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INTRODUCTION

I’m often asked which is my favourite book and, outside the Alex Rider series, this is probably it.

The Switch was one of the last books that were directly inspired by my own childhood – the others were Groosham Grange and Granny. All three of them have a lot of the same ingredients: rich parents, unhappy heroes, peculiar nannies, horrible schools and lots of bizarre jokes.

Spurling, the chauffeur in the book, is based on a rather dangerous-looking man called Bob who used to drive my father around. Mitzy, the housekeeper, is a jokey version of my own nanny whose name was Miss FitzGerald but who was always called Fitzy. My mother had a really savage and unpleasant German Shepherd called Major. He appears here as Vicious. And Snatchmore Hall, though exaggerated, is based on the house where I was brought up – White Friars in Stanmore.

I suppose that makes Tad Spencer, whose underpants snap during the headmaster’s speech, a version of … me! Re-reading the book, I notice that he has black hair and brown eyes. He eats too much. He plays Scrabble with his mother. It’s all horribly accurate and if I hadn’t written it myself, I’d sue.

But then the story was inspired by a feeling that I often had when I was about eleven years old. Stuck in the misery of north London’s very own Guantanamo Bay – a particularly nasty boarding school called Orley Farm – I often used to dream of running away and there were many, many moments when I would wish I was someone else.

This is what happens to Tad at the start of the story. The only difference is that – through a mechanism that is never properly explained – in his case it actually happens.

The Switch is a body-swap book and I should say at once that it’s not an entirely original idea. There was a famous film when I was young called Vice Versa in which a father swaps bodies with his son … it was later remade as Freaky Friday. People have swapped bodies in books, on television and even in graphic novels.

I’d wanted to do a body-swap story for a long time but I knew I couldn’t write one until I came up with a completely original angle. And then one day, I happened to pass one of those trendy “green” cosmetic shops – selling soaps, perfumes, candles and all the rest of it – and I noticed a sign in the window. NONE OF OUR PRODUCTS ARE TESTED ON ANIMALS. At that moment, the whole rest of the book popped into my head and I knew I had to sit down and write it.

The reason why I like the book so much, and what makes it different from anything I’d written before, is the character of the two boys – Tad Spencer and Bob Snarby. I love everything about Bob from his dishonesty and his unhygienic lifestyle to his completely revolting parents … there are very few parents in my books but Eric and Doll strike me as a perfect couple and I was determined not to kill them off in the end. One of the things you may notice in this book is that all the good people are villains and all the villains are actually quite nice – which I suppose is also part of the “switch”.

But Tad and Bob are harder to pin down. Both of them change during the story and both of them discover that there are huge advantages to not being themselves. In a strange way, I don’t think I could have ever created Alex Rider without writing The Switch first. Because as the story progresses, and despite all the fantastic things, the two boys become more and more real. Look at the scene in Chapter 8 when they finally meet. I think they’re my first believable heroes and the last chapter – “Together” – has a real sadness and seriousness about it. It suggested to me that I could write a completely new, more emotional book if I wanted to. And the one that I wrote next was Stormbreaker.

It’s strange to think that I wrote The Switch more than twelve years ago. So much has happened since then. But as I began by saying, it’s still one of my favourites and I’m very glad that you’ve bought it. At least, I assume that you’ve bought it. If you’re just reading this in the shop, it’ll cost you less than a packet of Eric Snarby’s cigarettes and it won’t give you bad breath or cancer – so give it a try!

Anthony Horowitz
    December 2008


BEAUTIFUL WORLD

The white Rolls Royce made no sound as it sped along the twisting country road. It was the middle of summer and the grass was high, speckled with wild poppies and daisies. Sunlight danced in the air. But the single passenger in the back of the car saw none of it. His head was buried in a book: My 100 Favourite Equations. As he flicked a page, he popped another cherry marzipan chocolate into his mouth, the fourteenth he had eaten since Ipswich. The automatic window slid open and yet another chocolate wrapper was whipped away by the wind. It twisted briefly in the air, then fell. By the time it hit the ground, the Rolls was already out of sight. And Thomas Arnold David Spencer was a little nearer home.

