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BEYOND THE ODYSSEY
Maz Evans

Elliot’s life is spiralling out of control and his mum’s health his
worsening. The gods are determined to embark on the quest for
the third chaos stone. But Elliot has heard of a mythical potion
rumoured to cure all ills … could he save his mum, even if it means
sacriﬁcing the fate of the world?
• The raucous third book in Maz Evans’s divine quartet, published
only eight months after the second book in the series. Book one,
Who Let the Gods Out?, was a Nielsen bestseller with
international rights sold in 17 territories.
• There’s a charming ﬂick-book feature at the bottom of each
page as our hero, Elliot, embarks on another hilarious, heartfelt
adventure with the Greek gods.
• Educational angle as the Odyssey is important KS3 material.
Praise for SIMPLY THE QUEST:
‘Evans is a fantastically funny new talent.’ THE BOOKSELLER
Price:
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An extract from

BEYOND THE
ODYSSEY
Maz Evans

‘Elliot!’ cried the King of the Gods. ‘I’m not letting
him go on such a perilous journey. You’re even crazier
than you look!’
‘You’ve done it before …’ whispered Hypnos.
‘Taking the stones from mortal buildings is one
thing,’ hissed Zeus. ‘Stealing one from one of the most
ferocious creatures in the immortal world is quite
another! We are invulnerable. Elliot is not. Besides,
there’s too much going on here. He has school …’
‘No he doesn’t,’ said Athene, walking slowly back
into the room.
‘What?’ said Elliot.
‘That was the headmaster of Brysmore on the
phone,’ said Athene. ‘In light of today’s … incident …
you are suspended until further notice.’
‘Good,’ said Elliot. ‘I hate that place anyway.’
‘Well that’s settled then,’ said Hypnos, rubbing his
hands with glee. ‘Boys road trip! Trust me, we need
him. We’ll pick up the Water Stone, grab Panacea’s
Potion, job’s a good’un.’
‘Panacea’s Potion doesn’t exist!’ cried an
exasperated Athene.
‘Oh yes it does,’ said Hypnos.
‘If you’re lying to us,’ said Zeus menacingly.
‘Then you’ll fry me with a thousand thunderbolts
blah, blah, blah …’ said Hypnos, pinching his thumb and

ﬁngers together. ‘Listen, chief – look at it this way. If I
am lying, you get to pull me apart like yesterday’s roast
chicken.’
‘You can count on it,’ growled Zeus.
‘Good to know,’ said Hypnos. ‘But what if I’m not?
What if it is real? What if the cure to all of Elliot’s
problems really does exist? And what if you’re
stopping him from ﬁnding it? Are you prepared to
take that risk?’
Zeus stared angrily at the Daemon.
‘We’re going,’ said Elliot ﬁrmly.
‘I’m coming too!’ said Virgo.
‘No you’re not,’ said Athene and Zeus together.
‘Greeeeeaaat!’ squealed Hypnos, clapping his hands
gleefully. ‘We set sail tomorrow!’
‘NOOOOOOOOOOO!’ roared Zeus, making the
kitchen tremble.
Everyone was stunned into silence.
‘Er … I just mean … I hate travelling by sea. Makes
me … er … terribly queasy. We’ll go by plane. I know
just the chap … our old pal Odysseus has taken the
immortal travel world by storm with Don’tcAIR, his “no
frills, more thrills” approach to travel – and bally good
luck to him.’
‘Keep it down, pal,’ said Dave Hooper, coming down
the stairs. ‘I’ve just got Josie settled. What’s going on?’
Elliot told his father all about the proposed trip to
the Island of the Cyclops.
‘So when do we leave?’ Dave said at last.
‘This is turning into a ruddy coach trip!’ huffed Zeus.
‘If Elliot’s going, I’m going,’ said Dave. ‘End of.’
Elliot released the breath he’d been holding. It was
going to happen. He was going to ﬁnd Mum that
potion to cure her if it was the last thing he ever did.

DESCRIPTION
Elliot’s life is spiralling out of
control. He’s been suspended
from school, his ex-convict dad is
useless around the house and his
mum’s health is worsening. What’s
more, the gods are determined
to forge on with the quest for the
third chaos stone. An unlikely,
hilarious and heart-warming
odyssey begins. But Elliot has
heard of a mythical potion
rumoured to cure all ills – can he
save his mum, even if it means
sacriﬁcing the fate of the world?

