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      Praise for Lost Boys

      ‘Wonderfully striking … You will stay haunted for days by the image of a London in which prepubescent, middle-class young
         Wasps start to disappear of their own free will to join a mysterious, global and murderous anti-western insurgency … Brilliantly
         done’ Guardian

      ‘A strikingly imaginative and tightly written story with wider resonances’ Independent

      ‘This is a genre-defying debut. It casts a spell … A menacing sense of doomsday gathers force … I couldn’t help thinking of
         Hitchcock’s The Birds’ The Scotsman

      ‘You certainly couldn’t ask for a more topical novel than James Miller’s electrifying debut … Lost Boys is beautifully structured’ Time Out

      ‘The pace is exhaustingly gripping. The different narrative voices are finely nuanced. The characterization of parents and
         children is acute … Miller captures relief quite exquisitely’ Times Literary Supplement

      ‘Fantastically enjoyable, Miller’s union of speculative fiction, mysticism and classical allusion weaves a wonderful mystery’
         Independent Weekly
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      … he distinctly remembered a youthful desire to return to the tree-tops, and with that memory came others … that he had lain
         in bed planning to escape as soon as his mother was asleep …
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      … a few weeks before …

      – Nothing, I said nothing, I told them nothing …
      

      – But what did they ask you?

      – They must have asked you something.

      – No, no, they didn’t. They just seized me. They pushed a gun into my face and bundled me into a pick-up. Like I’ve said.
         But I didn’t tell them anything. They asked me nothing.
      

      – Nothing?

      – Yes, that’s what I said.

      – You’re sure?

      – Of course I’m sure. They didn’t know who I was. I don’t think they even knew why they had taken me. It was a mistake. It
         was just a mistake. That’s all. I thought I was going to die … I thought I would end up like the others … I thought they would
         kill me like they killed all the others.
      

      – Yes, you were lucky.

      – Very lucky.

      Arthur Dashwood rubbed the sweat from his face. He had said all he could say. All he wanted now was to see his wife and his
         two darling boys again. Throughout the ordeal, in the heat of the room, with the dirty hood over his face and the ropes binding and cutting his wrists … and with
         the other things, the terrible things they did to him … all he could think, all that had kept him going, was his beautiful
         family: Susan, Timothy and Harry. But he couldn’t tell them what had happened. He couldn’t tell anyone. Throughout those dark
         hours, the thought that he might not see them again had been unbearable, a torture worse than anything. And that was why.
         He looked at the men with him now in the room. They were trying to be kind, but couldn’t hide the fact that this was also
         an interrogation of sorts. Only two of the men present spoke to him. The first, Mr White, said he was from the Foreign Office.
         Arthur vaguely knew the other one, Mr Curtis. He was head of security for the company – the bad-news manager – a short, rough-tongued
         man with a shaven head and thick dark eyebrows that met in the middle. He chain-smoked as Arthur talked, plumes of blue smoke
         circling upwards.
      

      Nothing – nothing – nothing. I said nothing. I told them nothing.

      It’s very important you realise.

      Nothing.

      The other two men sat at the back and they too said nothing. One made notes. The other one had asked for clarification on
         a couple of answers Arthur had given earlier, and he had an American accent. Arthur assumed they must be intelligence officers
         – CIA, MI6, that sort of thing. A tape recorder sat on the table, capturing his every denial. He couldn’t shake the fear that
         they didn’t believe a word he was saying. A small camera mounted on the ceiling watched them all. Arthur just wanted to see
         his family.
      

      – How much longer will I have to put up with this? My wife has been worried sick.

      – Your wife didn’t know what had happened until you were found again, Mr Curtis spoke through a cloud of smoke.
      

      – You weren’t gone for long.

      – She didn’t have time to get worried.

      – Well, she was worried when they told her. I was gone for long enough. You should have been there, in that room. It’s easy
         for you to say.
      

      Arthur wiped some of the sweat from his face. He didn’t know why he felt so hot.

      – I’ve told you all I know. I can’t stay in this room much longer. I’m sorry. I’m exhausted. I’ve hardly slept in days.

      – And you’re sure you never saw their faces?

      Back in the Green Zone, the Americans had shown him a great many pictures of men, none of whom Arthur had ever seen before,
         and they had played him recordings of voices, some speaking Arabic, others English, or languages that didn’t even sound like
         anything he had heard before. But he hadn’t recognised any of those either. Then they showed him footage and photos of torture
         camps and insurgent bases: hidden rooms with bars on the windows and chairs stained with blood, with bloody palm prints and
         crude messages scrawled on the walls. Any of them could have been the same room; he couldn’t say for certain.
      

