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Random House Children’s Books is
dedicated to cultivating and nurturing new
talent. With proven editorial acumen, rich
sales and marketing resources, publicity
savvy, and production and design excellence,
the Random House Children’s Books team
has worked together with its authors to give
readers proven first-time successes such 
as New York Times bestsellers Eragon by
Christopher Paolini and A Great and
Terrible Beauty by Libba Bray, as well as 
The City of Ember by Jeanne DuPrau and
the Printz Award winner How I Live Now
by Meg Rosoff.

The future of the book industry lies with
new literary voices. For that reason, we are
committed to growing alongside our authors
by implementing unique publishing and
marketing programs that enhance our lists
and deliver continued success stories to you:
the bookseller, the teacher, the librarian.
We know that it is the love of children’s
literature we share with you that helps get
these new voices into readers’ hands and,
for this, we thank you.
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Autumn Winifred Oliver
Does Things Different
by Kristin O’Donnell Tubb
Edited by Wendy Loggia

ISBN: 978-0-385-73569-8
$15.99/$18.99 Can.
GLB ISBN: 978-0-385-90558-9
$18.99/$21.99 Can.
Middle-Grade Fiction
On Sale: 10/14/2008

I met a very pregnant Kristin O’Donnell Tubb at a SCBWI
conference in Nashville and critiqued the first pages of this
manuscript. I loved the voice and especially the feisty spirited
narrator, eleven-year-old Autumn Winifred. I knew this warm middle
grade filled with humor and rich with historical detail would be a
perfect fit on our list. And when I called Kristin with our offer? I’d
reached her during an ob/gyn appointment! (For the record, she was
signing paperwork.) Of course I told her I’d call her back, but she

didn’t want me to. I think she was worried I wouldn’t! That was sure “a first”! 

Autumn’s adventures take place in the 1930s, but Kristin’s folksy storytelling style will
resonate with children and educators today. You’ll laugh, you’ll learn, and I have a pretty
good feeling you’ll want to schedule a visit to the Smokies after you read this novel. Make
sure you tuck a copy of the book in your suitcase. Because it’s the kind of story you just
want to pass along.

—Wendy Loggia

from the editor
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Have you ever smelled a flock of geese in the summertime? I mean, really
smelled one? It smells like what I imagine a dead body smells like. Not sure why I
think that, exactly, except that wherever there’s a flock of geese, there’s a cloud of
feather dander and puddles of poo that stink like rot. Rotten to the core, they are.

I hate geese. To be fair, I hate all birds. I imagine that they’ll peck my eyes out.
Got this fear of beaks, you see. I know, I know . . . it’s a stupid fear. But anybody
who’s ever seen a chickenhawk tear apart a skunk with one mighty riiiiip might
think otherwise about pointing the finger of ridicule at old Autumn Winifred
Oliver.

So seeing as how I hate geese and all, I shouldn’t have been one bit surprised at
my first detail at Camp Gramps.

“Autumn,” he told me. “Tomorrow you’re on goose duty.”

Goose duty? Dang it!

“Keep them out of the garden till your mama and I get back from the barn.”

What? Mama had promised I could go fishing tomorrow! “But Mama said—”

“Your mama needs to come to the barn,
Autumn. I got big plans for that barn.
Don’t give me lip.”

And so the following day, they left. Left
me with a flock of stinking, honking
geese. I sat outside on a dusty patch of
yard in the sweltering sunlight and
thought about how a dip in Abrams
Creek would feel right now. Every now and then, I’d have to shoo a goose away
from Gramps’s withering tomato plants. One little chicken wire fence would
solve this problem lickety-split. But I didn’t have any chicken wire on hand. 
Jeez . . . what a crummy job. There must be a better way to stop those nasty geese
from chomping down on those scraggly leaves. I got hotter and hotter, and it
wasn’t because of no sunshine.

And then it hit me. Maybe it was the heat or the dust or the feather dander, but
suddenly it occurred to me that the problem here was those durned beaks.

If I could somehow rig those orange honkers, they couldn’t eat up Gramps’s
garden. So I scurried around the dusty yard, gathering handfuls of sticks and
twigs. And then I set out to catch me some geese.

I do things different. It helps to remind yourself of that when you’re wrangling a
flock of geese.

I managed to snag every single goose out there, despite a lot of flapping and
honking and stinking. And then came the hard part. I pried open those horrible
beaks, snipped off a bit of twig, and propped open each goose’s mouth like a pup
tent. Boy, what a sight! Those stinking geese couldn’t close their mouths, let
alone do so around a juicy tomato plant. Problem solved.

Those twelve geese looked at each other like they’d all been told they were next
on the chopping block, the way their mouths hung open. I couldn’t help myself.
“Surprise!” I yelled at them, and I laughed to high heaven when they all whipped
their heads in my direction, their maws gaping.

Time to fish.

I DO THINGS DIFFERENT. 

It helps to remind yourself

of that when you’re

wrangling a flock of geese.
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“Autumn’s story came to me on a guided tour of
the Great Smoky Mountains National Park,”
Kristin O’Donnell Tubb says. “When I did a
little research, I discovered the fascinating
history of Cades Cove.” Kristin lives in middle
Tennessee with her husband and their two
children. Visit her at www.kristintubb.com.

I do things different. 



JILL: “I am all girl.”

I say it because my body is betraying me. From deep within me, behind organs,
beneath muscles, a jagged pain is born. The pain is building to a sure and steady
climax and I don’t know who I am.

Jack or Jill.

“I am all girl!” I squeeze through clenched teeth.