MAZ EVANS
Maz began her writing career
in journalism as a TV critic
and feature writer. She is also
the founder of Story Stew, a creative
writing programme that visits primary
schools and literary festivals around
the UK. She lives in London.
@maryaliceevans
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WHAT LEXIE DID
Emma Shevah

Lexie lives in London with her colourful Greek-Cypriot family.
After the death of their grandmother, she tells a terrible,
instinctive, jealous lie about an heirloom necklace, a lie that splits
the family apart. It’s up to her to bring the family back together …
• Acclaimed author Emma Shevah’s third novel; her second book,
Dara Palmer’s Major Drama, has been optioned for TV by CBBC.
• Emma has achieved an astonishing six starred reviews in the US.
• Emma’s stories champion diversity: What Lexie Did has a
Greek-Cypriot family at its heart.
• With important themes of truth and lies, loyalty and betrayal,
What Lexie Did is no simplistic morality tale, but a wonderful
exploration of guilt and reconciliation for younger readers.
Praise for DARA PALMER’S MAJOR DRAMA:
‘Fresh, funny, ﬁzzy and indomitable’ BOOKTRUST
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WHAT LEXIE DID
Emma Shevah

From the minute you’re born, adults tell you
that you must never ever ever lie and that
honesty is the most important characteristic
in the history of the universe. Which is weird
because they tell us lies all the time. Like they
tell us we’re almost there when we’re miles
away, that they’re leaving without us if we don’t
hurry up (but they never do), and that tooth
fairies go around collecting our fallen teeth from
under our pillows. And that’s just the beginning.
At disaster moments, they sit you down, look
at you sternly and say in a slow, serious voice,
‘I want you to tell me who it was that cut half
your sister’s hair off/trod chocolate cake into
the carpet/threw the hamster in the paddling
pool, and you won’t get in trouble if you just tell
the truth.’
But 1) That’s not true.
And 2) They themselves lie all the time.
No, really. They don’t think twice about telling
you all kinds of stuff. Lots of parents say that
if you pull faces, the wind will change and
you’ll stay like that for ever. And that Santa has
messengers. Ours is the robin in the garden.
All year, my parents tell us that the robin’s
watching our every move, and if we whinge or
leave a mess, break our toys or don’t go to bed

exactly when they say, the robin will ﬂy back to
Lapland and tell Santa and we won’t get any
presents. I hated robins for years because of
that. I thought they were snooping little spies.
I’m still suspicious of them even now.
As for my family, they’re all total liars. I mean,
they don’t go around saying they play for
Manchester United when they’re actually travel
agents, or tell us we’re going to the Caribbean
for the summer when they’ve just booked a
campsite in Cornwall. But they do tell plenty of
other lies.
Mum and Dad told us the global fairy price
for teeth is £1 for small ones and £2 for molars,
even though we knew some of our friends got
double that. And if the fairies forget all about
the tooth under your pillow – which happens
nine times out of ten in my house – and you
wake up in the morning with the tooth still
sitting where some money should now be,
they tell you to turn your head to the window
and they stick their ﬁst under it to check. They
rummage around and suddenly, magically, the
tooth has gone and the money appears. They
insist it was there all the time, when you know it
wasn’t because you checked ten times and your
pillow isn’t even that big.
And then, to make it worse, if you ask why
you only got a 50p and a couple of two pence
pieces for a molar that was worth £2, they say
that fairies don’t always have the right change
on them because fairy banks close early.
See what I mean?

DESCRIPTION
Lexie lives in London with her
colourful Greek-Cypriot family –
and she’s devoted to her fragile
cousin of the same age, Eleni,
who has a heart condition.
But after the death of their
grandmother, Lexie tells a terrible,
instinctive, jealous lie about an
heirloom necklace, a lie that splits
the family apart. It’s up to her to
bring the family back together …
but after such a lie, can she ﬁnd a
way to tell the truth?

EMMA SHEVAH
Emma is half Irish and half
Thai. Her great-greatgrandfather was King
Rama I of Thailand, so by
all rights she should be living a life of
ease and luxury in the tropics. Instead,
she spends her days dashing around
rainy North London writing, teaching
English and raising four
children.
@emmashevah
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DARA PALMER’S
MAJOR DRAMA
Emma Shevah

Dara is a born actress, or so she thinks – but when she doesn’t
get any part in the school play, she begins to think it’s because
she doesn’t look like the other girls in her class. She was adopted
as a baby from Cambodia. So irrepressible Dara comes up with
a plan, and is determined to change not just the school, but the
whole world too.
• A stunning reissue of a beautifully written, warm and funny
tale for girls from the acclaimed author of Dream On, Amber.
• Explores themes of adoption, determination and standing up
to prejudice.
‘This funny, charismatic heroine will capture her readers’ hearts.’
KIRKUS, STARRED REVIEW

