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Praise for Yesterday Crumb and the Storm in a Teacup



‘A scrumptious world with dollops of charm.’

Michael Mann, author of Ghostcloud



‘Yesterday Crumb and the Storm in a Teacup is endlessly enchanting. The world building is so fresh and inventive, the characters so charming and individual . . . I can’t wait for my next visit to Dwimmerly End!’

A. F. Steadman, author of Skandar and the Unicorn Thief



‘Yesterday Crumb and the Storm in a Teacup is packed with magic and imagination from the first page to last.

Andy has found the perfect recipe for a fantastic, adventurous and heart-warming story. I loved it and I know it will be every young reader’s cup of tea.’

Shane Hegarty, author of BOOT



‘Any book featuring a magical, walking teashop and spells in teacups gets a thumbs up from me!’

Library Girl and Book Boy



‘A fantastic adventure brimming with whimsy, magic and tea (obvs). Andy Sagar has poured his imagination into every single page, while championing chosen family and celebrating our differences. I was grinning from ear to ear by the end and cannot wait for my next trip to Dwimmerly End.’
 Richard Pickard, author of The Peculiar Tale of the Tentacle Boy
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There was once a witch whose favourite ingredient was trouble.

Her name was Miss Dumpling. She was a tea witch, and that meant she didn’t brew potions in cauldrons, as witches often do. She brewed her magic in teapots. She used a wooden spoon rather than a wand, and favoured doing spells with gryphon eggs and unicorn milk over eyes of newts.

Miss Dumpling did not dwell in a dark hut on the edge of a swamp, where many witches find themselves. She lived in a teashop called Dwimmerly End. Being a witch’s teashop, Dwimmerly End was in the habit of going for walks on occasion, since it didn’t like staying in one place for too long.

Miss Dumpling had an apprentice. Her apprentice was not named Morgana or Rhiannon or any of the names that are popular for witches these days. She was named Yesterday. She had been left many years ago at a circus, where she’d grown up all alone, with nothing but her strange fox ears and a book about faeries to keep her company. The book had the word Yesterday written inside the front cover, so everyone had assumed it was her name.

But it was not her name. The word yesterday had been the start of a torn note from her mother, who’d left her to the circus, to a life of loneliness and the cold. But when she’d found out her real name – which was Arabella – she’d decided that she was more of a Yesterday, so Yesterday stuck.

On the day Dwimmerly End found Yesterday, Miss Dumpling took her on as an apprentice. Everything had been quite wonderful since then, even if they’d experienced their fair share of danger. Yesterday’s father had turned out to be Mr Weep, the vengeful King of the Dead. He was silver-haired and ice-hearted, a tea witch’s perfect opposite.

He wanted Yesterday to join him in ruling the Land of the Dead. His efforts to persuade her had been endless, and ruthless, and it seemed he would pursue her to the edge of the world until she gave in.

Which, it turned out, made running a teashop rather difficult.


It was a cool September afternoon, and the teashop was wandering through woodland. The leaves were painted in rich golds and plum purples, as if they’d been toasted on the stove. The fallen ones crunched beneath Dwimmerly End’s flamingo feet. Their sweet scent tangled with a hint of smoke and caramel that wafted from the kitchen, flooding into the tearoom, where Jack Cadogan and Yesterday could be found.

Jack was Yesterday’s best friend, and a confectionary witch who made magical sweets and candies. He was a strangeling, like Yesterday: a faerie who’d grown up amongst humans, and so lost their magic, until Miss Dumpling had helped them find it again.

But strangeling or not, anyone who met Jack always thought the same thing about him, which was that he was utterly ridiculous.

Perhaps most ridiculous of all was the way he’d risen from the grave after a fierce battle in London. His resurrection had occurred without explanation. Mr Weep had simply let him leave the Land of the Dead, for reasons that didn’t make any sense whatsoever.

‘May I present –’ said Jack grandiosely, producing a sweet from his pocket, with swirls of blue and white – ‘the Gravitational Gumdrop! One bite, and you’ll be having afternoon tea with geese in the clouds.’

Yesterday chuckled, watching him from the plumpest armchair in the tearoom. ‘Go on, then. Let’s see it.’

Jack gobbled down the gumdrop in the blink of an eye. A second blink, and he was hovering a few inches off the floor. ‘Nailed it!’ he cried. ‘And here I was, thinking gryphon feathers would be a preposterous ingredient in candy. Turns out I was— ow!’

