






















































Publication Date 2nd August 2018

A TANGLE OF MAGIC
Valija Zinck
Penelope has always been different from other children: for 
example, her hair has been grey since she was born. When she 
wakes up one day with sparkling red hair, her mother confesses 
that her father is a wizard. Penelope embarks on a journey to 
find him … 

• Translated from the original German, A Tangle of Magic is a  
 fun and charming middle-grade adventure.

• Perfect for fans of Cornelia Funke.

• A very special heroine – Penelope is sincere, charming and  
 brave – explores a truly original fantasy world.

‘An exciting new voice among the world’s storytellers’ 
CORNELIA FUNKE 

Price:  £6.99
Pub Date: 2nd August  2018
CBMC code: D3N79
Dimensions: 198x129 mm
Word count: 46,000 (words approx.) 

Binding: Paperback

ISBN: 978-1-911490-28-9
eBook ISBN: 978-1-911490-50-0
Age: 8+
Illustrations: N/a
Export: Yes
Rights: World English 
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DESCRIPTION
Penelope lives with her 
mother – her father died 
years ago. She has always 
been different from other 
children: for example, her hair 
has been grey since she was 
born. But one day, Penelope 
wakes up with sparkling red 
hair and her mother confesses 
the truth: her father is not 
only still alive, he’s a wizard. 
Penelope has inherited his 
powers, and embarks on a 
journey to find him …

An extract from

A TANGLE OF 
MAGIC
Valija Zinck
Penelope was an odd sort of girl. She had lead-
grey hair that fell in a curtain across her face, and 
she always smelled like fire. Even more strangely, 
sometimes she could hear her mum telling her to do 
something before she had even opened her mouth.

‘Yes, Mum, I did wash my hair this morning,’ 
Penelope would say. Or: ‘OK, OK, I’m taking Granny 
her coffee right now.’ Mum would look at her with a 
very strange expression, but never asked Penelope 
how she’d known exactly what she was about to say.

Penelope was used to her grey hair – she’d never 
known anything else. She hardly noticed the fire-
smell any more, and she barely gave the ‘hearing-
before-hearing’ a second thought either. But there 
was one thing that always struck her as odd: it 
always rained on her birthday, even though it was 
on the thirteenth of August. Hardly anyone except 
Penelope seemed to notice it. And because most 
people put an umbrella up or wore a raincoat when 
it rained, hardly anyone except Penelope seemed 
to notice that the rain on her birthday wasn’t really 
wet. 

On her seventh birthday, when Penelope had 
asked about the strange rain, her mum’s face had 
turned pale. ‘I don’t want to hear another word 
about peculiar stuff like that!’ she’d snapped. ‘I’ve 
had enough of it to last me a lifetime!’ Penelope 

had asked her what she meant, but her mum hadn’t 
replied, and Penelope thought she saw the glint 
of a tear in her eye. And because she loved her 
mum very much, she never mentioned the strange 
birthday rain again – not when it fell again on her 
eighth birthday, nor at any time after that.

Penelope lived with her mum, her granny and a 
grey cat called Cucuu in a small wooden house on 
the outskirts of a little village, right next to a swamp 
forest. The house was narrow and a little draughty, 
but Penelope loved it. The house had used to be 
bright red, but Penelope’s mother had painted over 
it in dark green. Every year after the summer rains, 
a little of the green paint would flake away from the 
wood, and a little more red would show through, so 
that the house was now speckled all over with red 
and green, like dragon scales. 

Penelope’s father didn’t live in the dragon house. 
He didn’t live anywhere any more, as he’d died when 
she was very young. She missed him, even though 
she didn’t remember him. The only things she had 
to remember him by were his cat, Cucuu,  and a 
tattered old black-and-white photo that showed 
a long-haired man with his arms around Mum, 
laughing. There were no wrinkles on her mum’s 
brow in the photo, and she had a round, expectant 
Penelope-belly. 