Price:
Pub Date:
CBMC code:
Dimensions:
Word count:
Binding:

£6.99
5th April 2018
C3N79
198x129 mm
40,000 (words approx.)
Paperback

ISBN:
eBook ISBN:
Age:
Illustrations:
Export:
Rights:

978-1-911490-30-2
978-1-910002-66-7
8+
Yes
Yes
World

CHICKEN HOUSE 01373 454488 www.chickenhousebooks.com

An extract from

DARA PALMER’S
MAJOR DRAMA
Emma Shevah

It was a Wednesday morning in March, which
is normally not even remotely exciting, but this
one was special. We had less than two weeks
left of school before we broke up, which meant
our music and drama teacher, Miss Snarling, was
going to hold auditions for the end-of-year play
any day now. She always held them at the
end of the spring term so everyone knew their
parts before we broke up for Easter.
Lacey and I were mega-hyped about the play.
That morning, we went in to school bursting like
exploding watermelons because the auditions
had to be in the next few days. You have to
understand, Lacey and I were desperate to
star in it. And I mean STAR. As in lead role.
As in big deal. As in loads of lines and even
more attention. As in bouquets of ﬂowers and
standing ovations. As in give-me-that-part-or-Iwill-die-right-here-on-the-ﬂoor.
We’d never had lead roles before. We’d never
had any decent parts at all, for some mysterious
reason, but this year it was different. We were in
Year 6 now, and Year 6 always got the biggest
parts because they were leaving for high school.
This year, our lives were going to change
upside-down-edly and it was all going to start

DESCRIPTION
with the end-of-year play.
We got told off for chatting, for ﬁdgeting and
then for not listening, and that was only in the
ﬁrst ten minutes of class. Even after Mr Foxx
sent us to sit on the quiet table for ten minutes,
we were still like wind-up toys when you’ve
just wound them up. I sat there dreaming of
driving around Hollywood in my red convertible
car with everyone taking photos of me. I don’t
know what Lacey was dreaming of, but you
could bet your bottom on your dollar that her
dreams were just like mine.
Lacey-Lou Davis loved drama as much as
I did, which was why she was my best friend
for ever and ever (BFFEAE). We were both
going to be actors when we grew up. We were
going to leave dry boring England and move
to America, where all the houses are mansions,
all the taxis are yellow and everyone’s rich and
beautiful.
Lacey was moving to LA and I was moving
to Hollywood. We were going to be global
megastars but stay BFFEAE and eat lunch
together in posh restaurants. We had it all
planned.
I was great at acting. Even Lacey said so, and
Lacey knew everything about acting. She’d have
told you right away if you were rubbish. She
told the others in our class all the time, which
didn’t make her massively popular. In fact, my
other friends hassled me for hanging out with
her, but what could I do? She was my BFFEAE.
We were going places.

Meet eleven-year-old Dara
Palmer. She loves dancing and
dreams of being a world-famous
actress – which means she
has to get the main part in the
school play. When she doesn’t
get any part at all, Dara begins
to wonder whether it’s because
of her looks rather than her
acting skills. But Dara has big
ideas – and is determined not to
let prejudice stop her from being
in the spotlight …

EMMA SHEVAH
Emma is half Irish and half
Thai. Her great-greatgrandfather was King
Rama I of Thailand, so by
all rights she should be living a life of
ease and luxury in the tropics. Instead,
she spends her days dashing around
rainy North London writing, teaching
English and raising four
children.
@emmashevah
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DREAM ON, AMBER
Emma Shevah

Amber is facing up to life without Dad. He left when she was
little, but now she really needs him, and if he isn’t coming back
she’ll have to dream up other ways to sort things out …
• Gorgeous, rejacketed reissue of critically acclaimed Emma
Shevah’s debut, a funny, moving, beautifully written story of a
girl coping with her missing dad.
• Explores themes about the modern-day dysfunctional family:
being mixed-race, starting school and ﬁnding your individuality.
• Illustrated with funny and quirky black-and-white doodles.
‘… a beautifully written story.’ INDEPENDENT ON SUNDAY
‘Funny, poignant … wise and accessible’ WALL STREET JOURNAL
‘A gutsy girl in a laugh-out-loud book’ KIRKUS REVIEWS
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DREAM ON, AMBER
Emma Shevah