Jack had banged his head on the ceiling. Yesterday sighed and got to her feet, pulling him down by his ankle. ‘Aren’t I lucky to have you,’ said Jack, nearly gliding off again, ‘to keep me grounded.’

‘One more pun and I’ll let you float off to Saturn,’ Yesterday vowed with a wink, but then a chill prickled her heart.

Jack had lost his life to the wicked Cold Iron Club back in London, during their evil experiments to find a way to steal magic from faeries. Yesterday had seen his ghost, tethered to Mr Weep as her father tried to use Jack as a bargaining chip.

Mr Weep had promised to restore Jack to life if Yesterday took up her place as his heir. But she’d refused, knowing it was a trap, knowing he would never do anything for her that didn’t come with a dark cost.

So why had he given Jack back to her anyway? Why? 

And how?

It made no sense. And because it made no sense, it was terrifying. Every time Yesterday looked at Jack, she was impossibly happy to have him, to not have a grief-shaped hole in her life where Jack used to live.

But every so often, she feared that Mr Weep had done something to him. That this was all too fortunate. That time was ticking and eventually it would reach its end and something horrific would happen.

Surely you couldn’t just bring people back to life. 

Not without a paying a price.

Jack was chattering away about the next recipe he could use for Gravitational Gumdrops when something outside the window caught Yesterday’s attention. A shape was running through the woods, brandishing a piece of paper at them.

What now? she thought.

‘Oh, how’d I miss it?’ said Jack. ‘I should add a bottled rainstorm to my next batch. The levitational magic would be just perfect.’

‘Not to interrupt,’ said Yesterday, her fears about Jack forgotten for now, ‘but I’m mildly concerned we’re being chased by a badger.’

Jack peered out of the window. Indeed, a badger was scampering right alongside Dwimmerly End. The badger had a little red hat and jacket, and was carrying a not-so-little sack over one shoulder. He had a letter in his free hand, which he was waving frantically at them.

‘Oh, yeah,’ said Jack, scratching his head. ‘How about that?’ He went and opened the window, calling out to the badger, ‘Can we help?’

‘Got . . . a letter . . . for a . . . Miss Yesterday Crumb!’ the badger shouted breathlessly as he hurried after the teashop. Not-badger, Yesterday corrected herself, guessing the creature must be a familiar, a kind of talking animal. ‘Think it’s urgent!’

Yesterday nudged Jack. ‘Maybe ask Miss Dumpling to stop the teashop. That not-badger looks like his lungs are about to explode.’

Jack nodded and bolted through to the kitchen. A second later, the teashop came to a sudden halt, the teapots almost toppling off their shelf.

‘Tremendously sorry for the delay in breakfast,’ said Miss Dumpling sincerely, appearing from the kitchen with Jack by her side, Madrigal the white-feathered not-raven upon her shoulder. ‘We’re having a terrible case of the stroppy strudels. Now, am I to understand there is some postal pageantry afoot?’

All Yesterday could do was shrug. They went to the front door and opened it to find the not-badger catching his breath on Dwimmerly End’s porch. ‘Good morning, my dear not-badger,’ said Miss Dumpling. ‘And might I say, you look as dapper as a dacquoise in that hat of yours!’

The not-badger straightened up at the compliment. ‘Oh, it’s just the dress code, ma’am,’ he said bashfully. He cleared his throat to make an announcement. ‘Mr Percurial’s Miraculous Delivery Service: from potions to pangolins, all packages delivered to your doorstep! Be it atop tallest Olympus or in deepest Atlantis! We have a letter for a Miss Yesterday Crumb, if madame’s about?’

Yesterday stepped forward and identified herself. The not-badger passed her the envelope. Something growled in his delivery sack.

‘Everything all right in there?’ said Jack curiously.

The not-badger grumbled. ‘Dragon egg, for a young monstrologist in Cambridge. Little blighter hatched early. Nothing to worry about – but best get going before she scorches any more parcels.’

‘In that case, thank you dearly for your efforts, gentle postie,’ said Miss Dumpling with a cheerful wave, ‘and may your deliveries always find their marked addressees!’

The not-badger bowed politely, before skittering down the steps and off into the woods.

With the door closed, everyone went to the fireplace to open the envelope. Yesterday tore it cleanly and pulled out the letter inside, holding it by the firelight.

‘Find me in a castle of sand and tealeaves.’

Yesterday frowned. Her eyes went to the signature at the bottom of the letter. Then, she lowered the paper and looked at the others, her voice barely a whisper as she read the final words out loud.

‘From your mother.’