Thomas Arnold David – Tad for short – was thirteen years old, dressed in grey trousers that were a little too tight for him, a striped tie and blue blazer. He had short black hair, rather too neatly combed, and deep brown eyes. He was returning home from Beton College on this, the first day of the summer holidays. It was typical of Tad that he should have started his homework already. Tad loved homework. He was only sorry he hadn’t been given more.

The Rolls Royce paused in front of a set of wrought-iron gates. There was a click and the gates began to open automatically. At the same time, a video camera set on a high brick wall swivelled round to watch the new arrival with a blank, hostile eye. Beyond the gates, a long drive stretched out for almost half a mile between lawns that had been rolled perfectly flat. Two swans circled on a glistening pond, watching the Rolls as it continued forward. It passed a rose garden, a vegetable garden, a croquet lawn, a tennis court and a heated swimming pool. At last it stopped in front of the fantastic pile that was Snatchmore Hall, home of the Spencer family. Tad had arrived.

The chauffeur, a large, ugly man with hooded eyes, crumpled cheeks and a small, snub nose, got out of the car and held the door open for Tad. “Glad to be home, Master Spencer?”

“Yes, thank you, Spurling.” Tad’s voice was flat, almost emotionless. “Rather.”

“I’ll take your cases to your room, Master Spencer.”

“Thank you, Spurling. Just leave them on the bed.”

Tad went over to the swimming pool, where a bored-looking woman was lying on a sunlounger, gazing at herself intently in a small mirror. This was his mother, Lady Geranium Spencer.

“Good afternoon, Mother,” Tad said. He knew not to kiss her. It would have ruined her make-up.

“Oh hello, dear.” His mother sighed. “Is it the holidays already?”

“Yes.”

“Oh. I thought it was next week. What do you think of the nose?”

“It’s jolly good, Mother. They’ve moved it a little, haven’t they?”

“Yes. Just a teensy-weensy bit to the left.” Lady Spencer had visited no fewer than six plastic surgeons that summer and each one of them had operated on her nose, trying to give her the exact look she required. Now she was sure she had at last got it right. The only trouble was that she wasn’t allowed to sneeze until Christmas. “How was school, darling?” she asked, putting the mirror away.

“It was fine, thank you, Mother. I came first in French, English, Chemistry, Maths and Latin. Second in Ancient Greek and Geography. Third in…”

“Ah! Here’s Mitzy with the tea!” his mother interrupted, stifling a yawn. “Just what I fancied. A teensy-weensy tea.”

The front door of the house had opened and a trolley, piled high with cakes and sandwiches, had appeared, seemingly moving by itself. As it drew closer, however, a tiny woman could be seen behind it, wearing a black dress with a white apron. This was Mitzy, the family’s servant for the past forty years.

“Hello, Master Tad!” she gurgled breathlessly as she heaved the trolley to a halt. It was so heavy it had left deep tyre-tracks across the lawn.

“Hello, Mitzy.” Tad smiled at her. “How are you?”

“I can’t complain, Master Tad.”

“And Bitzy?” This was Mitzy’s husband. His real name was Ernest but he had been given his nickname after he’d been blown to pieces by a faulty gas main.

“He’s still in hospital.” Mitzy sighed. “I’m seeing him on Sunday.”

“Well, do give him my regards,” Tad said cheerfully, helping himself to a smoked salmon roll.

Mitzy limped back to the house while Tad ate. Lady Spencer cast a critical eye at her son. “Have you put on weight?” she asked.

“Just a little, Mumsy. I’m afraid you’re going to have to buy me a completely new uniform for next term. This one’s much too tight.”

“What a bore! That’s the third this year.”