So the best place to start is nowhere
near the beginning. No major disasters
happened when I was a baby. True, I could
have won an award for being the freakiestlooking mixed-up baby alive, but basically
all I did was the usual icky pukey baby stuff
and that was about it.
Later on things got about a zillion times
more interesting. So interesting, in fact, that
it would have been better if I’d stayed icky
and pukey and lived an easy life. Actually,
no. Forget I said that. But at least babies
don’t come up with ingenious brainwaves
that lead to all kinds of trouble.
You know how sometimes you get an
idea? And then you follow that idea and
complicate your life so badly that you wish
it had never popped into your head? Yeah.
That’s what happened. Me and my genius
ideas.
It’s not all bad, though. Something good
came of it. Something amazing, actually.
Something that changed my life.
But before I tell you about my idea, there
are some things about me you should know
or you just won’t get what I’m talking about.

DESCRIPTION
So here goes.
My name is

Ambra Alessandra
Leola Kimiko Miyamoto.
I have no idea why my parents gave
me all those hideous names but they must
have wanted to ruin my life, and you know
what? They did an amazing job. Obviously I
don’t use them all because it would take me
about a month just to tell people what I’m
called. Officially, my name is Ambra, which
sounds ﬁne in an Italian accent because the
‘m’ sounds like you’re chewing a toffee and
you’ve got that roly-poly ‘r’. But not when
English people say it because they say Am
bra. I am a bra. This is beyond embarrassing
because I don’t even need one yet.
So I use the English version of my name,
which is Amber.
I have this mad name because I’m half
Italian and half Japanese. It’s not easy to
be half this and half that, especially two
halves that are so completely different. I’m
nearly twelve and I live in South London
with my mum and my little sister, Bella. My
dad doesn’t live with us. He was a Japanese
computer science student and he met my
mum at Kingston University. That’s where
the surname Miyamoto comes from (Japan,
not Kingston University). But we don’t
see him any more. Which is kind of what
triggered this whole business off …

Amber Alessandra Leola Kimiko
Miyamoto. As if her name made
up for being tiny, half Japanese
and half Italian, and starting
a new school with a caveman
phone. Dream on! But the
hardest bit about being Amber
is that a part of her is missing.
Her dad. He left when she was
little and if he isn’t coming back,
she’ll have to sort things out
another way. And Amber has a
big imagination …

EMMA SHEVAH
Emma is half Irish and half
Thai. Her great-greatgrandfather was King
Rama I of Thailand, so by
all rights she should be living a life of
ease and luxury in the tropics. Instead,
she spends her days dashing around
rainy North London writing, teaching
English and raising four
children.
@emmashevah
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STORM-WAKE
Lucy Christopher

Moss lives with her pa on a remote island. The Old World has
disappeared beneath the waves – only Pa’s magic can save
the sunken continents. But a huge storm is brewing, promising
cataclysmic changes. Soon, Moss learns to open her eyes to the
truth about her isolated world …
• From the author of the acclaimed and internationally prizewinning Stolen, published in 19 territories worldwide and over
30,000 copies sold in the UK alone.
• Inspired by Shakespeare’s The Tempest, Storm-Wake is a
gripping and immersive literary novel for young adults.
• Explores themes of transformation, illusion and dreaming.
Praise for STOLEN:
‘Beautiful.’ MAGGIE STIEFVATER
‘Tautly written and hard to put down.’ INDEPENDENT ON SUNDAY
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STORM-WAKE
Lucy Christopher

DESCRIPTION
Moss has lived with her pa on a
remote island for as long as she
remembers. The Old World has
disappeared beneath the waves
– only Pa’s magic, harnessing
the wondrous stormﬂowers on
the island, can save the sunken
continents. But a storm is brewing,
promising cataclysmic changes.
Soon, two strange boys wash up
on the shore. As the clouds swell
and the ocean churns, Moss learns
to open her eyes to the truth
about her isolated world …

Photo by Rolf Marriott

For Moss, storms had a smell: churned-up salt
water and seaweed, damp wood on the tide, even
the far-off burn of lightning … but this storm had
something else. It was sweeter. Wilder. Moss pushed
her hair sideways and looked up at the cliffs. Tiny
pieces of colour were everywhere, as if the rocks
held gemstones. She growled as her hair ﬂew back
in front of her face, tangling in a hundred different
sailor’s knots.
But she’d seen right.
Stormﬂowers.
Opening.
Again, she shoved her hair clear to see where the
ﬂowers grew thickest, all around Pa’s cave. Wind was
pulling their petals, rattling their stems. The storm’s
sweetness was this. There were pink ones, white,
others gold – petals ﬂoated from the rocks to settle
on her shoulders. The ﬂowers had never opened so
much before. She heard a high-pitched singing sort
of sound too. Pa’d always said the ﬂowers would
sing. When they wanted to. When they were ready.
She tried to see Pa at the cave entrance. Now
she knew why he wasn’t down on the beach with her,
exploring for wash-up. He was doing this. Somehow
he’d opened the ﬂowers, made them work!
She dropped the collecting pot and ran. Fast, fast,
faster, leaping the sharp stones on that part of the
beach. Quick, quicker, she skidded through their