Apart from the photo, there was nothing 
whatsoever in the house to remind her of her father. 
Mum had given away all his belongings, because it 
made her too sad to have them around. Penelope 
thought that was a pity. She’d have liked to know 
more about her father. Sometimes, when Penelope 
asked about him, Granny would say, ‘It’s a real 
shame the chap’s not around any more, isn’t it?’ But 
Penelope’s mother never replied. 

VALIJA ZINCK
Valija Zinck has worked as a dancer, 

actor and musician for 15 years, mostly 

with children and teenagers. She lives in 

Berlin, Germany.
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THE BOOK OF BOY
Catherine Gilbert Murdock
Boy, a hunchbacked goatherd, is content in his quiet country 
life. But when a shadowy pilgrim arrives on the farm, his world 
is turned upside down. Secundus enlists Boy as his servant, 
plunging them both into a perilous treasure hunt – but there is 
more to the pilgrim’s quest than meets the eye …

• An unforgettable middle-grade historical adventure, The Book  
 of Boy already feels like a classic.

• Two unpredictable and moving twists elevate this adventure  
 into something truly special and unique. 

• Themes of loyalty, courage and self-acceptance prevail in a  
 story that’s warm, wise and touchingly funny.

• Catherine Gilbert Murdock is an acclaimed author in the US,  
 but this will represent her UK debut.

Price:  £6.99
Pub Date: 2nd August 2018
CBMC code: D3N79
Dimensions: 198x129 mm
Word count: 47,000 (words approx.)

Binding: Paperback
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eBook ISBN: 978-1-911490-58-6
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Export: Yes
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DESCRIPTION
The year is 1350. Boy, a 
hunchbacked, sweet-natured 
goatherd, is content in his quiet 
country life. But when a shadowy 
pilgrim with a dangerous past 
arrives on the farm, his world is 
turned upside down. Secundus 
is a man on a mission, and upon 
first sight of Boy, enlists him as 
his servant, ripping him away 
from tranquillity and plunging 
them both into a perilous 
medieval treasure hunt … but 
there is more to the pilgrim’s 
quest than meets the eye.

An extract from

THE BOOK OF BOY
Catherine Gilbert Murdock
‘What do they call you?’ 

I sensed him staring at me, and wished he 
wouldn’t. ‘Boy.’

He snorted. ‘What does your mother call 
you?’

‘Haven’t got a mother.’
‘Ah. Pestilence.’
‘Never had one.’ 
‘Never?’ he asked mockingly. 
I shook my head. Father Petrus hadn’t 

been a mother, though he’d come close. 
He was the one who named me Boy. Never 
reveal yourself, Boy … He hit me when he 
spoke this, to make certain I minded. 

‘What of your father?’ 
I shrugged. The manor had more than one 

child without a pa. 
Beneath the wide brim of his hat, his eyes 

caught the light. ‘Ah. The face of an angel 
and body of a fiend – I suppose that defines 
a boy right enough.’ 

‘Not a boy. Boy. That’s my name.’ I did not 
care for the words he tossed about. I did not 
care for people calling me anything other 
than Boy.

We passed the huts, or what was left 
of them. The pilgrim walked straight, not 

following the swerve in the trail, for even the 
goats avoided the huts. 

In the first hut – now a blackened scar full 
of two years’ weeds – had lived a shepherd, 
God rest his soul, who played a pipe. He 
promised to teach me but pestilence took 
him away before he could. Perhaps he lived 
now in paradise, piping.

The second hut once held a widow and 
her son. They perished too, the both of 
them. They went to sleep but never did they 
awaken, and their hut was now only four 
charred posts. Please, I prayed. Heavenly 
saints, see them into paradise.

I crept past the final hut, its thatch rotting 
and doorway dark. No one had been left to 
burn it. In that place lived the family that 
called me monster, even the smallest who 
barely could talk, and the mother laughed 
when her children threw stones. 

I tried to pray for them as I passed, but 
the words would not form in my mind. 
My fingers reached beneath my hood for 
the scar on my scalp. May God forgive my 
absence of mercy.

‘Both hands with that pack, Boy,’ the 
pilgrim ordered, his boots crunching on the 
frosty grass. 

