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PRAISE FOR DAVID ALMOND


‘There really is nobody quite like Almond writing in children’s or adults’ fiction today.’

The Times

‘A master storyteller.’

Guardian

‘Lyrical, innovative and unforgettably moving.’

Cressida Cowell, Sunday Express

‘It is impossible not to be swept up in the power of his storytelling.’

Daily Telegraph

‘Almond’s books seem to exist in their own otherworldly universe, outside all the trends in modern publishing, yet resolutely of the now.’

Glasgow Herald

‘David Almond’s books are strange, unsettling wild things – unfettered by the normal constraints of children’s literature. They are, like all great literature, beyond classification.’

Guardian

‘A writer of visionary Blakean intensity.’

The Times

‘A ravishing, ingenious novel told in Almond’s own hypnotic northern lilt.’

Scotsman

‘[Almond’s] poetic prose seeps into your blood like word-venom until you can’t imagine reading anything else.’

The Times

‘… absolutely beautiful and quite possibly my favourite Almond novel to date. The story of Orpheus and Eurydice is retold against a wild Northumbrian landscape: life, death, love and myths. Just wonderful.’

Fiona Noble, The Bookseller






ALSO BY DAVID ALMOND

My Name is Mina

Kit’s Wilderness

Heaven Eyes

Counting Stars

Secret Heart

The Fire Eaters

Clay

Jackdaw Summer

Wild Girl, Wild Boy – A Play

Skellig – A Play

A Song for Ella Grey

The Colour of the Sun

Bone Music

Paper Boat, Paper Bird

Island
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For Freya Grace – D. A.

For Coral, our joy. – T. de F.
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I found him in the garage on a Sunday afternoon. It was the day after we moved into Falconer Road. The winter was ending. Mum had said we’d be moving just in time for the spring. Nobody else was there. Just me. The others were inside the house with Doctor Death, worrying about the baby.

He was lying there in the darkness behind the tea chests, in the dust and dirt. It was as if he’d been there forever. He was filthy and pale and dried out and I thought he was dead. I couldn’t have been more wrong. I’d soon begin to see the truth about him, that there’d never been another creature like him in the world.

We called it the garage because that’s what the estate agent, Mr Stone, called it. It was more like a demolition site or a rubbish dump or like one of those ancient warehouses they keep pulling down at the quay. Stone led us down the garden, tugged the door open and shone his little torch into the gloom. We shoved our heads in at the doorway with him.

‘You have to see it with your mind’s eye,’ he said. ‘See it cleaned, with new doors and the roof repaired. See it as a wonderful two-car garage.’

He looked at me with a stupid grin on his face.

‘Or something for you, lad – a hideaway for you and your mates. What about that, eh?’

I looked away. I didn’t want anything to do with him. All the way round the house it had been the same. Just see it in your mind’s eye. Just imagine what could be done. All the way round I kept thinking of the old man, Ernie Myers, that had lived here on his own for years. He’d been dead nearly a week before they found him under the table in the kitchen. That’s what I saw when Stone told us about seeing with the mind’s eye. He even said it when we got to the dining room and there was an old cracked toilet sitting there in the corner behind a plywood screen. I just wanted him to shut up, but he whispered that towards the end Ernie couldn’t manage the stairs. His bed was brought in here and a toilet was put in so everything was easy for him. Stone looked at me like he didn’t think I should know about such things. I wanted to get out, to get back to our old house again, but Mum and Dad took it all in. They went on like it was going to be some big adventure. They bought the house. They started cleaning it and scrubbing it and painting it. Then the baby came too early.

And here we were.
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