and storming the stage, liberating the 
condemned Imps from the gallows. The heroine, 
Rose – played by Julia – slips away unseen. Just 
melts back into the grey of the Imp city, having 
proved her worth as an Imp Rebel.

I hold my breath, awaiting the battle cry.
But instead I hear my friend Katie, screaming 

at the top of her lungs. ‘Julia! Julia! Are you OK?’
The guards swivel in their podiums, alerted 

to Julia’s presence, guns cocked and aimed. 
Julia turns and a strange expression grips her 
face, a hybrid of acceptance and determination. 
The sound of gunfire ruptures my skull and 

a series of red dots spread across her tunic, 
merging into one large splotch. She glances at 
her abdomen – a bemused smile gripping her 
rosebud mouth – and begins to topple. Her 
slender hands whirl before her, grasping for an 
invisible man, but she falls through the air like a 
doll, her hair streaming behind her like a black 
cape.   

She smacks the paving, inhuman and lifeless. 
A sack of grit. I watch as the life leaks from her, 
two ruby butterfly wings unfolding across the 
concrete. 

It seems so real.
 I’m about to jump from the plinth, about 

to run to her, when another sound grabs my 
attention. The sound of nine trapdoors flying 
open. Joey grabs my hand with his, so hard it 
hurts. And I know what I’m expecting to see, 
I know I should just look away. But I can’t. I 
can’t. Nine bodies fall, nine pieces of rope snap 
straight and taut, and nine sets of Imperfect 
legs kick and twirl. The man with the bruised 
forearms, the woman with the bloodshot 
eyes, the girl with the fused jaw – all of them – 
dancing their final dance. 

Instinctively, my gaze flicks to Katie. She 
stands, frozen, her knuckles bleached and 
ragged as she clutches her face. Next, I find my 
best friend, Alice, her painted mouth ajar, her 
eyes loaded with tears. And I can still feel Joey, 
crushing my hand, tugging at the fabric of my 
tunic like he’s five.

And I know we share only one thought:
We’re not in cosplay any more.
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Publication Date 4th January 2018 (REISSUED)

THE PECULIARS
Kieran Larwood
By night, the Peculiars are a travelling sideshow, but during the 
day Sheba, Sister Moon and Monkey Boy put their unusual talents 
to use, solving the crimes no one else cares about. For the stolen 
children of London’s poorest, the Peculiars are their only hope.

• The debut novel by Kieran Larwood, winner of the Blue Peter  
 Award 2017 and author of bestselling Podkin One-Ear. 

• This stunning reissue brings new life to a wonderful story,   
 previously published as Freaks in 2012, with a brand new cover  
 design by the talented Karl Mountford.

• Winner of the Times/Chicken House Children’s Fiction   
 Competition 2011, this is a richly imagined, exciting and darkly  
 funny mystery set in the grime of Victorian London.

‘… reminiscent of Philip Pullman’s immortal Sally Lockhart books.’ 
THE TIMES

Price:  £6.99
Pub Date: 4th January 2018
CBMC code: D3N79
Dimensions: 198x129 mm
Word count: 57,000 (words approx.) 

Binding: Paperback

ISBN: 978-1-911490-21-0
eBook ISBN: 978-1-911490-22-7
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Illustrations: N/a
Export: Yes
Rights: World

CHICKEN HOUSE  01373 454488  www.chickenhousebooks.com



DESCRIPTION
The Peculiars are a band of 
misfits, trapped in a nightly 
Victorian sideshow. There’s Wolf-
girl, Sheba; Sister Moon, who can 
move at the speed of light; and 
Monkey Boy, ace climber and 
human stink bomb.  But during 
the day, in a world of child-
snatchers, grave robbers and 
dastardly doctors, they solve the 
mysteries no one else cares about 
– including why London’s poorest 
children are being snatched from 
the banks of the Thames …

An extract from

THE PECULIARS
Kieran Larwood 
Sheba gazed through her tiny window to 
the seaside view beyond. It was a beautiful 
summer morning. The sounds of the 
beach drifted in and she closed her eyes 
to hear them better. Children splashing 
and laughing. The cries of gulls. She could 
smell the tang of fresh seaweed. Her mind 
drifted down to the sand and pebbles 
below. She could almost feel the waves 
lapping around her toes and the sun on her 
face, almost taste the salt on her lips.