“I know. The elastic on my underpants snapped during the headmaster’s speech. It was rather embarrassing…”

Just then there was a loud bark and a dog bounded across the lawn towards Tad and his mother. It was a Dalmatian – you could easily tell that from its black and white coat – but it was like no Dalmatian you had ever seen.

For a start it was huge. Its teeth were incredibly sharp and its mouth, instead of grinning in the friendly way ordinary Dalmatians do, was twisted in an ugly frown. The reason for all this was that the Spencers had taken the unfortunate dog to a vet who had turned it into a killing machine, filing down both its teeth and its claws until they were needle-sharp. The last burglar who had tried to break in had needed 107 stitches when Vicious had finished with him. In the end the police surgeon had run out of thread and had been forced to use glue.

But Vicious recognized Tad. Panting and whimpering, the dog sat down and raised a paw, its eyes fixed on the tea trolley.

“Hello, Vicious. How are you?” Tad reached out with an éclair. The dog leapt up and half of Tad’s arm disappeared down its throat as Vicious sucked the éclair free.

“You spoil that dog,” his mother remarked.

After tea, Tad went up to his room, taking the elevator to the third floor. Spurling had carried his cases up and Mrs O’Blimey, the Irish housekeeper, had already unpacked them. Tad sat down on his four-poster bed and looked around him contentedly. Everything was where it should be. There were his two computers and fourteen shelves of computer games. There was his portable television plugged into his own video recorder and satellite system. His favourite books (Dickens and Shakespeare) bound in leather and gold, stretched out in a long line over his butterfly collection, his stereo and interactive CD system and his tank of rare tropical fish. Then there were nine wardrobes containing his clothes and next to them a door leading into his private bathroom, sauna and Jacuzzi.

Tad stretched out his arms and smiled. He had the whole summer holiday to look forward to. As well as the country house in Suffolk, there was the villa in the South of France, the penthouse in New York and the mews house in Knightsbridge, just round the corner from Harrods. He unbuttoned his jacket and took it off, letting it fall to the floor. Mrs O’Blimey could pick it up later. It was time for dinner. And soon his father would be home.

In fact Sir Hubert Spencer didn’t get in until after nine o’clock. He was a large, imposing man with wavy silver hair and purple blotches in his cheeks, nose and hands. He was dressed, as always, in a plain black suit cut from the very finest material. As he strode into the room and sat down he pulled out an antique pocket watch and glanced at the face.

“Good evening, Tad,” he said. “Good to see you. Now. I can give you nine and a half minutes…”

“Gosh! Thank you, Father.”

Tad was delighted. He knew that his Father was a busy man. In fact, business ruled his life. Ten years ago, Sir Hubert Spencer had set up a chain of shops that now stretched across England, Europe and America. The shops were called simply “Beautiful World” and sold soaps, shampoos, body lotions, sun creams, vitamins, minerals, herbs and spices … everything to make you feel beautiful inside and out. What made these shops special, however, was that the ingredients for many of the products came from the Third World – yak’s milk from the mountain villages of Tibet, for example, or crushed orchids from the tropical rain forests of Sumatra. And all the shops carried a notice in large letters in the window:


NONE OF OUR PRODUCTS
ARE TESTED ON ANIMALS



Sir Hubert had realized that people not only wanted to look good, they wanted to feel good too. And the better they felt, the more they would spend and the richer he would become.

Sir Hubert never stopped. He was always developing new products, finding new ingredients, dreaming up new advertising ideas, selling more products. It was said that while he was being knighted by the queen, two years before, he had managed to sell her ten gallons of face-cream and a lifetime’s supply of Japanese seaweed shampoo. He had appeared on the front page of all the newspapers after that. Because, despite his great wealth, Sir Hubert was very popular. “Good old Sir Hubert!” people would shout out if they saw him in the street. “He may be stinking rich, but he’s all right.”