There’s a landmine exploding outward from my stomach and lower spine. I’m not
supposed to wake up in the middle of things. All of this is supposed to happen while
I sleep. I shove my hand beneath the sheets, praying, hoping the transformation is
nearly complete, but when I reach lower, there it is—limp, smooth, and insistent. 

Jack. 

He’s supposed to fade in the night and I’m supposed to wake up fully constructed.
Instead I have his thing to contend with and a deep ache that, now that I think

of it, is not exploding outward but
sucking inward like a vortex.

“I am all girl.”

That’s my mantra. I use it to forget. But
it does nothing to ease the pain. I want
to absorb relief from these words but

relief never comes. The vortex sucks harder now, pulling at my bones, my
muscles, retracting my thighs, melting the firm stomach until it’s soft and
feminine. My body remakes itself with no mercy, sanding the crisp edges from my
jawbone, deflating the gentle bicep, brutally inflating my breasts. 

With what’s left of my brain I can still remember, I can still think. Jackthoughts,
Jackfears, Jackdesires. He’s angry. At me. At Mom. He doesn’t like chunky
peanut butter and she keeps feeding it to him. He wants a new pair of boxer briefs
and some Elvis DVD’s. He wants us to turn the Internet back on.

“I am all girl!”

He’s supposed to fade in the

night and I’m supposed to

wake up fully constructed.
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Cycler
by Lauren McLaughlin
Edited by Mallory Loehr

ISBN: 978-0-375-85191-9
$17.99/$20.99 Can.
GLB ISBN: 978-0-375-95191-6
$20.99/$23.99 Can.
Young Adult Fiction
On Sale: 8/26/2008

Cycler is the most fun discussion book I’ve ever read. It is the story of
Jill, an otherwise average girl, who four days every month becomes a
boy—no magic, just part of an uncontrollable and unexplainable
biological cycle. 

Somehow Lauren McLaughlin makes this set-up surprisingly
believable with a deft mix of normal teenage drama and humor along
with all the problems that could ensue under these circumstances. 

Every time I reread Cycler I don’t know how Lauren pulls it off, but she does, and I am in
awe. This is a book that teens are definitely going to love reading and love talking about!

—Mallory Loehr

from the editor
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DarkIsle
by D. A. Nelson
Edited by Jodi Keller

ISBN: 978-0-385-73630-5
$15.99/$18.99 Can.
GLB ISBN: 978-0-385-90600-5
$18.99/$21.99 Can.
Middle-Grade Fiction
On Sale: 11/11/2008

What do a ten-year-old girl, a talking rat, a resourceful dodo bird, and
a stone dragon have in common? The ability to make us laugh, gasp,
and cheer as they embark on an action-packed quest to save Marnoch
Mor from an evil warlock, who is intent on destroying it. Danger and
glory—and mishaps—await these new friends, who will do anything
for each other (if they can stop bickering long enough to come up
with a plan!).

I love the way the young girl, Morag, learns to be brave during the course of this magical
adventure, and how she finally finds a place to call her home. The characters are sweet,
funny, and utterly irresistible—and I hope you’ll be charmed by them, too! 

—Jodi Keller

JACK: Let me tell you something about Jill. The girl’s life is a friggin’ fairy tale. 
I swear she wakes up to the sound of woodland creatures whistling a happy tune at
her window.

Sorry. I’m in a bad mood. I’m always in a bad mood when I wake up. It’s hormonal.
Jill, the lucky bitch, gets three full weeks per cycle to live her stupid life. I get four
days. Four pre-menstrual days. How many dudes have that complaint? 

So anyway, first thing I do is check the calendar on which Little Anal Annie has
dutifully crossed out all the days that have passed. Then I lie down to begin my
own form of meditation. 

Of course I skip the “I am all girl” crap. I go right to the black dot. It’s always
there, right in the middle of my forehead where Jill left it. But instead of using it
to erase things, I do the opposite. I envision myself squeezing through it like a
snake into a rabbit hole. Then I project Jill’s last three weeks onto the blackness
like a superfast movie and take detailed mental notes of the good parts.

Don’t be judgemental. Jill’s life constitutes my only experience of the outside
world. I can’t afford to forget things.

I lie down, summon the black dot and squeeze through the rabbit hole of Jill’s life.
I won’t bore you with the complete details.

There is one theme from Harriet Ho-hum’s Adventures in Snoozeland that
always gets my juices flowing. I spend extra time remembering those sections. I
savor every luscious forbidden detail. If Jill ever knew about this illicit pleasure of
mine, she’d freak out. Heck it scares me sometimes. There’s something so taboo
about it. But what can I do? I’m a flesh-and-blood guy.

fr
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Lauren McLaughlin grew up in a small town in
Massachusetts. After ten “unglamorous” years in
the film industry, she abandoned her screen
ambitions to write fiction full-time. She lives in
Brooklyn, New York, and is currently working
on the sequel to Cycler. Learn more about
Lauren at www.laurenmclaughlin.net.

from the editor
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Bertie pulled out a small leather pouch and opened it. Dipping his beak inside
he took out, one by one, six large white stones with strange markings on them.
“Runes,” the dodo bird told Morag, and placed them carefully on his wing tip.

“Now, I will ask for silence, please,” he said authoritatively.

“What’s he going to do with those?” Morag whispered to Aldiss.

The rat shrugged before answering matter-of-factly: “Just a ritual.”

“Shhhh!” said Bertie. “I will have quiet while I perform the ritual!” This time
Morag stayed quiet and watched with interest. The dodo closed his eyes and took
a deep breath.

“Om-a-loma-loma-lummmmmmm!” he cried as he raised the runes up over his
head. “Arno, jarno, sharno, kaaaaa!” And with a loud squawk and a flourish,
Bertie threw the runes to the hard sandy ground at Shona’s tail.

