




































































































Publication Date 6th September 2018

THE HURTING
Lucy van Smit
Nell doesn’t believe in love until she falls for Lukas. But Lukas 
has his own dark agenda, and in this tale of hidden secrets and 
shocking twists, he manipulates Nell closer to the point of no 
return. How far is she willing to go for love?

• No boy is worth your soul … in this epic noir YA love story, set  
 in contemporary Norway, Nell is swept up in a dark and   
 dangerous romance. 

• Unforgettable, thrilling and atmospheric – there’s no place to  
 hide in The Hurting’s midnight sun. You’ve never read anything  
 like this!

• Lucy van Smit is a TV producer and The Hurting, her debut  
 novel, was the winner of the Bath Children’s Novel Award. 

Price:  £7.99
Pub Date: 6th September 2018
CBMC code: E3N79
Dimensions: 198x129 mm
Word count: 73,000 (words approx.) 

Binding: Paperback

ISBN: 978-1-911077-86-2
eBook ISBN: 978-1-911490-63-0
Age: 14+
Illustrations: N/a
Export: Yes
Rights: World
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DESCRIPTION
Nell’s family arrives in Norway 
in financial disgrace. She is 
dominated by her family – her 
religious father and her sister, 
whose cancer stops Nell from 
embracing her dreams of a 
musical career. She doesn’t 
believe in love, either, until she 
falls for Lukas. But Lukas has his 
own dark agenda, and in this tale 
of hidden secrets and shocking 
twists, he manipulates Nell closer 
to the point of no return. How far 
is she willing to go for love?

An extract from

THE HURTING
Lucy van Smit
I stole a baby. 

The words peck away at me as I climb high 
above the fjord and stand on Preken Rock. It’s a 
hundred metres of nothingness to the sea, and my 
eyes water up in the cold mountain air.

I stole a baby. 
Does that make me a bad person?
Yeah. It does. 
The white night is full of pine-gum and birdsong, 

but I’m gasping, and only getting snippets of 
air. I drag the baby-carrier off my back, jam it 
upright between my knees and flip out the stand. 
The stench of his dirty nappy makes my stomach 
heave. Once the carrier is stable on the flat rock, 
I straighten his clothes, and the blue boot falls 
off like always. I give up trying to get it back on, 
and grab the camera. ‘I’ll make this right for you,’ I 
promise. 

He’s beyond hearing me. His muffled cries 
build to a crescendo, and my legs shake like 
they’re proper possessed, tiny stones twisting and 
screeching into the rock under my bikers. I have to 
crawl to the overhang and make myself look down.

Everything spins. 
Lights strobe behind my eyes. The purple clouds, 

the endless sky, the fjords and the forest all swirl 
together, and blur past me like I’m on a runaway 
train. I want it to stop. I’ve been running for so 

long, I want it all to stop. 
But the world just keeps on spinning.  
The camera flies out of my fingers. It spins in an 

arc over the fjord, and snaps back and forth on the 
strap, snagged on my diamond bracelet. Holy crap. 
I lose this Leica, and it’s game over. I wiggle back 
and check the camera still works, scanning the 
horizon. 

Norway stuns me. Mountains drop into the sea 
like emerald green icebergs. The Vaerøyfjord is so 
clear, I can see all the way to the bottom, where the 
crystal seas burn all the grass off the mountains, 
and their bare bones look like ribs of underwater 
cathedrals. I used to love that. But now I know she 
lies down there.  It’s her burial chamber. And the 
wind throws tantrums at the wickedness of it all, 
howling; hurling my matted red hair across my 
mouth.  I spit it out, and sniff my armpit like that 
will calm me down.  And I know it’s shallow, but I 
don’t want to die like this. I want one more day.

 One more day.  
It’s not so much to ask. Is it? To walk through 

my life again and appreciate the ordinary stuff.  
Toothpaste. Hot water. Catching a bus. My family.  
Crap. I never said goodbye. Never said I loved 
them. I binned my life like toilet paper, and never 
noticed.

A skylark swoops through the Nordic night. 
Across the fjords the sun casts silvery shrouds over 
the water. The Midnight Sun. They call it the Black 
Sun here. 