The reason for this popularity – and also for his knighthood – was his charity work. At about the same time that he had set up Beautiful World he had started a charity called ACID. This stood for The Association for Children in Distress and was based in London. ACID aimed to help all the young people who had run away or been abandoned in the city, giving them shelter and providing them with food or clothes. Tad himself had donated two pairs of socks and a Mars bar to the charity. He was very proud of his father and dreamed of the day when, maybe, he would be knighted too.

“Sorry I’m late,” Sir Hubert announced now as he sat himself down in his favourite armchair beside the fire with Vicious curled up at his feet. “We’ve got problems with our new Peruvian cocoa-leaf bubble bath. Not enough bubbles. We may have to do more tests…” He turned to Spurling, who was standing beside him. “Have you poured me a brandy, Spurling?”

“Yes, Sir Hubert.”

“Have you warmed it for me?”

“Yes, Sir Hubert.”

“Well, you can drink it for me too. I haven’t got time.”

“Certainly, Sir Hubert.” Taking the glass, the chauffeur bowed and left the room.

Sir Hubert turned to Tad, who was playing Scrabble with Lady Spencer. Tad was a little annoyed. He had a seven-letter word but unfortunately it was in Ancient Greek. “So, Tad,” he exclaimed. “How was school?”

“Jolly good, Father. I came first in French, English, Chemistry, Maths and Latin. Second in…”

“That’s the spirit!” Sir Hubert interrupted. “Now. What have you got planned for the summer holiday?”

“Well, I was thinking about going on safari in Africa, Father.”

“Didn’t you do that last holidays?”

“Yes. But it was rather fun. One of the guides got eaten by a tiger. I got some great photos.”

“I thought you wanted to go to the Red Sea.”

“We could do that afterwards, Father.”

“Oh – all right.” Sir Hubert turned to his wife. “You’d better take the boy to Harrods and get him some tropical clothes,” he said. “Oh – and some scuba-diving lessons.”

“And there is one other thing, Father.”

“What’s that, Tad?” There was a jangling sound from Sir Hubert’s top pocket and he pulled out one of his mobile phones. “Could you hold the line, please,” he said. “I’ll be with you in ninety-three seconds.”

Tad took a deep breath. “Rupert said he’d come up this week. You know – he’s my best friend. And we thought we might go to Maple Towers together.”

“Maple Towers?”

“It’s that new theme park that’s just opened. It’s got an amazing new ride – the Monster. Apparently it’s almost impossible to go on it without being sick…”

“A theme park?” Sir Hubert considered, then shook his head. “No. I don’t think so.”

“What?” Tad stared at his father. Perhaps unsurprisingly “no” was his least favourite word.

“No, Tad. These theme parks seem very vulgar to me. Why don’t you go horse-racing at Ascot?”

“I’ll do that too, Father.”

“What about flying lessons? You’ve hardly touched that two-seater plane I bought you…”

“I will, Father, but…”

“No. I don’t want you going on those rides. They’re dangerous and they’re noisy. And all those people! You’re a sensitive boy, Tad. I’m sure they’re not good for you.”

“But, Father! Mother…!”

“I have to agree with your father,” Lady Spencer said. She looked at her Scrabble letters which she had been studying for the past ten minutes. “Is Zimpy a word?” she asked.

Tad was in a bad mood when he went to bed. Dressed in his brand new silk pyjamas, he flicked off the light and slid himself between the crisply laundered Irish linen sheets. The trouble was that he was a boy who had everything. And he was used to having everything. He expected it.

“It’s not fair,” he muttered. His head sank back into his goose-feather pillow. Moonlight slid across the wall and onto his pale, scowling face. “Why can’t I go to the theme park? Why can’t I do what I want to do?”

Suddenly Snatchmore Hall seemed like a prison to him. His parents, his great wealth, his school and his surroundings were just the shackles that bound him and he wanted none of it.

“I wish I was somebody else,” he muttered to himself.