“What’s happening?” Morag whispered to Aldiss.

“He’s just thrown the rune stones onto the sand,”
he whispered carefully, as if he were describing
something Morag didn’t already know.

“I can see that,” she whispered a little grumpily.
“But why?”

“Don’t know,” replied the rat. “Don’t do magic myself.”

“Right,” said Morag. This rat was exasperating at times. She decided not to ask
any more questions and just watched. Bertie held a wing tip up to his beak as he
studied the stones lying higgledy-piggledy on the sand beneath his claws. His
brow furrowed into a deep frown, and he said “hmm” a lot.

“I see,” he said after a bit. “It’s all come quite right now. I know what to do.”

“What? What do they say?” asked Morag animatedly. “Can I help? Can I do
something?”

Bertie gave her an imperious look, and shook his head.

“Thank you, but no thank you,” he said haughtily. “Only those who understand
magic can do this. Now, can I ask you and Aldiss to stand back while I try to bring
Shona back to life? This could be dangerous.”

Disappointed, Morag didn’t say anything else and followed Aldiss down the hill
a bit. She sat down and watched as Bertie, illuminated by the Moonstone,
prepared the spell. Then he closed his eyes again.

“Orimar, animar, ento larn,” he sang. “Metreon, activer, neo, garf!” Or at least,
that was what the words sounded like to Morag. He continued to chant, and as
he did, something strange began to happen. The wind that had been blowing the
grasses around them suddenly dropped, and there was no sound at all except for
Bertie’s chanting.

Startled by the sudden quiet, Morag looked around. She knew she was at the
beach, but she could no longer smell the saltiness of the air, nor taste the grit of
sand in her mouth. It was as if they were all being held inside an invisible bubble
of something magical.

Suddenly the dragon’s body lit up a bright and vivid green, and white sparks flew
from its head and tail. Morag watched fascinated as, with a whizzing noise, the
sparks grew bigger and changed color from white to green, to red to purple, to
blue to yellow, and then to orange. And still Bertie continued to chant.

“Becknar Dort!” he called. “Shona! Great dragon of Murst! I command you to
open your eyes!”

Morag held her breath and heard Aldiss gasp.

Nothing happened.

Bertie tried again.

“Shona! Great dragon of Murst! I command you . . . !”

“All right, all right, I heard you the first time,” came a low grumbling voice.
“Although I think you might have asked more politely.”

“Only those who

understand magic 

can do this.”

fr
om

Photo ©
 Anne Janine Nugent

D. A. Nelson was born in Glasgow and lives in
Cardross, Scotland. DarkIsle was inspired by a
sculpture of a huge stone dragon that overlooks
Irvine Beach on Scotland’s west coast.



Max grinned, pushed himself out of the sand and felt a sudden hot pain on
his wrist. He looked down at the most primitive member of the Arachnidae—
scuttling, black and yellow, a fourteen-centimeter scorpion that had just stung
him.

He staggered back a pace, more as a natural reaction than any great fear. “It’s
OK,” he said. And laughed. After a monster of a cobra had nearly sunk its fangs
into him, this was nothing. There was barely a mark on his wrist. No swelling
appeared, no inflamed skin. Not initially. Then pain started at the wound site,
alerting Max that perhaps this wasn’t something to be laughed off so easily.
Acidlike heat burned inside his veins.

!Koga took his arm, looked at the wound,
brought the end of his spear down on the
scorpion that was scuttling away, and
called Max’s name. Max didn’t respond.
!Koga broke the shaft, put a piece of the
wood in the crook of Max’s elbow, and
forced it closed. That would help slow the

poison. Max thought he had sweat in his eyes because !Koga was slightly blurred,
yet Max’s body felt paper-dry; the sensation that seared his arm and into his chest
made him feel sick. Neurotoxins were flooding into his system. Something that
felt like a claw wrenched at his stomach muscles and, as a wave of light-
headedness swept over him, he sank to his knees. He felt !Koga trying to pull him
up, and the boy was saying something, but he couldn’t hear him. He was going
down, further. He could see the grains of sand now, !Koga’s face next to his,
slapping him, shouting, mouthing words he could not hear. 

Then the boy ran. 

Alone, Max heard sounds within his own body. His heart thumped, like a boxer’s
glove beating him on the side of his head. He mustn’t stay here, it was too
dangerous. He had to move. Come on, legs, come on, gotta go, he told himself.
But his body wasn’t listening, it was fighting the poison that attacked his vital
organs, disabling his central nervous system like a computer virus worming its
way deep inside and destroying all essential data. 

His heart thumped, like a

boxer’s glove beating him

on the side of his head.
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The Devil’s Breath
by David Gilman
Edited by Wendy Loggia

ISBN: 978-0-385-73560-5
$16.99/NCR
GLB ISBN: 978-0-385-90546-6
$19.99/NCR
Young Adult Fiction
On Sale: 9/23/2008

“I’m sending you a very HOT submission,” said the agent’s email.
This was a new series that was moving like wildfire after the Frankfurt
book fair, with preempts coming in from the UK, France, Denmark,
Israel, Greece, Italy, Canada—so it didn’t sound like an exaggeration. 

“Soon you’ll be on a dark moor, with a dangerous assassin on the
prowl, and then whisked to an African desert, where stampeding
buffalo, lethal scorpions and cobras are the least of our hero Max’s
worries.” Take me there! I thought, printing out the manuscript and

diving in. And it was everything she’d said, and more. 

David has written an edge of your seat adventure with an eco-message, a nasty villain, and
a cool guy hero who uses his smarts and his friends—no crazy spy gadgets—to save the day.
It’s the best kind of adrenaline rush . . . a great read.

