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ASHA & THE SPIRIT BIRD
Jasbinder Bilan
In an unforgettable adventure set in contemporary India, Asha 
is guided by a majestic bird which she believes to be the spirit 
of her grandmother. Together with her best friend, Jeevan, she 
embarks on a journey across the Himalayas to find her missing 
father and save her home …

• A gorgeously original magical-realist Indian adventure by   
 Indian-born Jasbinder Bilan.

• Winner of the 2017 Times/Chicken House Children’s Fiction   
 Competition.

• Lyrical and vivid, Jasbinder’s haunting debut explores themes  
 of faith, friendship and greed while capturing the wild, rich   
 heart of contemporary India.

Price:  £6.99
Pub Date: 7th February 2019
CBMC code: D3N79
Dimensions: 198x129 mm
Word count: 55,000 (words approx.) 

Binding: Paperback

ISBN: 978-1-911490-19-7
eBook ISBN: 978-1-911490-78-4
Age: 9+
Illustrations: N/a
Export: Yes
Rights: World
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DESCRIPTION
Asha lives on the family farm 
with her mother in rural India. 
Her father is away working in 
the city, and when the money he 
sends stops suddenly, a wicked 
aunt arrives. She’s determined 
to seize the property – and the 
treasure rumoured to be hidden 
on the land. Guided by a majestic 
bird which Asha believes to be 
the spirit of her grandmother, 
she and her best friend Jeevan 
embark on a journey to the city, 
across the Himalayas, to find her 
father and save her home …

An extract from

ASHA & THE 
SPIRIT BIRD
Jasbinder Bilan
The stone wall is scorching with heat left 
over from the day and I press my back into 
it. A single mottled toad shuffles out of 
the shadows and I kneel on the damp mud 
beside it, listening to its soulful croak. 
 Way above, a half-moon appears 
through the burnished evening clouds, 
lighting up the wings of a circling lamagaia, 
a bearded vulture, and for some reason it 
makes me think of Nanijee, Ma’s ma, who 
died when I was six. Nanijee believed the 
spirits of our loved ones lived on through 
animals, and said that after she died she 
would come back to us and we should look 
out for her. 
 I close my eyes and for the first time 
since I read the letter, don’t feel quite so 
jumpy … the memories of my Nanijee are 
tugging me back to earth.
 You were such a tiny thing when you 
came from your ma, bloodied and bawling, 
no bigger than my outstretched hand. You 
fought your way into the world on that Divali 
night with the thunder thrashing onto the 

rooftops and lightning searing the skies. 
 Your mountain-green eyes shocked the 
whole village. You were the one chosen to 
carry forward the ancient name Asha … you 
were our hope and I clasped you in my arms. 
 When I open them again, the lamagaia 
has perched on the old well. It struts around 
the crumbling wall and begins pecking as 
if it’s looking for grains of wheat. Then it 
spread its wings and lands beside me, right 
there, on the ground just next to me and 
even though its wings are folded, the bird is 
colossal. 
 They usually keep away from people, 
but I’m so close, I can see each bright yellow 
scale on its legs and its grey-ridged talons, 
which it uses to scratch at the ground.   
 The lamagaia starts to make a clucking 
sound, as if trying to tell me something and I 
stare into its dark-flecked eyes, mesmerized. 
I feel a little heart patter of nerves, but lean 
even further forward, stretching my fingers 
towards its feathery golden wing. It hops 
away, perching back on the well, tilts its head 
to one side and lifts its wings. 
 ‘I wish you were my Nanijee,’ I say, my 
voice quivering. ‘I really need her.’
 It keeps looking at me, unfurls its 
powerful wings again, and this time rises into 
the grey-white sky, billowing dried sheesham 
leaves like dust into the air.
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THE MIDNIGHT HOUR
Benjamin Read & Laura Trinder
When Big Ben sounds the stroke of midnight, Emily’s parents 
vanish. Being an adventurous 11-year-old, Emily packs her 
sandwiches and her hedgehog, Hoggin, and heads into the 
Midnight Hour – a magical place of sanctuary and of peril, 
dreamed up by children and inhabited by monsters … 

• An original, quirky fantasy for middle-grade readers by a   
 fantastically talented debut duo. 

• Neil Gaiman’s Neverwhere meets The Phantom Tollbooth in this  
 classic-feeling adventure, full of astonishing world-building.

• Altitude have optioned a version of the story for TV/film   
 development.
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DESCRIPTION
When Emily’s parents disappear, 
she stumbles into the secret 
world of the Midnight Hour. A 
Victorian London frozen in time, 
the Midnight Hour is a haven for 
all things spooky … including 
monsters determined to end the 
world. What secrets have her 
parents been hiding? There’s 
only one way Emily can find out 
and rescue her mum and dad: 
she must be brave enough to 
embrace her own inner magic … 

An extract from

THE MIDNIGHT 
HOUR
Benjamin Read & 
Laura Trinder
Emily pulled her big boots out from the back of 
the wardrobe, and laced them to the top. She 
didn’t normally wear them because they looked 
a bit mum-ish, but they made her feel taller 
and more confident. As she came downstairs, 
she reached for her duffle coat, then shrugged, 
and grabbed her mum’s tattered bomber jacket 
instead. As she slipped her arms into the bright 
shiny orange interior, there was a gust of spray 
paint smell, and she felt comforted. She zipped 
it up, pulled her bag strap over her head and 
went out the back door into the dark. Just in 
case. 