And 127 million light years away, a star that had been burning white suddenly glowed green, just for a few seconds, before burning white again.

But Thomas Arnold David Spencer hadn’t seen it. He was already asleep.


THE CARAVAN

Tad knew something was wrong before he’d even opened his eyes.

First there was the sound, a metallic pattering that seemed to be all around him: frozen peas falling on a tin plate. That was what had woken him up. At the same time he became aware of the smell. It was a horrible smell – damp and dirty – and the worst thing was that it seemed to be coming from him. He moved slightly and that was when he knew that something had happened to the bed too. The sheets were wrinkled and rubbed against his skin like old newspaper. And the pillow…?

Tad opened his eyes. His face was half buried in a pillow so utterly disgusting that he was almost sick. It was completely shapeless, stuffed with what felt like old rags. It had no cover and, though it might once have been white, it was now stained with dried-up puddles of sweat and saliva, various shades of yellow and brown. Tad pushed it off his face, gasping for air.

He looked up, staring through the grey light. But what he saw made no sense. His brain couldn’t take it in. He lay there, unable to move.

Instead of the chandelier that should be hanging over his bed, there was a neon tube with a tangle of naked wires twisting out of a broken plastic fitting. The sound of the frozen peas, he now realized, was rain hitting the walls and the ceiling. He was lying in a small bed in the corner of a small room in … it had to be a caravan. He could tell from the shape of the walls. There was a window with no curtains but he couldn’t see out because the glass was the frosted sort that you sometimes get in bathrooms or toilets. The room was very cold. Tad drew his legs up and the bed creaked and groaned.

The room was only a little larger than the bed itself, divided from the rest of the caravan by a plastic-covered wall with a door. Somebody had left some clothes crumpled in a heap on the floor. A pair of torn and soiled jeans poked out from a tangle of T-shirts, socks and underwear. There were also some comics, a battered ghetto-blaster and a few toys, broken, missing their batteries.

How had he got here? Tad tried to think, tried to remember. He had gone to bed like he always did. Nothing had happened. So how…? There could only be one answer. He had been kidnapped. That had to be it. Someone had broken into Snatchmore Hall getting past the wall, the moat, the security system and the dog, had drugged him while he was asleep and kidnapped him. He had read about this sort of thing happening. His father would have to pay some money – a ransom – but that was no problem because Sir Hubert had lots of money. And then he would be allowed to go home.

The more Tad thought about it, the more relieved he became. In fact, it was almost exciting. He’d be on the television and in all the newspapers: MILLIONAIRE’S SON IN RANSOM DEMAND, BOY HERO RETURNS HOME SAFE. That would certainly be something to tell them when he got back to school! And when the kidnappers were finally caught (as of course they would be), he would have to go to court. He would be the star witness!

Tad glanced at his watch, wondering what time it was. The watch was gone. That didn’t surprise him. It was a Rolex, solid gold, with built-in calendar, calculator and colour TV. His mother had given it to him a year ago to thank him for tidying his room when Mrs O’Blimey was off sick. The wretched kidnappers must have taken it. (They also seemed to have taken his silk pyjamas – he was wearing only pants and a black T-shirt that was several sizes too big.) Tad lowered his hand – then raised it again. Was he going mad … or was his wrist thinner than it had been? With an uneasy feeling in his stomach, he closed his third finger and his thumb in a circle around where his watch had once been. They met.

Tad began to tremble. How long had he been in the caravan? Could it have been weeks – even months? How had he managed to lose so much weight?

Cautiously, he swung himself out of the bed. His bare feet came to rest on a carpet so old and dirty that it was impossible to tell what colour it had once been. The smell of stale cigarette smoke hung in the air. Tip-toeing, one step at a time, he crossed the room, making for the door.

His hand – the hand was thinner too, just like his wrist – closed round the doorknob and slowly he turned it. The door was unlocked. Tad opened it and stepped into a second room, larger than the first and shrouded in darkness.