—Wendy Loggia

from the editor
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Fern Verdant & 
the Silver Rose
by Diana Leszczynski
Edited by Michelle Frey

ISBN: 978-0-375-85213-8
$15.99/$18.99 Can.
GLB ISBN: 978-0-375-95213-5
$18.99/$21.99 Can. 
Middle-Grade Fiction
On Sale: 11/11/2008

From the very first page, I was addicted to this story of a girl who can
talk to plants—and who must travel the world to find her mother,
who’s been kidnapped by a mad nature-hating psychopath. Sound
crazy? It is—and it’s also exciting and hilarious.

What makes Fern Verdant terrific is that it effectively exploits all the
best adventure conventions while simultaneously giving them a
hilarious send-up. It’s kind of a kids’ Austin Powers in that way. The

author is a screenwriter, and her quick wit and visual sensibility shine on every page.

Fern Verdant is a true comic adventure. It’s entertaining, accessible middle-grade novel
that both strong and reluctant readers won’t be able to put down.

—Michelle Frey

His throat was closing, the air unable to reach his lungs. He felt a strange
sensation. Men were carrying him, honey-colored men with narrow eyes and
leathered hands. Tree branches’ shadows fluttered across his eyelids like swarming
butterflies, then an old man—where had he seen that old man before?—was
pushing his fingers into Max’s mouth. Maybe he was trying to get air inside. Pain
knifed through him, putting intolerable torsion into his muscles, closing down his
windpipe. If he had been in a city, doctors would have realized that he had had
an unusually rapid reaction to the lethal venom and would aim to neutralize the
effects of the overstimulation of his autonomic nervous system. They would have
put him on an intravenous drip and administered a solution of calcium gluconate
over ten to twenty minutes to help decrease the muscle pain and cramps; they
would have sedated him for the convulsions that now racked him and put drugs
into him to stop his heart failing.

Out here, life was not available by prescription.

Help me, someone whispered in his darkening mind. Help me, don’t let me die,
said the disembodied voice. Mum? Dad? Where are you?

fr
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For the last six years David Gilman has been the
principal writer on the UK television show A
Touch of Frost. He lives in England and has
traveled the world, gathering inspiration for 
the Danger Zone books along the way. Visit 
thedangerzonebooks.com to learn more.

from the editor
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“Who are you? Why are you tormenting me?” Fern demanded.

Silence.

“Now you’re not speaking to me?”

“Not if you’re going to shout!” the plant said irritably.

Fern stepped back, shocked. A houseplant had just spoken to her. Well, not
exactly ‘spoken’; its thoughts were projected directly into Fern’s head.

“I’m sorry. I’m not usually so rude, but this has been a weird day . . . and . . . you’re
a plant?”

“To be specific, I’m a Trumpet Flower. Ash-leafed.”

“Why are you talking to me? What has this got to do with my mother?”

“Oh . . . I have so many things to tell you. I’m already exhausted and I haven’t
even begun.” Fern listened, dumbfounded. “I have news from your mother . . .”

“Is she alright?” Fern interrupted.

“Well . . . sort of . . . it’s complicated. Your
mother sent this message to explain
everything to you. The message was passed
from a rose to moss to weeds to flowers to trees
to me. We’re like botanical email . . . and yes,
we know what the Internet is. Just because
we’re pretty doesn’t mean we’re stupid. Houseplants can be particularly
observant. After all, there is only so much television you can watch. I don’t know
how you people do it!

“Your mother wants you to know something . . . something very important. In
case you haven’t figured it out yet, you have a fantastic gift. You can
communicate with plants and they can communicate with you.”

Fern’s mouth fell open.

“Your mother has the same gift. So did your mother’s mother, and her mother,

and so on. No one knows how or why. She knew you’d get the gift when you
turned thirteen, just like she did.”

“But . . . but . . . but!!!!” Fern didn’t even know what to say.

The Trumpet Flower continued on. “It’s a complicated gift, as many gifts are, but
one important aspect of it is that you cannot tell anyone in the whole world you
have it . . . because the minute you do—the second the words escape your
mouth—it will disappear. Your father doesn’t even know about it.”

A flood of thoughts rushed through Fern’s head. First and foremost was how
ridiculous it was that a girl who hated plants should inherit the gift of communi-
cating with them. Right now, she felt like yelling at them all. Plants had taken
her mother away, made the family move to Nedlaw, and given her her stupid
name. Fern despised plants.

In case you haven’t

figured it out yet, you

have a fantastic gift.
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Diana Leszczynski was born in England, raised
in Canada, and now lives in California with her
husband and a cat named Mouse. Fern Verdant 
is her first novel and she is busily at work on 
her next.



So now I’m back to the basement.

My boyfriend lives there. Correction, ex-boyfriend. He’s like the troll under his
parent’s house. Except he looks pretty good. For a troll, I mean.

I knock on the door. The side door. But before my hand connects for the second
knock the door swings open.

“C’mon in, I’m watching something.”

I should probably explain about my ex.

“Take your shoes off, Parker.”

I probably should explain, but I don’t have the energy.

His TV is on, his laptop is defragging, there is a CD playing over speakers angled
throughout the narrow bedroom. He’s wearing headphones, but the chord is
dangling, not plugged into anything. Kind of like me.

“What’s up Parker Prescott?”

“I hate the way you say my name.”

“I know.” He raises one eyebrow at me.

“You got any other girls coming over here
today?” I ask this and am amazed at how

hard it is to ask something as if you don’t care when you care so much that you
can hardly get the words out.

“You know I don’t.”