      – No. Like I said, the only guy I really saw was the one who seized me and I hardly remember it now. I gave the best report
         of what he looked like back in Iraq. Like I said, he was just a guy, an Iraqi-looking guy. I told you all this. I don’t even
         know if he was a Sunni or a Shia. I can’t tell. I can’t remember anything very clearly. I was scared. It’s not easy to remember,
         is it, when you’re scared?
      

      – And you didn’t tell them anything? You didn’t reveal any information about your work over there? You know many things.
      

      Nothing.

      I said nothing. I told them nothing.

      At last they let him out. In a private room in a strange part of Heathrow his family were waiting. His wife had never looked
         so beautiful and his boys had never been so precious to him. Rising together at the sight of him, they seemed bathed in a
         radiant light, like treasure from a distant world. The worry in Susan’s eyes turned into a curious troubled sort of delight.
         He had been away for just two weeks, but it felt like so much longer. With a stifled sob, she was in his arms and he brought
         her close, inhaling the sweetness of her hair. Trying not to let his hands shake too much, he hugged his sons, one arm around
         each. He suddenly felt very weak. With some effort he was able to control his emotions. He did not want to frighten them.
         He had been so scared. The worst thing would be to break down now and start crying. They must never know that he’d thought
         he might die, alone and wretched, in that black hot room. They must never know what it was like to have such a thought, and
         what it might make you do. Seeing them all, he felt overwhelmed with love, a feeling so strong and tender it seemed almost
         to crush his heart.
      

      ‘Daddy, you’re back!’ said Harry.

      It was impossible to speak.

      ‘Why did we have to wait so long?’ Timothy wanted to know. He was older, almost thirteen, and sensed more than he understood.

      ‘Daddy had to talk to some special people,’ said Susan. ‘He’s an important man. You must remember that.’ She touched Arthur’s arm as she spoke. He avoided the look he knew she would give him, and smiled again at his boys.
      

      ‘I’m back now,’ he said. ‘Don’t worry.’

      Susan drove them home from the airport. As their Range Rover moved onto the motorway, Arthur gazed at the cool grey English
         sky and the sleek vehicles speeding safely past. He tried to feel calm. There was nothing now to worry about. He was home.
      

      ‘I think I’m going to take the week off,’ he muttered, suddenly aware of just how tired he was.

      ‘That’s a good idea,’ Susan said, gently patting his leg.

      Later that evening, after the au pair had put the children to bed, Arthur sat in his living room. The TV was on, but he wasn’t
         watching anything. A glass of wine that he wasn’t drinking rested by his arm.
      

      ‘Are you going to tell me what really happened?’ His wife’s beauty was like a mask sometimes, a barrier between her appearance
         and everything inside.
      

      ‘Nothing really happened. What’s to tell?’

      ‘But I thought they kidnapped you?’

      ‘I wouldn’t use that word. They were just some people. They weren’t important. They didn’t know who I was. If they kidnap
         you it’s deliberate, isn’t it? They just held me for a few hours. It was frightening, but I’m okay. I don’t know why everybody
         made such a fuss about it all.’
      

      ‘You were lucky.’

      ‘Well. I knew that already,’ he replied, reaching forward to kiss Susan. She accepted his caresses without response.

      ‘You won’t tell me.’

      ‘There’s nothing to say.’ He moved away from her. ‘That’s the truth.’

      ‘Don’t ever go back there.’ She trembled as she spoke. ‘Don’t you dare. Don’t you ever go back.’
      

      ‘I won’t.’ Her hand was so much smaller than his. She moved to the other side of the room.

      He opened his eyes.

      tell me their names write their names each one write them down or we will

      we will

      your wife

      please I

      your family

      …I

      watch you on the television on the news

      watch you die

      nothing I told them nothing I

      do you want to die we will kill you like this infidel

      He could hear the pitter-patter of tiny feet running up and down the corridor.

      I’m sorry

      Heart pounding, taste of the hood, dirty fabric gummed up thick in his mouth. He could hear them, moving around the room,
         whispering things to each other. The jolt of pain as they touched his body …
      

      screaming and biting his tongue, white spots in the darkness, taste of blood filling his mouth, shaking limbs running with
         sweat, weak legs buckling …
      

      pissing … sobbing

      … his wife his children all the dead children all the black oil …

      He got out of bed. The clock read twelve past five. Susan was lying on her front, breathing softly, her face buried in the
         pillow. He went into the corridor, looking for them. He heard it again, a faint scratching, scampering noise. Downstairs.
      

      In the hotel he kept on seeing them: the small boys disappearing down the long corridors, running just out of sight.

      The French doors at the back of the house were open. He walked into the small garden. The gate into the larger communal garden
         beyond hung open. He went through, the grass cold and wet on his bare toes. He shivered. He was dirty from crawling in the
         mud. No sign of the dawn to lighten the dark sky. ‘Forgive me,’ he sobbed, the tears falling now. He saw them, huddled under
         the damp trees, faces hidden with scarves and masks. Waiting.
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