This room was dominated by a large, fold-down bed – he could just make out its shape as his eyes got used to the gloom – and now he realized there were two people inside it, buried beneath a blanket that rose and fell as they breathed. One of the figures was snoring loudly. Tad was sure it was a woman. Her breath was rattling at the back of her throat like a cat-flap in the wind. The man next to her muttered something in his sleep and turned over, dragging the cover with him. The woman, still asleep, groaned and pulled it back again. Tad stepped forward, his foot just missing an empty whisky bottle on the floor. The wall on the other side of the room was nothing more than a ragged curtain, hanging on a rail. He had to get to it before the two people – his kidnappers – woke up.

He forced himself to take it slowly, making no sound. He was helped at least by the rain. It was coming down more heavily now, striking the metal skin of the caravan and echoing throughout, the noise masking the sound of his own footsteps as he edged round the bed. At last he reached the curtain. He padded at the material until he found a gap and, with a surge of relief, passed through.

He found himself now in the third and last section of the caravan. It was without doubt the most disgusting part of all.

It was a kitchen, shower and toilet combined, with all the different articles of those rooms jumbled up together. There were dirty pots and pans stacked up in the shower and used, soggy towels next to the sink. A roll of toilet paper had unspooled itself over the oven and there were two grimy bars of soap, a razor and a toothbrush on the hob. Unwashed plates, thick with food from supper the night before, lay waiting on a shelf over the toilet while the oven door hung open to reveal two flannels, a sponge shaped like a duck and a hairbrush that was matted with curling black hair. All the walls and the ceiling were coated with grease and there were pools of water and more hair on the floor. Tad was amazed that anyone could live like this. But it wasn’t his problem. He just wanted to get out.

And there was the front door! He was amazed that it was as easy as this. All he had to do was get out the door and run. He would make it to the nearest telephone and call the police. Tad took one step forward. And that was when he saw the other boy.

The boy was thin and pale and about a year younger than Tad. He had long fair hair that hung in greasy strands over a rather sickly looking face dotted with acne. His right ear was pierced twice with a silver ring and a stud shaped like a crescent moon. The boy could have been handsome. He had bright blue eyes, full lips and a long, slender neck. But he looked hungry and dirty and there was something about his expression that was pinched and mean. Right now he was standing outside the caravan, staring at Tad through a small window.

Tad opened his mouth to cry out. The boy did the same.

And that was when Tad knew, with a sense of terror, that he wasn’t looking at a window. He was looking at a mirror. And it wasn’t a boy standing outside the caravan. It was his reflection!

It was him!

Tad stared at himself in the mirror, watched his mouth open to scream. And he did scream – a scream that wasn’t even his voice. His hands grabbed hold of his T-shirt and pulled it away from him as if he could somehow separate himself from the body that was beneath it.

His body.

Him.

Impossible!

“Whass all this racket, then? Whass going on?”

Tad spun round and saw that the curtain had been pulled back. Before him stood a man, wearing a pair of stained pyjama trousers but no top. His naked stomach was dangling over the waistband, a nasty rash showing round the belly button. The man’s face was pale and bony and covered with a gingery stubble that matched what was left of his hair. His eyes were half-closed. One of them had a sty bulging red and swollen under the lid. There was a cigarette dangling from his lips and Tad realized with a shiver of disgust that he must have slept with it there all night.

“Who are you?” Tad gasped.

“Whaddya mean who am I? What the devil are you talking about?”

“Please. I want to go home…”

The man stared at Tad as if trying to work him out. Then suddenly he seemed to understand. A slow, nasty smile spread across his face, making the cigarette twitch. “You been at the glue again,” he muttered.

“What?” Tad’s legs were giving away beneath him. He had to lean against the wall. Then a voice called out from the other side of the curtain. “Eric? What is it?” It was a woman’s voice, loud and shrill.