‘Castle of sand and tealeaves . . . castle of sand and tealeaves . . .’ Madrigal had been murmuring ever since the letter had arrived. ‘What could it mean?’

They had checked through the books in the library, gone over maps of the Seelie Court’s queendom, but there were no clues as to where this castle of sand and tealeaves was located. If anywhere.

‘It is possible that your mother,’ said Madrigal, ‘is not in the Seelie Court’s queendom at all – that she fled into exile after the war.’

The thought made Yesterday queasy with anxiety. If her mother was no longer in the Seelie Court’s queendom, she could be anywhere in the world. And that would make their search for her even more impossible than it already was.

The Seelie Court was the rulers of the British faeries, after all, which meant Dwimmerly End’s quest for now was confined to the British Isles.

The Seelie Court mistreated strangelings like her in just about every way: strangelings were considered oddities, were often made to live away from other faeries. Yesterday had even heard stories that strangelings weren’t allowed to get married. With them in charge, Yesterday could understand why someone might want to leave.

Yesterday knew almost nothing about her mother, except that her name was Nuala Quirk, the so-called Unseelie Witch. That, and how she’d once helped to start a failed revolution against the vicious Faerie Queen Titania, who ruled the Seelie Court before her daughter Aureliana took the crown.

During the revolution, her mother had, for some reason, ended up in the Land of the Dead and fallen in love with Mr Weep. Then she’d run away from him – she’d escaped, which meant she might know his weaknesses. That would be very helpful indeed.

Because Mr Weep had frozen his heart when her mother left him. Because Mr Weep had changed, and grown vengeful. Because Mr Weep was planning to invade the Land of the Living with his army of shadowy demons, and turn all to ice and darkness.

Yesterday had only enraged him by refusing his offer to become a princess of the Land of the Dead, so she privately blamed herself, just a bit.

Indeed, they’d been desperately seeking her mother for some time. They’d chased rumours, meeting with various clans of faeries throughout the queendom who were friends of Miss Dumpling, looking for any trace of Nuala Quirk.

In the last few months, the teashop had galloped with centaurs and clambered mountains with oreads; it had swum seas with selkies and danced with redcaps; but no one knew a thing about Nuala Quirk’s whereabouts. They’d found no information at all.

Until now.

‘I’ve got an idea.’ Jack was looking thoughtfully out of the window. ‘The letter was delivered by Mr Percurial’s Miraculous Delivery Service. Isn’t Mr Percurial the faerie Postmaster General? Why don’t we go and ask him for the return address?’

‘Ask for the return address, indeed!’ scoffed Madrigal, perching on the mantelpiece beside a black-and-white photograph of them at the beach, serving seaweed tea to selkies. ‘Miss Dumpling and I brought Mr Percurial a cake for his seven hundredth birthday once. He was odd, Mr Cadogan.’

‘And other faeries are all plain and ordinary, are they?’ said Yesterday disapprovingly. ‘This is Dwimmerly End; we’re tea witches. I thought oddness was what we do.’

Miss Dumpling gave a diplomatic chuckle. ‘I believe Madrigal is trying to say that Mr Percurial is not odd in the sense that he enjoys dipping fishfingers in his tea. He is more . . . beyond our petty mortal conceptions of morality and logic. That kind of odd.’

‘Oh. Right.’ Yesterday thought about it. ‘But everywhere we’ve looked for my mother has proven totally useless. If the Postmaster General could tell us where this letter came from, well, that’s really the only choice we have at this point. We have to find her. She might know how to stop Mr Weep.’

Yesterday didn’t mention how her heart still stung from having spent twelve years without a mother. She’d been abandoned at the circus, forgotten, left to the brutality of humans.

Now, she longed for a mother, but she also hated her mother for what she’d done. It was a large tangle of feelings in a relatively small witch.

‘Mr Percurial is . . . unsettling, Madrigal, I will grant you that,’ said Miss Dumpling. ‘But perhaps Essie has a point.’

Madrigal tapped his claws on the mantelpiece impishly. ‘Oh, bother, here we go.’

‘If anyone can track down Nuala Quirk, Mr Percurial is our fellow,’ Miss Dumpling continued. ‘There’s not a single address in the book that he does not know.’

Madrigal shook his head wearily. ‘Going to a faerie like Mr Percurial for help . . . it is stuff and nonsense, and you know I am right about that.’

‘Perhaps it is,’ said Miss Dumpling with a shrug. Pascal the tea spirit swam through the air and into Yesterday’s arms, his teapot shell warm and shining. ‘But when it comes to stopping the end of the world, stuff and nonsense might be all we have left.’
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