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Author photograph by Kimberley Butler

Neil Gaiman is the acclaimed and award-winning author of the novels American Gods, Stardust, Anansi Boys, Neverwhere, Coraline, The Graveyard Book, and the international bestseller The Ocean at the End of the Lane.  Winner of two National Book Awards and the Hugo, Nebula and Bram Stoker Awards, his work has been adapted for film, television and radio, including Stardust (2007) and the BAFTA-winning and Oscar-nominated animated feature film Coraline (2009).  He has written scripts for Doctor Who, collaborated with Terry Pratchett, and created The Sandman, which is already established as one of the classic graphic novels.  As George R. Martin says, ‘There’s no one quite like Neil Gaiman’.

You can find out more about Neil Gaiman and his books at www.neilgaiman.co.uk or follow him on Twitter @neilhimself




Praise for Neil Gaiman:

‘One of the best fabulists of our age’ Financial Times

‘A rich imagination . . . and an ability to tackle large themes’ Philip Pullman

‘Extraordinary, complicated, hilarious, melancholy and terrifying’ Independent

‘A writer of rare perception and endless imagination’ William Gibson

‘In prose that dances and dazzles, Gaiman describes the indescribable: the eerie colours, ravishing scents and dangerous laughter of Faerie’ Susanna Clarke

‘Dark, fun and nourishing to the soul’ Michael Chabon

‘I didn’t ever want this book to end’ Tori Amos

‘Charming, in every sense of the word, and deeply satisfying’ Time Out

‘Bizarre, bonkers . . . rather brilliant’ Ian Hislop

‘Neil Gaiman’s dark fantasy delights and disturbs . . . His prose is simple but poetic, his world strange but utterly believable – if he was South American we would call this magical realism rather than fantasy . . . Gaiman’s achievement is to make the fantasy world seem true’ The Times

‘In prose as delicate and diaphanous as a cobweb, and with a painstakingly precise use of symbolism, Gaiman traces one boy’s journey from innocence, through fear and regret, to experience.  In doing so, he traces all of our journeys, and beautifully’ Financial Times

‘Gaiman has written a book that reads like a half-remembered fairy tale from childhood.  It has the easy flow of a story already heard, deeply known, and slots perfectly into the canon of British magical fiction’ New Statesman

‘The Ocean at the End of the Lane arouses, and satisfies, the expectations of the skilled reader of fairytales, and stories which draw on fairytales.  Fairytales, of course, were not invented for children, and deal ferociously with the grim and the bad and the dangerous.  But they promise a kind of resolution, and Gaiman keeps this promise’ A.S. Byatt, Guardian

‘In case you’re wondering, The Ocean at the End of the Lane is a book full of dreadful beauty and beautiful dread.  A quiet masterpiece’ Joe Hill

‘Gaiman’s intelligence and his skill as a writer – to this reviewer at least – are best mobilised in the adult writing he purports to eschew; his account of real human drama, relationships, sensibility, emotions, thought’ Observer

‘The most affecting book Gaiman has written, a novel whose intensity of real-world observation and feeling make its other-worldly episodes doubly startling and persuasive’ Daily Telegraph

‘A book that summons both the powerlessness and wonder of childhood, and the complicated landscape of memory and forgetting’ Guardian

‘The writer who comes closest to being the Dahl of his generation . . . For all the eerie pleasures of its fantastical good-versus-evil battles, Gaiman’s greatest strength is his uncanny ability to remind the reader what it felt like to be a child . . . The Ocean at the End of the Lane just IS; it has, like all good myths, a power that defies explanation’ Sunday Express

‘Dark, strange and scarily brilliant: an otherworldly fable about memories and magic’ Marie Claire

‘He writes about myths all the time but this novel . . . illustrates that his fascination is also with science and the impossibility of quantum physics and how it relates to human life.  And it’s just a story, they say . . .’ Big Issue