“How’m I supposed—” I stop myself midsentence. There’s just no point. He plugs
the headphones into something, turns a knob, nods, then lets the headphones fall
down around his neck. They are the big bulky kind, not the sleek little ones that
go in your ears. My parents seem to believe that I am a computer genius, but
beside him I am nothing.

“Trouble in paradise?” he asks, looking at me.

The chord is dangling, 

not plugged into anything.

Kind of like me.
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Handcuffs
by Bethany Griffin
Edited by Krista Marino

ISBN: 978-0-385-73550-6
$16.99/$19.99 Can.
GLB ISBN: 978-0-385-90529-9
$19.99/$22.99 Can.
Young Adult Fiction
On Sale: 12/9/2008

I can remember vividly how traumatic a high school breakup is and
it’s far from the bumbling chick-lit experience some books would
have you think. Walking down the halls, sharing a classroom with an
ex . . . breaking up is an experience that is only more agonizing in the
high school setting and when I received Handcuffs I was struck by
how authentically Bethany Griffin told this story. Relationships can
shape a teenager’s identity, and a breakup can completely upend that

self-definition. This manuscript was so faithful to this experience that I knew I had to
publish it.

Handcuffs is the story of a relationship—or more specifically, about a breakup. It’s about a
girl who is emotionally handcuffed to a boy. A girl who doesn’t know who she is without
that boy and who feels lost without that connection, without that way to define herself.
I acquired Handcuffs because it’s easy to feel lost as a teenager, and I believe that everyone
deserves to know that no one can define them—that everyone has the power to do this
entirely on their own. A message I feel is especially important for the teen girl reader.

—Krista Marino

from the editor
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I Know It’s Over
by C. K. Kelly Martin
Edited by Shana Corey

ISBN: 978-0-375-84566-6
$16.99/$19.99 Can.
GLB ISBN: 978-0-375-94566-3
$19.99/$22.99 Can.
Young Adult Fiction
On Sale: 9/23/2008

“I’m not sure I’ve ever read a story as
heartrendingly genuine as I Know It’s
Over. Censors be damned; this novel
should be read by every teen in North
America, and every parent.”

—Catherine Murdock, 
author of Dairy Queen

YA makes me a little nervous. The characters are usually way cooler
than I ever was, and so reading it, my inner teenager starts to feel bad
about herself. As soon as I started C. K. Kelly Martin’s beautifully
written debut, though, I knew I’d found a YA for me. 

I Know It’s Over is the story of 16-year-old Nick. Nick isn’t looking
for love. Until he meets Sasha and, suddenly, he’s not in control of
anything anymore. Not the relationship. Not the breakup. And

definitely not the future after Sasha tells him she’s pregnant.

What I love about I Know It’s Over is that it’s heartbreakingly real. The emotions are
messy. The kids are complicated and, yes, maybe a little cooler than I was, but also
completely accessible. And the writing! Have I mentioned the writing? Carolyn’s writing
is so readable, so effortless and honest and just plain good that reading it, I found myself
not only loving this book but also getting excited about her future books . . . because I
know I want to read more. I hope you’ll agree!

—Shana Corey

“You could say that.”

“You could tell me.”

“I could.”

“I could listen.”

“You might.”

He laughs and unplugs the headphones so that I can share his musical experience.

“You like this CD?”

“You know I do.” This is true even though I don’t remember ever hearing it
before. Because I like everything when he’s around. Even though he might be
getting ready to tell me why he hates this CD, the fact that I heard it here,
standing awkwardly beside him while he leans back in his black leather office
chair, makes it official: I will love this song until the day that I die.

He knows this. I know he knows this.
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“Say something,” she says urgently, grabbing my arm and squeezing hard. “Don’t
do this to me, Nick.”

I glance up the driveway towards my house, at the icicle lights everyone but my
mom continually forgets to switch on, and wrench my arm away. Dad will be here
to pick me up in less than an hour. Christmas at his place with Bridgette—that
was my big problem until thirty seconds ago.

“Nick,” Sasha repeats. Snow is falling on her hair and she’s wearing the leather
gloves her mom bought her at the end of October. She still looks beautiful to me,
or at least I know she would if I could feel anything.

I run a hand through my snow-crowned hair
and say, “This has to be a mistake.” It’s what
everybody says and now I know why.

“Don’t you think I checked?” Her hands close
into fists. “You think I’d come over here to tell
you if I didn’t know for sure?”

“I don’t know what you’d do, Sasha.” I squint in her direction. The sky is filled
with white as bright as sunshine. “I don’t know you anymore, remember?”

Sasha laughs like she hates me. She turns in the direction of the road and stands
there, motionless. She’s prepared to wait, to become some kind of ice princess at
the edge of my lawn. Not a nice fairy tale—the pregnant ex-girlfriend—but then
I guess most of them aren’t. Not in the beginning anyway. I glance at the dark
hair spilling down the back of Sasha’s coat and shiver. My heart stopped beating
at the beginning of this conversation.

“So what do you want me to say?” I snap, taking a step back. Sasha laughs again,
shakes her head and stares down my street. What has she done to deserve this,
that’s what she’s thinking, no doubt. There’s snow on her lashes, her cheeks are
red from the cold and suddenly I feel like a complete asshole. 

“We should’ve gone–” I begin, but Sasha’s way ahead of me.

“I know we should’ve.” Her cheeks hollow out as the cold steals the word from

her lips. “I wish we did. It’s too late now.” Our eyes lock. Freeze. Dart away.
“Shit!” Sasha exclaims, her eyes on the road.

Mom is motoring up the street towards us, waving, with her extreme happy face
fixed firmly in place. If there’s one thing I can’t deal with now it’s that lame happy
holiday face. The real thing is bad enough but Mom’s imitation sucks any real life
out of the holidays and reminds me of a time when they used to mean something
besides trying too hard. 