Quick I snatched my hand back. I did not 
like this pilgrim. I did not like a man who 
saw what he needn’t and did not fear what 
he should. This pilgrim-man was dangerous.

CATHERINE GILBERT 
MURDOCK
Catherine Gilbert Murdock 
grew up in Connecticut, USA. 
She spent several years writing 

screenplays and has a PhD from the 
University of Pennsylvania. She is the 
author of several children’s novels in the 
USA and The Book of Boy 
is her first to be published 
in the UK.
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THE BOY IN THE 
BISCUIT TIN
Heather Dyer
When Ibby is sent to stay with her aunt, she discovers her two 
cousins, Francis and Alex, playing with an old box of magic tricks 
they found in the attic. Ibby is sure that magic isn’t real – until she 
sees a magically miniaturised Francis sitting in the bottom of the 
biscuit tin. After that, nothing is what it seems …  

• A gorgeous, classic new cover look by Melissa Castrillón for  
 Dyer’s joyful, quirky novel about real magic – and the magic of  
 family life and friendships. 

• Illustrated throughout with beautiful line drawings by Peter  
 Bailey.

• Reissued alongside two beautiful editions of Dyer’s novels The  
 Fish in Room 11 and The Girl with the Broken Wing. 

‘… a charming caper.’ THE TIMES

Price:  £5.99
Pub Date: 2nd August 2018
CBMC code: C3N79
Dimensions: 198x129 mm
Word count: 20,000 (words approx.) 

Binding: Paperback

ISBN: 978-1-911490-71-5
eBook ISBN: 978-1-911490-72-2
Age: 7+
Illustrations: Black & white line
Export: Yes
Rights: UK & Export only

CHICKEN HOUSE  01373 454488  www.chickenhousebooks.com



DESCRIPTION
When Ibby is sent to stay with
her aunt, she discovers her two
troublesome boy cousins, 
Francis and Alex, playing with 
an old box of magic tricks they 
found in the attic.
 Ibby is sure that magic isn’t
real – until she sees Francis 
sitting at the bottom of a biscuit 
tin, magically miniaturised by 
Alex. After that, nothing is what 
it seems …

An extract from

THE BOY IN THE 
BISCUIT TIN
Heather Dyer
Ibby went back upstairs. Francis’s bedroom 
door was firmly closed and there was a lot of 
banging and crashing coming from within.

‘Francis?’ said Ibby. She knocked twice and 
went in.

‘Shut the door!’ barked Alex. ‘Don’t let it get 
away!’

‘Let what get away?’ said Ibby, startled.
‘I don’t know.’ Alex was on his knees, peering 

under the bed. ‘Some sort of mouse, I think. 
With stripes.’ 

‘Stripes?’
Then out from under the bed darted a small 

figure – no larger than one of the people from 
Ibby’s dolls’ house. It ran across the carpet 
directly in front of Ibby’s feet, and disappeared 
under the armchair – but not before Ibby had 
recognized Francis’s scruffy brown head and 
stripy sweater. She stepped backwards with a 
cry of astonishment. Francis?

‘Push!’ yelled Alex, throwing his weight 
against the chair.

‘Don’t!’ shrieked Ibby. ‘You’ll squash him!’
But to her relief, where the chair had stood 

there was only a dusty square of carpet on 
which lay a green plastic soldier and a broken 

pen.
‘Where’d it go?’ said Alex, looking round.
‘There!’ said Ibby, pointing – and before 

Francis could disappear under a landslide of 
board games and jigsaw boxes, she pounced. 
When she stood up she was trembling, with her 
hands cupped close to her chest.

‘Let’s see!’ said Alex.
Slowly, Ibby opened her hands – and there 

was Francis, curled up in a ball. There was a 
shocked pause. Then Alex said, ‘What is it?’