camp, then took the well-used path up to the cave.
She was huff-puffing before she’d got halfway. As
she spread her arms wide so that she was almost
touching the wild-moving pine trees, she was
imagining how, later, beside the campﬁre, Pa would
dance and sing and swirl her. Would tell stories ’till
the ﬁre went low, of the world where they had come
from, of where they would go back to, one day. His
smile would be broad beneath his bird-beak nose,
his blue-grey eyes soft.
Now, she felt lighter. Now, she ran faster. She went
quick-spinning and leaping beneath those petals, all
swirling and falling. Until, ﬂinching, she saw the sky
smash.
‘Lightning,’ she whispered, savouring the word like
a treasure. ‘Sky’s on ﬁre.’
Was what Pa would say. She spread her arms wide
’till her wrists brushed the pine needles and she felt
their cool zing.
Sky’s!
On!
Fire!
She loved Pa’s sayings and how his voice tilted as
he spoke them; she liked to test how they felt in her
mouth. A bigger, second ﬂash came, but she didn’t
lie ﬂat on the ground like Pa had taught her and wait
for it to pass. She stood still, feeling the wind claw,
smelling the petals, hearing the sea moan above
the reef. And, still, that singing—that high-pitched,
sweet-pretty singing! From beyond the volcano, at
very top-est of the island, she thought she heard the
wild dogs howl in answer. Perhaps even the lizards
hissed in their caves. Today, everything on the island
cried out.
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THE BURIED
CROWN
Ally Sherrick

The sky darkened. A thick bank of lead-coloured
clouds blew in. The light dwindled and the
temperature dropped so sharply that when they
breathed out, their breath hung in the air.
Kitty shivered and clutched George’s arm.
‘What’s happening?’
George glanced up and frowned. ‘A storm, from
the looks of it.’
A rumble of thunder sounded overhead. Kitty
squealed and gripped him tighter.
‘Best take cover.’ He pushed her towards the
trees, dragging Spud behind him.
They were nearly there when a ﬂash of white
light ricocheted around them. Spud gave a piercing
yelp and leapt backwards, ripping the lead from
George’s hand. Before George could stop him,
he spun around and hurtled across the ﬁeld,
zigzagging between the mounds.
‘Spud!’ George made to go after him, but Kitty
yanked him backwards into the shelter of the trees.
‘No! It is too dangerous.’ Another lightning bolt
tore through the sky.
He shook her off. ‘I have to. He’s my friend.’ He
unhooked the knapsack from his back, shoved it
at her and dashed out into the open again. ‘Spud?
Where are you, boy?’
The sky lit up again and for a moment he could

have sworn the mounds in front of him began to
rise and fall, rippling under their bracken-covered
tops like the back of a huge, underground snake.
Then the light faded and they were just humps in
the earth again.
George threaded his way between them, cupping
his hands to his mouth and calling Spud’s name, but
each time the wind spun his voice around and blew
it back at him. He put his head down and pushed
on. As he rounded another mound, a gust of wind
slammed into him, toppling him to the ground. He
lay there for a moment, all the breath knocked out
of him.
CRACK! A slash of light sliced through the clouds.
He rammed his hands over his head. Had it been
like this in London when the Jerry planes had
dropped their loads? He grimaced. No time for that
now. He hauled himself to his feet, threw back his
head and yelled.
‘SPUUUD!’
A smudge of black in the distance caught his eye.
He dashed towards it, but Spud – if it was Spud
– shot off in the opposite direction towards the
shelter of a giant windswept tree.
George tore after him. When he reached the tree,
he pulled up short and peered beneath its gnarled
old branches.
‘Spud? Are you there boy?’
Silence.
He crept forwards into the shadows. As he
approached the tree’s huge, furrowed trunk, his
boot caught on a tree root. He twisted and fell. His
head hit something hard and ungiving then his ears
ﬁlled with a rushing sound and everything went
black.
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It’s World War Two and Britain
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must ﬁnd and protect the crown
from the Nazi invaders before
it’s too late …
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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.

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?
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