The Black Son. 
That’s him all over. 
Can I really stop him? Yeah. Maybe. If I keep my 

head.  
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LUCY VAN SMIT
Lucy van Smit is an award-
winning author, a screenwriter, 
and an artist who regrets 

selling off most of her paintings to pay 
the rent. Her debut novel The Hurting 
won the inaugural Bath Children’s Novel 
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Publication Date 6th September 2018

WARRIOR BOY
Virginia Clay
Ben is sure he won’t be accepted by his estranged Maasai family, 
but when he arrives in Kenya, he finds there is a lot more at 
stake than his pride … In a stunning adventure, he embarks on a 
journey of self-discovery as he sets out to claim his true place in 
the world.

• Shortlisted for the Times/Chicken House Children’s Fiction  
 Competition, Warrior Boy is a timely, thrilling and emotional  
 story of adventure and belonging.

• Explores themes of masculinity, identity and overcoming   
 fear, as well as touching on environmental conservation and  
 the protection of threatened cultures.

• A new and exciting voice for middle grade, Virginia lives and  
 works in the novel’s setting of Kenya, teaching English to   
 Maasai children.

Price:  £6.99
Pub Date: 6th September 2018
CBMC code: D3N79
Dimensions: 198x129 mm
Word count: 45,000 (words approx.) 

Binding: Paperback

ISBN: 978-1-911490-37-1
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Export: Yes
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DESCRIPTION
London schoolboy Ben is visiting 
his father’s homeland of Kenya. 
Ben thinks he won’t fit in with 
his estranged Maasai cousins but 
when he arrives, he finds there 
is a lot more at stake than his 
pride … In a thrilling adventure 
of tribal culture and elephant 
conservation, Ben embarks on 
a journey of self-understanding 
and friendship. 

An extract from

WARRIOR BOY
Virginia Clay
Suddenly, a group of Maasai boys and girls 
trooped in and began organizing themselves 
into rows as if they were about to perform 
something. Eventually they stopped moving 
and an eerie quiet fell upon them.
    Every one of the children looked to Senteu, 
who remained expressionless for several 
moments. Then, as if some small thing had 
satisfied him, he nodded and a rhythmical 
chanting began from within the group.
    At first it was a steady bass line of throaty 
grunts, all the bodies undulating in time to the 
music, as if they were pushing out the sound 
with each ripple of their collective sea. Then, 
when this was well established, one of the 
older girls sang a piercingly high tune over 
the top of it all, like a strange sea bird soaring 
over the ocean.
    After a while, Ben noticed there were 
goosebumps prickling on his arms. It was 
as if the shadow of a distant memory was 
beginning to form somewhere inside him, but 
before he could grasp hold of it, the choir 
stopped and everyone started clapping and 
cheering.
    This time yesterday, he had been in a taxi 
driving through the cold, dark streets of 

London, and now he was here, with the sun 
warming his face, feeling like he was in a film.
    As the choir disbanded, Ben noticed one of 
the boys run straight up to Senteu and bend 
at the waist, offering him the top of his head. 
Senteu touched it gently, his face softening 
slightly. Then just as Ben was wondering who 
this boy could be to have changed Senteu’s 
expression so radically, the boy turned, looked 
at Ben and broke into the most enormous 
grin.
   ‘Whassup, Ben?’ he said, bouncing over with 
his right arm held out to the side.

Ben lifted his hand to shake the boy’s, but it 
was met with a hearty slap instead. Then Ben 
was pulled into a chest bump, followed by 
what he could have sworn was a kiss on the 
cheek. This was then repeated on the other 
side, far too slowly for comfort.

‘How do you know my name?’ asked Ben.
‘Ah, come on, cuz, I’d recognize you 

anywhere,’ laughed the boy, slapping Ben on 
the shoulder. ‘My name’s Kipat Masikonde 
Olmoran, but you can call me Kip. The big guy 
who drove you is my dad, Senteu Lemeikoki 
Olmoran. He was your dad’s brother. That 
makes us cousins, man!’

Although Kipat wore the red toga of the 
Maasai, he sounded anything but traditional. 
His voice had a subtle accent that Ben had 
never heard before, but it sounded more like 
a TV presenter’s than what Ben would have 
ever expected from a Maasai.
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Virginia grew up in Cumbria 
and Scotland. She retrained 
as an English teacher after 

moving to Kenya, where she is now 
enjoying a nice sit down and a cup of 
decaf with her husband and two young 
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