‘It’s Francis,’ said Ibby.
‘Francis? What’s happened to him?’
‘He’s shrunk.’
‘I can see that. But how?’
At the sound of their voices, Francis uncurled 

and started trying to scramble out of Ibby’s 
hands. ‘Pass the tin!’ said Ibby. ‘Quick!’ So Alex 
brought the biscuit tin and, carefully, Ibby 
released Francis into it. Immediately he went 
rushing round and round inside the tin, trying 
to scramble up the reflective silver walls in a 
hopeless sort of way.

‘What’s he doing?’ said Ibby anxiously.
‘Why’s he running round and round like that?’
‘Small animals do everything quickly,’ said 

Alex. ‘They’ve got a higher metabolic rate. That’s 
why they’re always hungry. If shrews don’t eat 
their own weight in worms every hour they can 
starve to death.’

‘They starve to death in an hour?’ said Ibby, 
shocked.

‘Or quicker, even.’
‘Let’s put the lid on. Perhaps he’ll go to sleep.’
‘We can’t do that! He’ll suffocate!’
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THE SECRET DEEP
Lindsay Galvin
When Aster wakes alone, stranded, on a tropical island, she 
has no idea what has happened, why she is there, or where to 
find her younger sister, Poppy. The answers lie in the secretive 
underwater world surrounding the desert island, populated by 
the beautiful and the impossible …

• An excitingly original teen thriller by debut Lindsay Galvin.

• Pulse-pounding and mysterious, with the action split between  
 the Scottish wilds and a remote tropical island. 

• Fantastic plotting is enhanced by gorgeous, visual writing,  
 vividly conjuring a tropical underwater world.

• Themes of bereavement, ecology, science and family.

Price:  £6.99
Pub Date: 2nd August 2018
CBMC code: E3N79
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Word count: 60,000 (words approx.) 

Binding: Paperback
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DESCRIPTION
When Aster wakes alone on a 
tropical island, she has no idea what 
has happened, why she is there, or 
where to find her younger sister, 
Poppy. Meanwhile Sam, who once 
met the sisters on a plane, makes 
links between the mystery of their 
disappearance and suspicious 
happenings in his own life. In a 
stunning dual narrative, the truth 
unravels with devastating effect – 
and the answer lies in the secret 
underwater world surrounding the 
desert island, populated by the 
beautiful and the impossible …

An extract from

THE SECRET DEEP
Lindsay Galvin

I’m not dead.
But I’m not breathing. 
Can’t breathe. Chest shudders, heaving. 

Panic pushes me back down into darkness. 
I float up towards light. 
             wisps of thought 
                           can’t catch—
              noise. Booming, rhythmic. 
light. Colour. 
chest full, swollen, something inside – 

doesn’t belong 
body flips over, out of control, heaving 

chest – in and out. Hot liquid past my 
lips, again and again and again. Splutters, 
gasps, soreness at my throat. 

Air. 
Whistling in and out.
My thoughts stutter. Warm relief. 

Confusion. 
Something happened to me, I’ve 

forgotten, I’ve been – my brain is – hurt. 
Solid surface beneath my shoulder, hip, 

ear. I lay on my side panting, mind trying to 
grasp on to – I can’t remember.

Come on, think. I’m alive, that’s a start. 
There’s a problem with my memory. Can’t 
see. My eyes want to blink, but there’s 
something over my eyelids. I fumble and 
peel off sticky patches, wincing at the drag 
on my lashes. 

Blinding light. My hands spring back up, 
shielding, then I narrow my eyes as they 
get used to the glare. 

I draw a ragged breath and give a wet 
cough. There’s a bittersweet taste in my 
mouth.

Head too heavy for my neck, I survey 
sparkling white below, hot blue above, and 
turquoise in front—

Beach.
I’m on a beach. I’m alive and unhurt and 

that’s a surprise, but I don’t know why. 
What is the last thing—

Cool whiteness.
Memories spool into my mind. 
The mist. 
Poppy. She was right there next to me. 

Her hand was in mine. 
Blood rushes in my ears. Where is my 

sister? 
I pull myself to a kneeling position and I 

call out her name but my voice cracks and 
I collapse to the side, head pulsing, cheek 
against the sand. 
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