‘A strange and wonderful book where nothing, including the book itself, is quite what it seems . . . At first sight, this is pure fantasy writing – alternately fun, scary and thrilling.  Yet while you could read the whole book that way, the longer it goes on, the blurrier the distinction between realism and magic become.  And that, in the end, seems to be the point: in both childhood and childhood memories the line dividing imagination from reality is impossible to pin down’ Reader’s Digest

‘It is soaked in myth and memory and salt water and it is so, so lovely’ Erin Morgenstern

‘This book is another gentle earthquake under our psychological landscape’ Time Out

‘A book that will resonate powerfully with anyone attempting to process the darker aspects of their own childhood.  And in an age when childhood ends early, and often brutally, that makes it a book for almost everyone’ Medium

‘Both a pitch-perfect fantasy and a moving examination of childhood memories and their effects on our adult selves . . . superb’ The Times

‘Lyrical, scary and beautiful . . . a fantasy rooted in the darkest corners of reality’ Independent on Sunday

‘Some books you read.  Some books you enjoy.  But some books just swallow you up, heart and soul’ Joanne Harris




Also by Neil Gaiman and available from Headline

The View From The Cheap Seats

Trigger Warning

The Ocean at the End of the Lane

Fragile Things

Anansi Boys

American Gods

Stardust

Smoke and Mirrors

Neverwhere


How the Marquis Got His Coat Back

(a Neverwhere short story)


Illustrated editions

American Gods

Anansi Boys

The Monarch of the Glen

Black Dog

(illustrated by Daniel Egnéus)


Neverwhere

(illustrated by Chris Riddell)


The Truth is a Cave in the Black Mountains

(illustrated by Eddie Campbell


How to Talk to Girls at Parties

(adaptation and artwork by Fábio Moon and Gabriel Bá)


Troll Bridge

(adaptation and artwork by Colleen Doran)


Forbidden Brides of the Faceless Slaves in the Secret House of the Night of Dread Desire

(adaptation and artwork by Shane Oakley


MirrorMask: The Illustrated Film Script

(with Dave McKean)




About the Book

It’s a place most people could never even dream of.  A city of monsters and saints, murderers and angels, knights in armour and pale girls in black velvet.  This is the city of the people who have fallen between the cracks.

Richard Mayhew, a young businessman, is going to find out more than enough about this other London.  A single act of kindness catapults him out of his workday existence and into a world that is at once eerily familiar and utterly bizarre.  And a strange destiny awaits him down here, beneath his native city: neverwhere.


For Lenny Henry, friend and colleague, who made it happen all the way; and Merrilee Heifetz, friend and agent, who makes everything OK.


I have never been to St John’s Wood. I dare not. I should be afraid of the innumerable night of fir trees, afraid to come upon a blood red cup and the beating of the wings of the Eagle.

The Napoleon of Notting Hill, G. K. Chesterton

If ever thou gavest hosen or shoon

Then every night and all

Sit thou down and put them on

And Christ receive thy soul

This aye night, this aye night
Every night and all
Fire and fleet and candlelight
And Christ receive thy soul

If ever thou gavest meat or drink
Then every night and all
The fire shall never make thee shrink
And Christ receive thy soul

The Lyke Wake Dirge (traditional)


Introduction
to This Text

It’s a good bet that even if you’ve read Neverwhere before, you haven’t read this version of Neverwhere before.

Neverwhere began life, in the way these things do, as a television series I was asked to write for the BBC. And while the show that was broadcast was not necessarily a bad television series, I kept finding myself bumping up against the fact that what one saw on screen simply wasn’t what I had in my head. A novel seemed the easiest way to get what I had had in my head into the inside of other people’s heads. Books are good that way.

Neverwhere as a novel began for me as we started making the BBC TV series of the same name, more or less as a way to keep my sanity. With every scene that was cut, every line that vanished, everything that was simply changed, I’d announce, ‘Not a problem. I’ll put it back in the novel,’ and thus regain my equilibrium. This went on until the day that the producer came over and said, ‘We’re cutting the scene on page twenty-four, and if you say I’ll put it back in the novel I’ll kill you.’

After that, I only thought it.