But such things were not meant for her, 
and dreaming about them only made it 
worse. Sheba gave a deep sigh and ran her 
ivory comb through her chestnut-brown 
curls, taking out the tangles. She always 
took great care of her locks, brushing and 
combing to keep them shining.

Everyone said she had a lovely head of 
hair. And face of hair. And hands of hair. In 
fact, she was covered from head to foot. It 
wasn’t all the same, of course. Her face and 
body had a fine, fair coating that might be 
mistaken for tanned skin, from a distance. 
She could even pass for normal in a crowd, 
if it wasn’t for her other peculiarities.

Her eyes were a deep amber colour; in a 
certain light they even seemed to have an 
orange glow. She had a pink, hairless nose 
– like a puppy – and small, sharp, white 
teeth. Her hands were tipped with nails 
that looked more than a little like claws. 
But when she was frightened or angry or 
excited, her nose puckered into a snout, 
her eyes flashed, her skin bristled, and she 
had even been known to growl. ‘Sheba 
the Wolfgirl’ was what everyone called her 
then, and she hated it beyond all hatred.

The hair and teeth were the first things 
people noticed, but they weren’t the most 
interesting. She was actually an exceptional 
girl. Her sense of smell was prodigious; 
she could follow a trail like a bloodhound 
and read scents like the pages of a book. 
She had learnt the mechanics of a range 
of locks, and was able to open almost 
anything with a couple of old hairpins she 
had scavenged on the pier. And by the age 
of five she had taught herself to read from 
scraps of newspaper and chalk billboards. 
She would have read much more, but it 
was quite difficult to pop into the local 
library when you were covered in thick fur 
and worked as an exhibit in a seaside freak 
show. And that was where she had spent 
every waking moment of every long day 
for as long as she could remember.
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Publication Date 4th January 2018

THE ICE GARDEN
Guy Jones
Jess is allergic to the sun. She lives in a world of shadows, 
peeking at the other children in the playground beyond her 
curtained house. One night, she sneaks out, exploring the 
empty playground she’s longed to visit. Beyond, she discovers a 
beautiful impossibility: a magical garden wrought of ice …

• We’re launching a startling debut talent into the middle-grade  
 market in this classic-feeling magical-realist story, full of   
 wonder and warmth.

• A tale of loneliness, friendship and the healing power of love,  
 set between the real, contemporary world and a world of ice  
 and magic – sure to capture the imaginations of readers.

• Shades of classics such as Tom’s Midnight Garden and The  
 Secret Garden, contemporary setting yet utterly timeless in feel  
 and theme.

Price:  £6.99
Pub Date: 4th January 2018
CBMC code: D3N79
Dimensions: 198x129 mm
Word count: 40,000 (words approx.) 

Binding: Paperback
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Illustrations: N/a
Export: Yes
Rights: World
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DESCRIPTION
Jess is allergic to the sun. She 
lives in a world of shadows and 
hospitals, peeking at the other 
children in the playground from 
behind curtains. Her only friend 
is a boy in a coma, to whom 
she tells stories. One night 
she sneaks out to explore the 
empty playground she’s longed 
to visit, where she discovers 
a beautiful impossibility: a 
magical garden wrought of 
ice. But Jess isn’t alone in this 
fragile, in-between place …

An extract from

THE ICE GARDEN
Guy Jones
When Jess was small her mother had 
arranged for the daughters of friends to visit 
and play, but as they’d become older they’d 
come less and less often. It was difficult to 
stay friends with the little girl who couldn’t go 
outside. The little girl who went to school in 
her kitchen. They must have come here, she 
thought. They must have played amongst the 
metal frames. But never in the dead of night 
the way Jess had to. The playground they had 
seen was not the same one Jess saw. 

There was a noise. She came to a stop, 
listening hard. Nothing. There was nothing, 
and yet a drumbeat started up in the back of 
her head that sounded like there’s something 
wrong, there’s something wrong. Jess eased 
herself off the swing and peered at the 
narrow, tree-lined path that led to the main 
road above. 

Nothing. 
She scanned around. There, she thought, 

that second tree along. She traced its outline 
in her mind, mapping it to the shape cast on 
to the ground by the streetlights. Was there 
something there? Shadows crisscrossed each 
other and she couldn’t say for certain whether 
they suggested something hidden from sight. 