“Sasha, I have to go,” I say. “My dad’s picking me up soon.”

Sasha shoots me an incredulous glare. “This is important.”

“Yeah, I know.” I take a step back as Mom pulls into the drive. “I’ll call you when
I get there, okay?”

Sasha doesn’t wait for my mom to get out of the car. She storms off, kicking up
snow and folding her arms in front of her. I know that’s a shitty thing to do—just
let her go like that—but I can’t help it. Well, I could, but I don’t want to have to
try. I keep thinking maybe she’s wrong about the whole thing. Those tests can’t
be a hundred percent accurate—nothing is.

Those tests can’t be 

a hundred percent

accurate—nothing is.
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You know how you have a private place where you go when you just can’t take
the world anymore? A place where you can shove an entire Fruit Roll-Up in your
mouth all at once without embarrassment? A place where you expect to be totally
alone? My place is the ornamental pear tree in our backyard. My mom planted it
when I was born.

So here I am, at dusk, lying on my stomach on a bumpy branch, staring down at
a turtle-shaped sandbox and crying my eyes out. I can’t believe Dad is getting
remarried. On Saturday. To The Ruler. My life is totally ruined.

My spring break is totally ruined too. My spring-break plans have been in place
for months: spend time with my girlfriends, shop at the mall, eat junk food, and
sleep till noon. Very important stuff.

And even more important is my BBSRP (Brilliant But Simple Romance Plan),
which goes like this: I spend time at Video World; Josh and I hook up; I wow him
with my video-game skills, my conversation, my clothes, my makeup; he falls for
me; he’s a great kisser; we become one of those hip middle school couples
everyone admires. Finally, he asks me to the Eighth Grade Graduation Dance,
and I pick out the perfect dress from Sequins, an ultracool store in the mall.

Although, after this morning’s door incident,
the plan may need some tweaking.

Naturally, my bratty little brother gets to stay in
Phoenix with Grandma Baldwin, who always
says she can only handle one of us at a time.
And it’s never me. Like I’m trouble? Puh-leeze.

My grandmother seriously needs to learn about forgiveness. And a sprinkling of
Prozac on her scrambled Egg Beaters wouldn’t hurt either. So I was involved in a
little incident with her darling parakeet? It happened way in the past. 

When I was ten, Grandpa Baldwin had a humongous heart attack, causing him
to drive off the highway and smash into a giant saguaro cactus. Grandpa, a
nonbeliever when it came to a low-fat diet and seat belts, died immediately upon
impact, but Grandma, safely buckled, was totally unharmed. Right after the

Slowly, slowly, I look

around for the owner 

of that familiar voice. 
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This was one I just knew, from the very beginning, had it. And it had
to be mine! Tween girls are the best—I love how much fun they are,
and how serious they can be, and how very smart. 

And from the opening pages of her story, Barrie captured that—and
even better, she realized that seventh-grade girls have family and
friendship issues going on so there’s a layered world at play, and even
better than that, she gave thirteen-year-old Sherry a completely
believable mystery to solve, in a most hilarious and poignant way. 

I am a total sucker for voice and story . . . and ghost sidekicks and lip gloss—this one has
it all. It’s pure fun. I’ve had a great time working with Barrie and happily have the next I
So Don’t manuscript on my desk to ease the pain of letting this one go. It’s time for “my”
book to take its little wren wings (see the cover?) . . . and fly!

—Wendy Loggia

from the editor

24



26 27

Selkie Girl
by Laurie Brooks
Edited by Michelle Frey

ISBN: 978-0-375-85170-4
$15.99/$18.99 Can.
GLB ISBN: 978-0-375-95170-1
$18.99/$21.99 Can.
Young Adult Fiction
On Sale: 10/14/2008

There’s something about selkies—magical, evocative, beautiful—
that is eternally appealing. I’ve been intrigued since I was a teenager
by these creatures who shed their seal pelts to become human. So
when a selkie story came across my desk, I couldn’t wait to dig in. 

And then Laurie Brooks took my breath away. Her writing is both
spare and lyrical, delicate and strong. It’s the perfect match for her
main character, a young woman torn between the worlds, who is

exploring the terrain around her and the person she is inside. 

Laurie is a playwright whose best-known work is probably the young adult play The
Wrestling Season. Here, she puts her prodigious talent into a novel that is filled with
poignancy and meaning. Selkie Girl creates its own mesmerizing legend—I hope you’ll be
as captivated as I am.

—Michelle Frey

crash, a bazillion birds rose up from the surrounding cacti and thorny trees,
screeching and flapping their wings. Like a big, noisy bird blanket, they covered
the car. Grandma sat statue still, positive Grandpa’s spirit was choosing one of the
whacked-out birds as its new home. Can you say crazy? She also believes in ghosts
and aura combing.

Anyway, my BBSRP will never, ever become reality if I’m exiled to San Diego.
Arms wrapped around the tree branch, I cry till I run out of tears, hiccup a little,
then get mad. I sit up, cross my arms and lean against the trunk. Then I swear.
Every cussword I’ve ever heard flies out of my mouth. Great release. I highly
recommend it—except, make sure you’re truly alone.

Stomping my foot on the branch, I let loose a particularly offensive string of words.

“Sherlock Holmes Baldwin!” a voice says.

I freeze. Despite the eighty-degree weather, goose bumps pop up all over my arms
and legs. Slowly, slowly, I look around for the owner of that familiar voice. Nobody.

“I did not raise you to use that kind of language.”

“Mom?” I squeak. I catch a faint whiff of coffee, my supercop mother’s favorite
beverage. This can’t be happening.

