
































































Publication Date 3rd May 2018 

ON A SCALE OF ONE TO TEN
Ceylan Scott
Tamar is admitted to Lime Grove, a psychiatric hospital for 
teenagers, where she’s asked endless questions. But there’s one 
question Tamar can’t – won’t – answer: What happened to her 
friend Iris? A uniquely powerful, devastating novel of friendship, 
fragility and guilt.

• Stunningly literary YA about one girl’s mental illness and the  
 redemptive power of truth and healing.

• Drawn from the true experience of the author, Ceylan Scott, an  
 extraordinarily talented twenty-year-old.

• A shocking, moving and sometimes darkly funny depiction of  
 life on a psychiatric ward. 

Price:  £7.99
Pub Date: 3rd May 2018
CBMC code: E3N79
Dimensions: 198x129mm
Word count: 47,000 (words approx.) 
Binding: Paperback

ISBN: 978-1-911077-24-4
eBook ISBN: 978-1-911077-53-4
Age: 14+
Illustrations: N/a
Export: Yes
Rights: World
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DESCRIPTION
Tamar is admitted to Lime 
Grove, a psychiatric hospital for 
teenagers, where she is asked 
endless questions. How did the 
self-harming start? Will you tell 
us what happened? How do 
you feel, on a scale of one to 
ten? But there’s one question 
Tamar can’t – won’t – answer: 
What happened to her friend 
Iris, who died at the weir?
 A uniquely powerful and 
devastating novel of fragility 
and forgiveness written by a 
hugely talented young author. 

An extract from

ON A SCALE OF 
ONE TO TEN
Ceylan Scott
The first thing they do at Lime Grove is try to make 
me talk about the monster. 
    Dr Flores and a nurse in a blue uniform, trying to 
hollow out the small scraps of truth, asking me one 
hundred questions in one hundred different ways in 
the hope that one will catch me out. 
    How did the self-harming start?
    Will you tell us what happened?
    You know your behaviour isn’t normal, don’t 
you?
    Let us help you.
    Only you can help yourself. 
    How do you feel? On a scale of one to ten?
    I don’t talk. The monster won’t let me. The room 
is decorated in a painful pink palette: cracked pink 
walls, pink metal cupboards, pink leather armchairs 
and a forlorn-looking fuchsia-coloured beanbag 
in a corner. The sign on the door says  it is called 
Therapy Room One, which is stupid because there 
I didn’t see a Therapy Room Two or Three and 
this doesn’t feel like therapy. Denim cradles my 
thighs but I’m shivering at the knees and my hair is 
dripping more grease than a deep fat fryer. Angry 
spots have swollen around my lips. I don’t know 
why.
    Dr Flores scribbles something down in his 
notepad, holding it at an angle so I can’t read his 

spindly writing. 
    ‘Sorry, we have to take notes,’ he says. ‘It’s 
standard practice.’
    Dr Flores is lanky but short in all the wrong 
places. He chews his pen lid like gum and is 
wearing a three-piece suit, a stripy purple shirt, and 
a Periodic Table tie that knots perfectly around 
helium. He is wearing scratched, thick-rimmed 
glasses and lots of hair gel which makes him look 
like a hedgehog. I get the impression he doesn’t 
like me, but maybe it’s just easier to distance 
yourself from the fate of a patient if you don’t like 
them and they don’t like you. 
    The nurse reeks of newly qualified. Her blue 
uniform is creased and new, her smile moulded like 
clay.
    ‘Let’s have a think about how you felt when—’
    ‘When can I go home?’ My voice cracks more 
than I want it to.
    ‘You have to stay here for an assessment.’
    ‘Assessment of what?’
    Dr Flores looks down at the bandages wrapped 
around my arm, the small round plaster where the 
cannula pierced my hand, the bruise on my neck 
that looks like dark wine, and it’s his turn not to 
answer.
    ‘What happened to Iris?’ he asks instead.
    After an hour, he stops asking.
    If you really want to know everything, the first 
thing I’ll probably tell you that growing up I lived in 
paradise and then it was shattered when I moved 
into the town with the smoke and the cars and 
the people and the identical rows of red brick 
houses and the oppressive grey skies, but I barely 
remember that, and that’s not why I’m mad.
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THE EXTINCTS
Veronica Cossanteli
George helps out at Wormestall Farm, a hidden sanctuary for 
extinctly strange animals that shouldn’t be here: dodos, dragons 
and dinosaurs. But if evil animal-stuffer Diamond Pye gets her 
way they won’t be alive for much longer ...