What I wanted to do was to write a book that would do for adults what the books I had loved when younger, books like Alice in Wonderland, or the Narnia books, or The Wizard of Oz, did for me as a kid. And I wanted to talk about the people who fall through the cracks: to talk about the dispossessed, using the mirror of fantasy, which can sometimes show us things we have seen so many times that we never see them at all, for the very first time.

I started writing the novel on the day we started shooting the TV series, in January, in the kitchen of the South London flat in which we were filming. I finished it in May, in a hotel in a small town in southern California.

It was published in August of that year, by the BBC. When Avon Books wanted to publish it, I jumped at the chance to, in essence, do a second draft of the novel. I locked myself in a hotel room in the World Trade Centre, and I wrote for a week, adding material for Americans who might not know where Oxford Street was or what you’d find if you walked down it, and enjoying the opportunity to revisit the text, expanding and deepening it wherever I could. My editor at Avon Books, Jennifer Hershey, was a terrific and perceptive editor: our major disagreement was the jokes. She didn’t like them, and was convinced that American readers would not be able to cope with jokes in a book that wasn’t meant solely to be funny. She wanted the second prologue gone, too, in which we got to meet Croup and Vandemar for the first time, before the story began, and, although I missed it, I decided that she was right, and moved the description of them into the text. (It’s reprinted here, at the back, in its original form, for the curious.)

By the time I was finished, I’d added around twelve thousand words, and cut several thousand different words. Some of the words I was happy to lose. Others I missed.

This version of Neverwhere, assembled from the various drafts of the book with the aid of Pete Atkins from Hill House, Publishers, combines the original UK text, and the US text, and then I removed a few of the redundancies, and created a new, and I hope, definitive, version of Neverwhere, along with a headache for bibliographers.

I don’t write sequels. Still, the world of Neverwhere is one that I hope, one day, I’ll return to. In a book called The Lost Rivers of London, I read about a brass bed, found one day in a sewer. To this day, nobody knows where it came from or how it got there.

I bet de Carabas knows.
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28 July, 2005


Prologue
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The night before he went to London, Richard Mayhew was not enjoying himself.

He had begun the evening by enjoying himself: he had enjoyed reading the goodbye cards, and receiving the hugs from several not entirely unattractive young ladies of his acquaintance; he had enjoyed the warnings about the evils and dangers of London, and the gift of the white umbrella with the map of the London Underground on it that the lads had clubbed together to buy him; he had enjoyed the first few pints of ale; but then, with each successive pint of ale he found he was enjoying himself significantly less; until now he was sitting and shivering on the pavement outside the pub in a small Scottish town, weighing the conflicting merits of being sick and not being sick, and not enjoying himself at all.

Inside the pub, Richard’s friends continued to celebrate his forthcoming departure, with an enthusiasm that, to Richard’s way of thinking, was beginning to border on the sinister. He sat on the pavement and held on tightly to the rolled-up umbrella, and wondered whether going south to London was really a good idea.

‘You want to keep a eye out,’ said a cracked old voice. ‘They’ll be moving you on before you can say Jack Robinson. Or taking you in, I wouldn’t be surprised.’ Two sharp eyes stared out from a beaky, grimy face. ‘You all right?’

‘Yes, thank you,’ said Richard. He was a fresh-faced, boyish young man, with dark, slightly curly hair and large hazel eyes; he had a rumpled, just-woken-up look to him, which made him more attractive to the opposite sex than he would ever understand or believe.

The grimy face softened. ‘Here, poor thing,’ she said, and pushed a fifty-pence piece into Richard’s hand. ‘Ow long you been on the streets, then?’

‘I’m not homeless,’ explained Richard, embarrassed, attempting to give the old woman her coin back. ‘Please – take your money. I’m fine. I just came out here to get some air. I go to London tomorrow,’ he explained.

She peered down at him suspiciously, then took back her fifty pence and made it vanish beneath the layers of coats and shawls in which she was enveloped. ‘I’ve been to London,’ she confided. ‘I was married in London. But he was a bad lot. Me mam told me not to go marrying outside, but I was young and beautiful, although you’d never credit it today, and I followed my heart.’