“It’s Bob. ’e’s been sniffing the glue again. I reckon ’e’s ’ad an ’ole tube full. And now ’e doesn’t know ’oo ’e is or where ’e is.”

“Well, slap some sense into ’im and throw ’im in the shower,” the voice cried out. “I want my breakfast.”

“I’m not Bob,” Tad whimpered. “There’s been a mistake.”

But before he could go on, the man had grabbed hold of him, one hand closing around his throat. “There was a mistake all right!” the man snarled. “And what was it? Bostik? Araldite? Well, you’d better get your head in order, you little worm. ’cos it’s your turn to wash up and make the breakfast!” And with that, the man threw Tad roughly into the corner, spat out the cigarette and went back into the bedroom, drawing the curtain behind him.

Tad stayed where he was for a long time. His heart was racing so fast that he could hardly breathe. He looked at his hands again, his stomach, his legs. With trembling fingers, he touched his cheeks, his eyebrows, his hair, tugged at the two pins in his right ear. He let his hands fall and gazed at his palms. He knew, even without understanding why, that he had never seen those hands before. They weren’t his hands.

Somehow, something horrible had happened. He had gone to sleep as Tad. But he had woken up as Bob.

A few minutes later the curtain was drawn back and a woman came out.

She was one of the ugliest women Tad had ever seen. For a start, she was so fat that the caravan rocked when she moved. Her legs, swathed in black stockings, were thin at the ankles but thicker than tree-trunks by the time they disappeared into her massive, exploding bottom. She had arms like hams in a butcher’s shop and as for her face, it was so fat that it seemed to have swallowed itself. Her squat nose, narrow eyes and bright red lips had sunk into flabby folds of flesh. Her hair was black and tightly permed. She wore heavy plastic earrings, a wooden necklace and a variety of metal bangles, brooches and rings.

She took one look at Tad and shook her head. The earrings rattled. “Gawd’s truth!” she muttered to herself. Then suddenly she lashed out with her foot. Tad cried aloud as her shoe caught him on the hip. “All right, you,” the woman exclaimed. “If you’re not going to ’elp, you can clear out. Go out and be sick or something. That’ll sort you out.”

“Please…” Tad began, getting to his feet.

“I told you that glue was no good for you. But would you listen? No! You get yourself dressed…” The woman snatched a handful of clothes from the top of the fridge and threw them at Tad. “Now get out, Bob. I don’t wanna see you again until you got yourself sorted.”

“No. You don’t understand…”

But the woman had clenched her fist and Tad realized she didn’t want to know. Clutching the clothes, he scrabbled for the door, found the handle and turned it. Behind the woman, the man had appeared, now wearing a knitted shirt and jeans and smoking a fresh cigarette. He saw what was happening and laughed. “You show ’im, Doll!” he called out.

“Shut up!” his wife replied.

Tad fell through the door and into his new world.
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Telegraph

(GROOSHAM GRANGE
‘AND RETURN TO GROOSHAM GRANGE
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Welcome to Echo Falls,
home of a thousand
secrets... and home to
Ingrid Levin-Hill, the
wi's very own teenage
sherlock Holmes...

Amajor new New York Times
bestselling detective series
from Stephen King's “favourite
American suspense novelist”.

“One walloping good suspense
yarn... T couldmt put it down
and go to bed until I'd finished
the last fifty pages.”

Stephen King

« DOWN THE RABBIT HOLE
« BEHIND THE CURTAIN
« INTO THE DARK

THE ECHO FALLS TRILOGY BY PETER ABRAHAMS
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Three rollicking
adventures full of mystery
ingredients, international
conspiracics, thrilling
chases and extraordinary

powers.
ic
mh
“With my power 1 could do 1
what I wanted. Get whatever 1
wanted... Anything.”