“Mom?”

Silence.

“Mom?” It can’t be her. Can it?

“Just a minute.” The voice is impatient. “I’m having trouble landing.”

This is weird. Mega weird. And mega freaky-deaky.

Because my mother? She was killed in the line of duty a year and a half ago.
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I draw my feet up under my nightdress and hug myself against the night. What
wrong happened before I was born? What sin will I have to live with the rest of
my life? A melancholy feeling steals over me, strange and unsettling as the dream.
What secrets have been kept from me? I shiver in my nightdress, feeling like a
stranger in my own home and more alone than I ever have in my life. I am afraid
to know and even more afraid not to know.

But I will not give in to cowardice. I breathe slowly and palm the tears from my
eyes. I climb out of bed, and as my bare feet touch the cold of the packed-dirt
floor the selkies’ singing grows louder and more present. As I walk toward the
main room of the crofthouse, it surrounds me, fills me, and I am calmed.

Such a lovely song. Different somehow.
Mesmerizing. I feel my body move with the
selkie crooning. Roooo. Roooo. I begin to sing
with them. Somehow I know the melody,
although I cannot recall ever having heard it
before.

And strangely, with the song, the calling changes, and a harmony blends in the
song, beckoning me, low and easy, like a parent croons to a sleepy child.

Elin Jeeeeeean! the selkies sing. Elin Jeeeeeean!

Clear as the broonie lights and no mistake, the selkies are calling my name.

Elin Jeeeeeeean! They sing, Elin Jeeeeeean!

Yes, I hear you. I’m coming. Wait for me.

Then I am dancing, my feet leaping over the crofthouse floor. I am alone in the
room and yet I feel as though hundreds of selkies are dancing with me. This sense
of them beside me is so overpowering, I stop for a moment to look for them. But
I am alone in the room, shards of broken dishes lining the walls of the room
where they fell.

Selkie cries pummel the crofthouse, high-pitched and insistent. Glowing coals
from the hearth cast shadows on the walls and the earthen floor. Wavering in the

firelight, the images sharpen into focus until they are recognizable—ocean waves
and nimble fish, sailing boats and the rocks of the skerrie—pictures of land and
sea merge in a mural etched onto the walls of the house.

As I drink in the surprising sight, the unmistakable shapes of three selkies become
visible on the floor at my feet. Their bodies form a rough circle, but they look
away from each other, pointing in different directions—east, west and south. The
selkies are delicately rendered, gently sloping snouts, tail flippers rich with detail,
even their pelts look real. As I stare at the images, the selkie singing sweetens
into a lullaby, and my name forms the lyrics. In the center of the circle another
image slowly emerges, the outline of a slender girl who points north.

Her hands are webbed.

Elin Jeeeean! The girl in the circle reaches out her arms to the selkies that
surround her. I’ll watch over you, she says, I’ll keep you safe.

My name rolls like the waves until the house is fairly bursting with the sound of
it. Eeeelin Jeeeeean, the selkies sing, and my arms are drawn toward the sea,
languid in the warm night.

Find it, the selkies sing, you must find it.

Find what? Giddy God, what do the selkies want?

My arms are drawn

toward the sea, languid

in the warm night.
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Despite all the stories, Prince Sigismund had never seen any sign that there
might be a castle hidden in the forbidden Wood, not even a glimpse of the
topmost spire of some tall tower. Now, however, he found himself haunted by the
tale of the enchanted sleep. He would think about it while the summer heat
swam in the languid air, and wonder what it would be like in a castle where
everyone was asleep—and had been sleeping for close to a hundred years.

It would be very quiet, Sigismund thought, and very, very still. No fly would buzz
or bird sing, fluttering from tree to wall. No horse would stamp or swish its tail in
the stable, no dog would bark. He wondered too about the birthday feast set out
on the long tables, and the guests gathered in their finery. Would the dust of years
have settled on the food until it shriveled and disappeared, or did the
enchantment keep it as fresh as the moment it was first set out? And what of the
guests? Were they sleeping in their chairs, in the same position as when the
enchantment fell, or had their heads fallen forward onto the table?

The atmosphere would be eerie, Sigismund
decided, and not a little sad, with that whole
glowing, beautiful gathering fallen, between one
breath and the next, into the magic sleep. He
could picture it all in his mind: the King and
Queen on their golden thrones with pages and
ladies-in-waiting sleeping around them, while
courtiers leaned against walls, or sprawled on the
floor. The only person he could not visualize was

the princess herself. Every time he tried to imagine her, he saw a spiral staircase
instead, with its wrought iron balustrade winding up, and then up again, into a
shimmering, golden mist. But there was never any sign of the princess, or what
lay at the top.

It was very odd, Sigismund thought, almost as strange as the idea of a whole
palace falling asleep at all. He found it hard to imagine his own, grey castle falling
into an enchanted sleep, especially when he listened to its bustle. People were
constantly going in and out of its many doors, pursuing all the work that kept the

It would take a very

powerful spell indeed

. . . to make a whole

castle fall asleep.
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I’m always amazed by the power of a fairy tale and the many ways it
can be told and retold. And just when you think you’ve read every
possible variation on a story, some wonderful new author arrives to
spin it afresh and make it new again.

Such was the pleasure of reading Helen Lowe’s remarkable
Thornspell—a new take on the Sleeping Beauty story—for the first
time. By approaching the story from the point of view of the prince
who is destined to wake the sleeping princess, she found a whole new

way to send shivers up my spine. Her language is rich and romantic and there is a perfect,
magical kiss at the end. But this is also very much a prince’s tale. It’s a swashbuckling story,
filled with sword fights and danger and dragons that will keep readers hearts racing.