There’s something wrong, went the 
drumbeat. Her neck prickled and she shivered 

as if struck by a blast of freezing air.
It could be anything. A fox or a rabbit. 

Or a something. A something hiding and 
watching. That was enough for her – panic hit 
like breakers swamping a boat and she cast 
around for another way out. The playground 
was ringed by conifer trees, all crammed side-
by-side, their branches entangled in a fierce 
embrace. She searched and found a slight gap 
that she could force her way through. 

The sickly scent of the firs flooded her nose 
and mouth, as if the trees were shouting in 
their own language that there was an intruder 
in their midst. Dull green limbs scratched 
and prickled her skin. Even the dead needles 
carpeting the ground joined the struggle, 
shouting their protest with every crunch of 
her feet. She shielded her face and scooped 
branches out of the way, almost swimming 
through to the other side.

But there was no escape. Jess found herself 
in a narrow corridor with the trees at her back 
and an impenetrable laurel hedge in front. She 
imagined whatever was out there starting to 
cross the playground with heavy, wet steps; 
some dripping creature of the night. 

She had to find a way through. She started 
along the corridor, shuffling like a crab until 
finally, gratefully, she found a gap in the hedge 
and on the other side of it a tarmac path. All 
she needed to do was go through and then 
run; run back to the road, through the town 
and into her bed.

She stepped through and into the 
impossible. 
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DESCRIPTION
The twins are in bed when it 
happens: they hear a sound like 
a wet cabbage hitting the wall, a 
clattering on the roof tiles, then 
a tapping at the window. It’s a 
girl with a broken wing – and 
she’s come to stay. Who is she? 
Where has she come from? And 
more importantly, what does 
she want? Perhaps she’s their 
guardian angel ... but would an 
angel snore and have filthy feet?

An extract from

THE GIRL WITH THE 
BROKEN WING
Heather Dyer
The twins were in bed when it happened. They 
heard a sound like a wet cabbage hitting a wall, 
then a clattering on the tiles – then nothing but 
the wind wuthering round the eaves once more.

‘What was that?’ whispered James.
Amanda, who slept behind a curtain on the 

other side of the attic, switched on her bedside 
light and they lay very still, listening.

Rap-rap! came a knock on the skylight.
‘Who’s there?’ said James. He climbed out 

of bed and stood under the window, and there 
he saw a startled face framed by a tangle of 
windblown hair. ‘It’s a girl!’ he cried.

Together, the twins dragged across the big 
red chair from the corner, and James stood on it 
to reach the catch. 

‘Open up!’ yelled the girl in a muffled voice.
James opened the window and a gust of rain 

blew into the room. ‘Thanks,’ gasped the girl, 
climbing through – and a moment later she was 
standing there before them, dripping on the 
carpet. To the twins’ astonishment they saw 
that she was barefoot and wearing only a thin, 
white cotton dress. But most astonishing of all, 
hanging from her shoulders and reaching nearly 

to her feet, was a pair of long white wings.
‘Ow,’ moaned the girl, clutching her left 

shoulder. ‘I think I’ve broken my wing.’
James and Amanda helped the girl with the 

broken wing to the sofa, where she sat down 
carefully. ‘I’ll have to lie on my front,’ she said.

So Amanda brought a pillow and the girl lay 
down with her long white wings folded neatly 
along her back. The tips of the wings lay on her 
calves and the downy feathers at her shoulders 
were sticky with rain. Amanda put out a hand 
and stroked one of the wings gently. It felt firm 
and springy, like stroking a swan.

‘What’s your name?’ asked Amanda. 
The girl with the broken wing yawned. ‘Hilary,’ 

she said.
‘I’m Amanda,’ said Amanda politely. ‘And this 

is my brother, James.’
‘Nice to meet you,’ murmured Hilary, 

snuggling deeper into the pillow.
‘Um – Hilary,’ said James. ‘What were you 

doing on our roof?’
Hilary mumbled something that neither of 

them could quite make out, then closed her 
eyes.

‘Pardon?’ said James.
But there was no reply. Hilary’s breathing had 

settled into the regular, easy rhythm of sleep.
‘She’s had a shock,’ said Amanda. ‘We’ll ask 

her again in the morning.’
Then, just as they were about to turn away, 

Hilary opened her eyes and spoke again – quite 
clearly this time. ‘Good night!’ she said.
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