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Publication Date 7th June 2018 (REISSUED)

THE FISH IN ROOM 11
Heather Dyer

Toby lives a lonely life at a seaside hotel – until he meets a
mermaid called Eliza. When their friendship starts to arouse
suspicion, they must come up with a plan to save each other ...
• A gorgeous, classic new cover look by Melissa Castrillón for
Dyer’s timeless, big-hearted, funny novel.
• Illustrated throughout with beautiful line drawings by Peter
Bailey.
‘Funny, tender and exciting ...’ THE TIMES
‘… quirky, charming book, funny and imaginative.’ OBSERVER
‘A zany, delightful story, wittily illustrated …’ INDEPENDENT
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An extract from

THE FISH IN
ROOM 11
Heather Dyer

Straight away he spotted a wet tea towel
clumped on the ground, then he found a
tablecloth ﬂapping from the railings and a
face cloth in the gutter. He gathered them
up and hurried down the ramp to the beach
and there he came across Cook’s apron, a
second tea towel and the other red stocking,
all covered with sand. But where was Cook’s
cap?
Toby walked the whole length of the beach
and back again but Cook’s cap was nowhere
to be seen. There was one place, however,
where Toby still hadn’t looked, so he left the
bundle of washing on the sand and stepped
bravely into the shadows of the pier.
People didn’t usually venture under the pier;
it was chilly and damp and the water rose and
fell restlessly around black, mussel-encrusted
pillars. Toby shivered. There was no sign of the
cap – just the darkly swilling sea.
But just as he was about to turn back Toby
heard a noise – a sharp, cracking noise.
Then it stopped.
‘Hello?’ he called.
There was no reply but the wash of the

waves. Toby turned to go but then the noise
came again – nearer this time. It sounded
just like someone cracking nuts. And what
was that? Was something moving out there
between the pillars?
‘Hello?’ called Toby in a shrill voice.
‘Who’s there?’
For a moment there was no reply, then all
of a sudden a girl’s pale face peeped out from
behind a pillar – and she was wearing Cook’s
cap! Keeping her eye on Toby, the girl cracked
a mussel with her back teeth and ate the meat
as though it was a nut.
‘Er . . . that’s Cook’s cap,’ said Toby.
‘It is?’ said the girl.
‘Yes.’
The girl tutted. ‘All right then,’ she said, and
the next moment she had left the pillar and
was moving swiftly through the water towards
Toby. But she was not swimming, she was
gliding through the water with her arms at
her sides and a little wave cresting before her.
She came forward almost without effort, as
though she was the ﬁgurehead of an invisible
ship.
Toby took a step backwards. The girl swept
right up to the shore, sending a small wave
rushing up on to the sand, and lay there at
the water’s edge propped up on her elbows
with her long green tail swaying gently in the
shallows.
‘There you are,’ she said, and she balled up
Cook’s cap and tossed it to Toby.

DESCRIPTION
Toby lives a lonely life at the
seaside hotel where he was
abandoned as a baby – until he
ﬁnds a girl lying on the beach
at the water’s edge, with a long
green tail swaying gently in the
shallows. Eliza Flot is a stranded
mermaid and she needs Toby’s
help. But Toby’s new friendship
arouses suspicion back at the
hotel. Toby and the Flots must
come up with a plan to rescue
each other …

HEATHER DYER
Heather Dyer lives in Wales.
She has been a cherry picker,
a chambermaid, a teacher, a
house painter, a sweet shop assistant –
and now, best of all, a writer. She won
the Highland Children’s Book Award for
her debut The Fish in Room 11.
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Publication Date 7th June 2018

THE LAST CHANCE HOTEL
Nicki Thornton

Seth is the oppressed kitchen boy at the remote Last Chance
Hotel. But when a strange gathering of magicians arrives
for dinner, their leader is poisoned. A locked-room murder
investigation ensues – and Seth is the main suspect. Can he solve
the mystery and clear his name, especially when magic’s afoot?
• The debut novel by Nicki Thornton, winner of the 2016 Times/
Chicken House Children’s Fiction Competition.
• A magical locked-room murder mystery: Agatha Christie
meets Harry Potter.
• Middle-grade readers will love guessing whodunit with the
novel’s fantastic ensemble cast, grounded by the brilliantly
relatable Seth and his magical cat.
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An extract from

THE LAST
CHANCE HOTEL
Nicki Thornton

Seth wiped the table, listening to the sound
of keys being jangled and Mr and Mrs Bunn
being on their best behaviour. ‘That’ll be Mr
Gregorian Kingﬁsher,’ said Henri, the chef.
‘He asked for a room with a picture of people
playing sport.’
Guests often made special requests, but
it was the ﬁrst time anyone had been fussy
about the artwork in their room. These
guests were so fascinating.
Seth could just about remember the time
when the Last Chance Hotel was always
full; when his father had been chef here.
Then, people had relished the challenge of
travelling to so remote a place just for the
reward of trying his famed cooking.
These days the only folk who strayed here
were so utterly lost in the Last-Hope Forest
they couldn’t believe their luck to stumble
upon somewhere they’d get a welcome bed
and a late-night cup of cocoa.
But Seth loved the forest, loved the
fact that once your ears got used to the
silence you started to hear the endless

trees whispering, then bird song tuned in.
And ﬁnally, you could hear the screech and
crackle of wildlife as it scurried about its
tooth-and-claw business. And you realized
that most of what was going on out there
was savage, if mostly silent.
Henri ﬁnally shuffled off and Seth went to
sneak a look, but the guests were already on
their way upstairs.
‘Stop dawdling, Seth,’ snapped Henri, ‘or
that washing up will reach the ceiling.’
But before Seth could make a start, Henri
let out a cry and the knife in his hand fell
with a clatter to the cool ﬂagstones of the
kitchen ﬂoor.
A bug ﬂew past Seth’s nose to batter
against the window. Henri cowered.
‘It’s just a bug, Henri,’ soothed Seth, gently
teasing the little creature towards the open
window. It looked like it was on ﬁre, with a
glowing phosphorescent tail.
‘That’s not just any bug.’ Henri’s eyes grew
wide. ‘That’s a luciole. Do you know what that
means? It’s a ﬁreﬂy. Must have got lost from
the glow-worm glade. It’s beautiful, come
and take a look. They look like magic, don’t
you think?’
‘But it’s inside!’ Henri hissed dabbing
his sweating upper lip. ‘In my country if a
lightning bug ﬂies in the window, it means –
it means a death.’ Henri gripped Seth’s arm
hard. ‘Seth, someone is going to die.’

DESCRIPTION
Seth is the oppressed kitchen
boy at the remote Last Chance
Hotel, owned by the nasty Bunn
family. His only friend is his black
cat, Nightshade. But when a
strange gathering of magicians
arrives for dinner, kindly Dr
Thallomius is poisoned by Seth’s
special dessert. A locked-room
murder investigation ensues –
and Seth is the main suspect.
The funny thing is, he’s innocent
… can he solve the mystery and
clear his name, especially when
magic’s afoot?

NICKI THORNTON
Nicki Thornton has run an
independent bookshop in
Abingdon with her husband
for more than ten years.
Her debut novel, The Last Chance
Hotel, won the Times/Chicken House
Children’s Fiction Competition 2016.
@nicki_thornton
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