It’s a thrill to find such an enchanting new perspective on a classic old tale. Enjoy!

—Nancy Siscoe
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household running: the food growing and preparation, the cleaning and dusting
and laundering. Servants called out to each other, clattering up and down stairs,
banging doors open and closed and jeering at the men-at-arms, who of course
jeered back when they were not drilling in the courtyard or patrolling the walls.
It would take a very powerful spell indeed, Sigismund thought, to make a whole
castle fall asleep.

He said as much one afternoon, when Sir Andreas came to visit him. He was
feeling drowsy, and the words were out of his mouth before he realized their
implication. “Now who,” the steward said sharply, “has been telling you stories of
a sleeping castle?”
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Recent Notable Debuts

“Winner of Delacorte’s 2006 first YA novel
contest, this thoughtful, evenly paced tale
focuses on one high schooler’s world and 

all that’s frustratingly wrong with it.”
—Publishers Weekly

“Debut novelist Crane has a pleasing and
polished style, and the book authentically
reflects the galvanizing effect an outsider’s

positive opinion can have on the 
changing teen self-image.”

—The Bulletin

“Often lovely prose . . . make[s] it clear why 
this won the 2006 Delacorte Press Contest 

for a First Young Adult Novel.”
—Kirkus Reviews

★ “Padian’s debut novel introduces a quirky and
refreshing character. . . .  Forceful and heart-
warming, this coming-of-age story examines
what happens when old friends are outgrown

and loved ones are no longer there to lean on.”
—Publishers Weekly, Starred

“Chapter titles consisting of vocabulary 
words that Brett uses to describe her various
emotional states (“apoplectic,” “foreboding,”

“unprecedented,” “surreal”) give hints of things
to come, but it is Padian’s fully developed

characters and ear for teenage voices that make
this a story that will resonate with anyone who
has ever felt isolated in the middle of a crowd.”

—School Library Journal

Recent Notable Debuts

“With its striking setting and diverse cast 
of well-developed characters, Gallagher’s

debut—like Alice—shines.”
—VOYA

“The author’s voice is strong—
she bears watching.”

—Publishers Weekly

“A fine beginning.”—KLIATT

“Why You Should Read It: Let’s admit it! 
Guys can be a mystery! . . . You also have 

had to deal with a guy friend who wanted to
cross over to ‘boyfriend status,’ or had a 
guy friend you wished would want to!”

—Justine Magazine

“Elegant, unsentimental prose. . . . Don’t 
let your kids keep this book to themselves.”

—People

“Flowing eloquent prose . . . this engrossing 
and haunting tale will not let the reader go.”

—Kirkus Reviews

“Gephart . . . successfully captures life in the
public eye. She delivers a diverting story that also

gives readers an intelligent look at primaries,
caucuses and nominating conventions.”

—Publishers Weekly

“The girl’s concern for her mother’s safety 
is tender and adds an exciting mystery and

climax to an already compelling story.”
—School Library Journal

“[The] story is developed with skill, 
attention to detail, and poignancy.”

—Booklist

“A deftly crafted story of family love and 
human connection.”—The Bulletin

“Fabulous debut.”—Kirkus Reviews
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Recent Notable Debuts Recent Notable Debuts

★ “Beautifully realized 
account of one girl’s loss 
of innocence, and her 

resilient recovery.” 
—Publishers Weekly, Starred

“Elegant, unsentimental 
prose. . . . Don’t let your 

kids keep this book 
to themselves.”

—People

“Flowing eloquent 
prose . . . this engrossing 
and haunting tale will 
not let the reader go.”

—Kirkus Reviews 
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Teen Book Honor Book

★ “Superbly crafted.”
—School Library Journal, Starred

★ “A moving first novel . . .
readers will quickly 
become absorbed.”

—Publishers Weekly, Starred

“[The] story is developed 
with skill, attention to 
detail, and poignancy.”

—Booklist

“A deftly crafted story 
of family love and 

human connection.”
—The Bulletin

“Fabulous debut.”
—Kirkus Reviews

Ranked #6 on 
Entertainment Weekly’s

Fiction Books of 
the Year List

★ “A biting and witty 
high-school satire.”

—Kirkus Reviews

“The author’s biting 
humor and skillful 

connection of events 
will keep pages turning.”

—Publishers Weekly

★ “This dazzling novel 
will linger long in 

readers’ memories.”
—School Library Journal

A Newbery Honor Book

★ “A masterful picture.”
—School Library Journal, Starred

★ “Engaging . . . a richly
textured novel full of

memorable characters.”
—Booklist, Starred

“This fine offering may 
well inspire readers to find 
out more about their own

family histories.”
—Kirkus Reviews

“Hattie’s strength and
intelligence, her courage 
and loyal friendship make 

her a real hero . . . 
moving and inspiring.”

—KLIATT

“Absorbing. Young readers 
will find this a journey 

worth taking.”
—Publishers Weekly

“It’s a great credit to first-time
author Rebecca Stead that 
the reader quickly begins to
accept the frosty alternative

reality . . . and to chear 
for Thea’s daring, 

expansionist vision.”
—The Wall Street Journal

“Engrossing . . . a mix 
of science, suspense, 

and adventure.”
—The New York Post

“With so many kids and
grown-ups worried about the

environment, First Light is 
a great discussion starter.”

—The Washington Post

“First time author Barnes’s
upbeat yet haunting novel
about being the new kid in

school will likely grab readers
with its clever, original twist.”

—Publishers Weekly

“A well-balanced blend of 
fast-moving fantasy and 
light, playful chick-lit.”

—Kirkus Reviews
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