‘I’m sure you did,’ said Richard, embarrassed. The conviction that he was about to be sick was starting, slowly, to fade.

‘Fat lot of good it done me. I been homeless, so I know what it’s like,’ said the old woman. ‘That’s why I thought you was. What you going to London for?’

‘I’ve got a job,’ he told her proudly.

‘Doing what?’ she asked.

‘Um, Securities,’ said Richard.

‘I was a dancer,’ said the old woman, and she tottered awkwardly around the pavement humming tunelessly to herself. Then she teetered from side to side like a spinning top coming to rest, and finally she stopped, facing Richard. ‘Hold out your hand,’ she told him, ‘and I’ll tell yer fortune.’ He did as he was told. She put her old hand into his, and held it tightly, and then she blinked a few times, like an owl who had swallowed a mouse that was beginning to disagree with it. ‘You got a long way to go . . .’ she said, puzzled.

‘London,’ Richard told her.

‘Not just London . . .’ the old woman paused. ‘Not any London I know.’ It started to rain, then, softly. ‘I’m sorry,’ she said. ‘It starts with doors.’

‘Doors?’

She nodded. The rain fell harder, pattering on the roofs and on the asphalt of the road. ‘I’d watch out for doors if I were you.’

Richard stood up, a little unsteadily. ‘All right,’ he said, a little unsure of how one ought to treat information of this nature. ‘I will. Thanks.’

The pub door was opened, and light and noise spilled out into the street. ‘Richard? You all right?’

‘Yeah, I’m fine. I’ll be back in a second.’ The old lady was already wobbling down the street, into the pelting rain, getting wet. Richard felt he had to do something for her: he couldn’t give her money, though. He hurried after her, down the narrow street, the cold rain drenching his face and hair. ‘Here,’ said Richard. He fumbled with the handle of the umbrella, trying to find the button that opened it. Then a click, and it blossomed into a huge white map of the London Underground network, each line drawn in a different colour, every station marked and named.

The old woman took the umbrella, gratefully, and smiled her thanks. ‘You’ve a good heart,’ she told him. ‘Sometimes that’s enough to see you safe wherever you go.’ Then she shook her head. ‘But mostly, it’s not.’ She clutched the umbrella tightly, as a gust of wind threatened to tug it away from her, or pull it inside out. She wrapped her arms around it, and bent almost double against the rain and the wind. Then she walked away into the rain and the night, a round white shape covered with the names of London Tube stations: Earl’s Court, Marble Arch, Blackfriars, White City, Victoria, Angel, Oxford Circus . . .

Richard found himself pondering, drunkenly, whether there really was a circus at Oxford Circus: a real circus with clowns and beautiful women, and dangerous beasts. The pub door opened once more: a blast of sound, as if the pub’s volume control had just been turned up high. ‘Richard, you wanker, it’s your bloody party, and you’re missing all the fun.’ He walked back in the pub, the urge to be sick lost in all the oddness.

‘You look like a drowned rat,’ said someone.

‘You’ve never seen a drowned rat,’ said Richard.

Someone else handed him a large whisky. ‘Here, get that down you. That’ll warm you up. You know, you won’t be able to get real Scotch in London.’

‘I’m sure I will,’ sighed Richard. Water was dripping from his hair into his drink. ‘They have everything in London.’ And he downed the Scotch, and after that someone bought him another, and then the evening blurred and broke up into fragments: and afterwards he remembered only the sense that he was leaving somewhere small and sensible that made sense for somewhere huge and old that didn’t; and vomiting interminably into a gutter flowing with rainwater, somewhere in the small hours of the morning; and a white shape marked with strange-coloured symbols, like a little round beetle, walking away from him in the rain.

The next morning Richard got on the train to London for the six-hour journey south that would bring him to the strange gothic spires and arches of St Pancras Station. His mother gave him a small walnut cake that she had made for the journey and a Thermos flask filled with tea; and Richard Mayhew went to London feeling like hell.
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