She slipped out the back gate, along the thin 
passage known as Dog Poo Alley, and, hopping 
over only one hedge, back out onto her own 
street, but way up from the house and right by 
the next bus stop. She felt a bit like a secret 
agent. The bus should be any minute and 
would take her into London and to her dad’s 
depot. She sat back on the wall and tried not 
to think about what would happen if he wasn’t 
there. 

She’d been waiting only a minute when 
something back up the street caught her eye. 
A man, a really big man, pounding up the 

street, holding an odd black parasol above his 
head, despite the complete absence of rain. 
What was he doing? He stood in the street and 
moved his big head from side to side and ... 
was he sniffing? She could actually hear him, 
even from this far away, the great, gulping 
snotty intakes of air as he snorted. He really 
was huge. He towered over the front hedges, 
which must have made him ... seven foot tall? 
That couldn’t be right. He was big, but not fat 
somehow, despite looking like he’d swallowed 
a small car. He moved with a smooth, slow, 
muscular stride, with an odd rhythm to it. He 
had quite short legs, she noticed, and dressed 
like he had walked out of an old film – a tweed 
suit, grey and fuzzy, strained tight over the 
shoulders, tummy, and bum, virtually creaking 
as he moved. 

She couldn’t see his face properly. There 
was a shadow under the brolly deeper than it 
should have been, outlining him in midnight 
darkness. There was something just not right 
about him. As he came level with her house, 
he suddenly stopped, and sniffed again, 
harder and harder, big head moving round as if 
searching for the source. He put a great, hairy 
hand on her gate and she gave an involuntary 
gasp. It should have been impossible for him 
to hear from there, but his head whipped 
round and he stared down at the bus stop. She 
could feel his gaze burning into her from the 
darkness that covered his face. He took another 
long sniff, then started to walk toward her. 
Something glinted in the shadow that covered 
his face, and she knew that he was grinning. 
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AGAINST ALL GODS
Maz Evans
In the series finale, Elliot faces his darkest period yet. As well 
as facing up to his fears, he knows that the future of mankind – 
and of everything he holds dear – is at stake. But can a bunch of 
misfit gods, a lost constellation and a mortal boy stand up to the 
daemon hordes?

• The thrilling finale to Maz Evans’ divine quartet.

• Book one, Who Let the Gods Out?, was a Nielsen bestseller  
 with international rights sold in 17 territories and shortlisted for  
 the Waterstones Children’s Book Prize. 

Praise for the series:

‘… packed full of classical gods brought bang up to date with 
wonderfully ironic humour.’ THE GUARDIAN

‘… smart, action-packed and hilarious. Evans is a fantastically funny 
new talent.’ THE BOOKSELLER
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An extract from

AGAINST ALL 
GODS
Maz Evans
‘You have got to be kidding me.’ 

Elliot Hooper let out a deep sigh as he tried 
to fully comprehend the enormity of the task 
ahead of him. 

‘Nope,’ grinned Hypnos, Daemon of Sleep. 
‘Welcome to the River Phlegethon. All you 
have to do is dive in and grab the Fire Stone. 
Simples! But caution: this water is h-h-hot!’

‘Great,’ sighed Elliot, looking into the 
blazing river of fire that stood between 
him and the final Chaos Stone. He peered 
as closely as the wall of heat blasting off 
the river would allow. He could make out a 
blue glow shining through the flames on the 
river bed. It was a huge, round sapphire. The 
Fire Stone. It was right in front of him. Elliot 
reached a hand towards it. Perhaps the river 
itself wasn’t that hot …

‘Ouch!’ he cried as a flame leapt from the 
inferno and bit the tip of his index finger. 
Elliot whipped it to his mouth to salve his 
scorched skin. So this was it. He was going to 
be toasted like a marshmallow in an immortal 

river of fire if he even attempted to retrieve 
the Fire Stone from this enchanted river in 
Tartarus. He sighed again. It must be Friday.

A wave of grief unexpectedly bubbled up 
from his heart. This kept on happening and 
Elliot was struggling to keep them under 
control. He forced it back down, deep into 
his soul, where it had many others to keep it 
company. He had built a dam against these 
moments every time his mum came to mind. 
It had been just two days since Josie had … 
He couldn’t even think it, let alone say it. But 
it didn’t matter. All he had to do was this one 
thing, and he’d get her back. Once Thanatos 
had all four Chaos Stones, Elliot could have 
Josie back again. There was no point in 
crying. His mum wasn’t really gone. 

Inspiration suddenly struck. Elliot snatched 
his hand to his pocket and drew out his 
father’s gold pocket watch. He swallowed the 
hatred that swilled in his stomach at the very 
thought of David Hooper, the useless excuse 
for a parent who had cost him his home. And 
his mum …

Elliot shut his eyes to try to push away the 
breath-taking pain that threatened to strangle 
his soul every time he thought about Josie. 
He added another layer to the dam. 

This is why you have to do this, he silently 
said to himself. This is the only way. This is 
how you get her back. 

DESCRIPTION
In the series finale of Maz 
Evans’ bestselling Who Let 
the Gods Out? series, Elliot 
faces his darkest period yet. As 
well as facing up to this fears, 
he realises that the future of 
mankind – and the survival of 
everything he holds dear – is at 
stake. But can a bunch of misfit 
gods, a lost constellation and 
a mortal boy stand up to the 
daemon hordes?
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