• A funny, exciting and anarchic debut for ages 7-11, now   
 reissued with a gorgeous new cover.

• Optioned for movie by Cirrina Studios: William Joyce (Meet  
 the Robinsons, Epic) will direct based on the script by David  
 Lipman (Shrek). Due for release in 2019.

• Delicious storytelling reminiscent of Dick King-Smith, Eva   
 Ibbotson or Dodie Smith’s The Hundred and One Dalmatians.

• Themes of friendship and caring for all creatures, and starring  
 an unlikely small boy hero.

Price:  £6.99
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DESCRIPTION
George loves to help out at 
hidden Wormestall Farm, even 
though it’s full of extinctly 
scary creatures, like the 
dodo in the dog bed and the 
dinosaurs in the duck pond. 
When Mortifer the giant 
basilisk goes missing, it’s up 
to George to find him before 
wicked taxidermist Diamond 
Pye can add him to her stuffed 
animal collection ...

An extract from

THE EXTINCTS
Veronica Cossanteli
The sign above the Sweet Shop door actually says 
‘Filling & Dentcher’s Corner Emporium: Whatever 
You Want, We’ve Got It’. Because they have tall 
glass jars of every kind of sweet, and weigh them 
out for you in little paper bags, everyone just calls 
it the Sweet Shop. I was there on a Cheese and 
Onion Crisp Mission for Frank when I noticed the 
card in the window. Written in squiggly green 
writing, it was tucked in between an ad for a used 
toaster (‘Nearly works, bargain price’) and a blurry 
photo of a fat tabby with white paws (‘Have you 
seen Snuffy? £100 Reward’):

HELP WANTED
INTEREST IN WILDLIFE NECESSARY

MUST BE THE RIGHT PERSON
APPLY TO MRS LIND, WORMESTALL FARM

NO SQUAMOPHOBES
    I looked at it for quite a long time, until I knew 
the words off by heart.
    I had to wait to pay for the crisps. Crazy Daisy 
was buying her Lottery tickets. Daisy has bright, 
beady eyes and hair like rice noodles under a 
woolly hat with ear flaps, which she wears all 
the time, even in summer. She lives on a bench 
in the park with her little dog, Doom, and shouts 
at people about it being the End of the World. 
Sometimes they throw her their spare change. 
She spends it all on the Lottery. I don’t know why. 

What’s the point of winning a million pounds, if the 
world’s about to end? 
    Daisy was paying for three Lottery tickets and an 
egg sandwich, counting out pennies and 2p coins, 
one by one. It was going to be a long wait. I had 
nothing else to do, so I read the front page of the 
Squermington Echo.
    Nothing much happens in Squermington. 
PUBLIC TOILETS CLOSED FOR REDECORATION. 
So what? GORGEOUS GARDENS COMPETITION. 
Yawn. PET-NAP GANG AT LARGE? POLICE 
WARN PET OWNERS TO BE ON THEIR GUARD. 
They were welcome to gerbil-nap Dracula, nasty, 
bitey little hairball: the sooner the better. GIANT 
REPTILE SIGHTED! IS THIS THE RETURN OF THE 
SQUERMINGTON WYRM? Full story on page 3 …
    Now that was more like it. I turned to page 3:
    Miss Holly Sparrow and her friend, Miss Ruby 
Jenkins, claim to have seen the tail end of a very 
large snake-like animal as they were passing 
Squermington Library on their way home from the 
cinema on Friday night.
    ‘We only saw the tail,’ said Holly. ‘But it was 
massive. Awesome. Ruby nearly wet herself, she 
was that scared. Then it sort of slithered off behind 
the fish and chip shop, and we ran away.’ 
    No large animals have been reported missing 
from any zoos, pet shops or wildlife parks. 
    Could this mystery animal have anything to do 
with the legend of the Squermington Wyrm, the 
ferocious, flesh-eating monster that had local 
people living in terror more than a thousand years 
ago?
    ‘Are you going to buy that newspaper, or what?’
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