“Then 1 did the Thing.. The
Thing 1 did when my side was
losingand needed to score. The
Thing that I had been able to do
ever since 1 could remember.”

www.brianfalkner.co.nz

"THE REAL THING, THE SUPER FREAK
'AND THE FLEA THING BY BRIAN FALKNER
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The second tide in the compelling paranormal
mystery trilogy.

Rachel and Adam are playing with fire...

After theirharrowing escape from the sinister village of
Triskellion, Rachel and Adam had hoped theirtroubles
wete over. Instead, betrayed by the one person they
believed they could trust, they fall into the hands of the
mysterious Project Hope - an organization claiming to
conduct archaeological research. When Rachel makes
a shocking discovery in a secret autopsy suite, she
realizes they need to get out - and fast! Pursued across
Burope, the twins will need every ounce of courage to
stay alive

TRISKELLION 2: THE BURNING BY WILL PETERSON
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OTHER BOOKS BY ANTHONY HOROWITZ

ANTHONY

HOROWITZ

GRANNY.

e’

He could se it in the wicked glimmer in her eyes in the
halfrned corner of her mouth. And it was so strong so
horrible that he shivered. She was evil,

Joe Warden isn't happy. He has rich, uncaring parents
and he's virtually a prisoner in the huge family
mansion, Thattlebee Hall. But his real problem is
his granny. Not only is she physically repulsive and
unbelievably mean, she seems to have some secret
planand that plan involves him! Can he thwart her evil
scheme before he’s turned into neoplasmic slime?

“Wickedly funny.” The Daily Telegraph

“A hoot... Anthony Horowitz has created a scary and
unmissable old hag” The Daily Mail

GRANNY
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Meet Tim
Diamond,

the world's worst

private detective, and his
quick-thinking wisecracking
younger brother Nick!

“His first job was to find some.
richlady’s pedigree Siamesecat.
He managed to run it over on
the way to see her. The second
job was a divorce case - which
‘you may think is run-ofthe-mill
until 1 tell you that the clients
were perfectly happily married
until he came along.. There
hadn't been a third case.”

Collect all 7 hilarious
Diamond Brothers
investigations!

THE DIAMOND BROTHERS SERIES
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ANTHONY HOROWITZ

WALKER
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London is dirty, distant and dangerous .. but that's
where orphan Tom Falconer is heading. And he’s got
a whole assortment of vicious criminals hot on his
heels.

Tom is helpless and alone until he meets Moll
Cutpurse, a thirteen-year-old pickpocket. Together the
two of them find themselves chased across the city by
the murderous Ratsey. But it's only on the first night of
a new play - The Devil and his Boy - that Tom realizes
the fate of the Queen and indeed the entire country
rests in his hands.

All the pace, excitement and last minute escapes
readers expect from an Anthony Horowitz novel are
here, in a vivid and realistic Elizabethan setting

THE DEVIL AND His Boy






OEBPS/images/p188-1.png
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BURIED: the bodies ... the secrets .. the TRUTH

Rachel and Adam are sent to stay with their
grandmother, following their parents’ divorce. But the
quiet English village is a sinister, unsettling place. Is
there a dark heart beating beneath the thatched roofs
of Triskellion? It is a place protected by an ancient,
three-bladed artefact; a village where crops never fail
and where the war memorial is blank; a community
with much to protect. With the help of the mysterious
Gabriel, Rachel and Adam begin to unearth centuries-
old secrets and make a shocking revelation about their
family’s past - and their own future.

TRISKELLION BY WILL PETERSON
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Alex Rider

- you're never
too young to
die.

“Horowitzis pure class, stylish
but action-packed ... being
James Bond inminiatureis way
cooler than being a wizard."
The Daily Mirror

“Explosive, thrilling, action-
packed - meet Alex Rider.”
The Guardian

“The perfect hero ... genuine 21st
century stuff”
The Daily Telegraph

Look out for the explosive cighth mission in the
internationally bestselling Alex Rider series -
coming later thi

yeart

wwiw.alexrider.com

THE ALEX RIDER SERIES






