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The Bogeyman isall too real in thisfantasy Publishers Weekly calls
“energetic and absorbing.”

Nin Redstone wakes up to discover that her brother has vanished—and she’ s the
only one who remembers him. But when Bogeyman Skerridge comes for her,
too, Nin realizes the true danger her brother, Toby, isin. To save him, she and
her new friend Jonas must travel to a mysterious and magical land called the
Drift. Located just next to our world, the Drift is being slowly destroyed by a
terrible plague. The Seven Sorcerers who ruled there might have been able to
prevent the devastation, but even they have succumbed. In arace to rescue Toby
and get home before the plague makes it impossible, can Nin and Jonas avoid the
tombfolk, mud men, and various creatures who want to stop them? And what is
the secret of the Seven Sorcerers?
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Editorial Review

Review

"There's no shortage of imagination here overal, but the true stars of this British import are the villains:
complete with razor-sharp teeth and a Cockney accent, Skerridge, the aforementioned Bogeyman (or BM for
short) is both deliciously frightening and oddly endearing, and readers will cheer when Nin's steadfast
courage persuades the erstwhile baddie to make the switch from evil to good. On the other hand, Strood, a
monster created from an act of selfish depravity by the Seven Sorcerers, is abad guy easy to hate... readers
will breathlessly await the next installment from across the pond.”

-"Bulletin of the Center for Children's Books', September 2011

"King has written a complex, intelligent fantasy that is at turns funny and terrifying. Nin faces outrageous
odds, but sheis unequivocally convincing as someone who can beat them... readers will hope that the sequel,
already availablein the UK, is not too long in arriving on our shores."

n

BOOKLIST", May 2011

"With her debut novel, published in England in 2009, King demonstrates the whimsy, melancholy, and
matter-of-fact coping with horror that characterizes classic British children'sliterature... The telling is
energetic and absorbing... and readers stateside ought to be eager for it.

-"Publishers Weekly", March 2011

About the Author

Caro Kingwasborn in London and raised in Surrey, where she lives with her partner, Kevin. She studied art
and works at the Home Office. The world of the Seven Sorcerers came from arainy lunchtime when she
began mapping out the world of the Drift. (Skerridge and his waistcoat came later.)

Excerpt. © Reprinted by permission. All rights reserved.
Seven Sorcerers

(]
The Boy Who Never Was

Nin had never liked Wednesdays, but this one took the cake. On this Wednesday she woke up to find that it
was pouring rain and that her little brother had ceased to exist.

Thefirst thing to hit her was the rain. As she had forgotten to close her window the night before, the heavy
drops bouncing off the windowsill got her right in the face. It wasn't the nicest way to wake up.



With ayell, Nin sat up and glared at the window. Then she scrambled onto her knees and |eaned over to
struggle with the drenched curtain and the stiff catch. It took ages to slam the window shut, with the storm on
the outside where it was supposed to be.

She rubbed her wet face with the dleeve of her pajama top and then peered out of the window at the mass of
gray clouds, or at least what she could see of them through the water pouring down the windowpane.

“Great!” she muttered. “Just brilliant. It's got to be Wednesday!”

Shelooked at her big, purple clock, which told her that it was just less than half an hour until breakfast, then
flopped back into bed.

And then the second thing hit her. She frowned into her pillow.
Toby should be up by now. He was always up first, even though he didn’t have to go to school as early as
Nin. She would hear him every morning, padding to the bathroom and then back again to play with his toy of

the moment.

Sherolled over again and scowled at the clock. It didn't make any difference. Toby should be up and he
wasn't. Nin sighed and replayed the Sacks in the Cellar incident in her head.

She had been sitting in the sun the evening before, reading her favorite book, when Toby had appeared at the
door of the conservatory with his tattered monkey tucked under one arm as usual. He stood there for awhile
before he plucked up the courage to come in and hover by the arm of her chair.

“There' s something in the cellar,” he said.

With agroan, Nin looked up from her book. “What?’

“In the cellar,” Toby whispered. “ Something horrid.”

“It'shorrible not horrid,” snapped Nin. “Horrid is ababy word.” She didn’t think it was really, but he was
being annoying so she made it up.

Toby just stood and looked at her in that way he had when he wanted her to sort something out for him.

“Tell Mum then.” Nin turned over a page in her book. She had just got to a good bit, the one where the
heroine finds her way into another world.

Toby went on looking at her. He had fair hair and eyes that were so blue they were ailmost purple. Nin on the
other hand had ordinary brown hair and ordinary blue eyes. She felt a stab of irritation.

“Look, I'm busy, okay? Tell Mum about it.”
“She’s at the store.”
Tuesday was her mother’ s shopping day. Nin rolled her eyes.

“Tell Granny about it then. Or Grandad.”



“Granny’sin the garden and Grandad's ..."” he paused “... aseep.” What he meant was that he was scared of
Grandad.

Nin threw her book down on the table and stood up. “Okay!” she said savagely. “But it'd better be really
REALLY worthit.”

It wasn't. There was nothing in the cellar but an old table covered in dusty tools, Grandad' s collection of
wine bottles, some empty paint cans and a couple of lumpy-looking sacks crouching in the corner.

“S0,” snapped Nin, “where sthis horrid thing then?’ She could feel herself getting into a bad mood. The sort
of mood that her grandmother called a“pet” and her mother called “growing grumbles.” Personally Nin
didn’'t see why being eleven should make her any more bad-tempered than being ten.

Toby pointed at the sacks. Nin sighed.
“They’ re sacks, moron-baby. Just empty, dirty old sacks.”

Nin noticed that she didn’t feel at all like going over there into the dark corner to shake the sacks and show
him just how empty they really were.

“Go on,” she said, “get back upstairs and stop bothering me.” And that had been the end of that.

Now, lying in bed with the rain pouring down the window, Nin sighed. Perhaps Toby had been having bad
dreams al night. Or hadn’t been able to go to sleep at al because he was scared of the bogeyman. Or
something. Suddenly she was feeling guilty about the beastly Sacksin the Cellar incident. Great. Wonderful.

“1 should have been nicer,” groaned Nin out loud. “I should have thrown the rotten sacks away and gone
around the cellar to show him it was empty.”

She got out of bed, pulled on the green dressing gown that she hated and padded up the hall in her bare feet.
Toby’sroom was at the end of the house, past the box room where they kept all of Daddy’s old things. She
pushed the door open as quietly as she could. She stared.

The room wastidy. In fact it was more than tidy, it was bare.

She stared at the expanse of floor, which wasn’t covered in toys and yesterday’ s socks. Then she stared at the
chest of drawers, which didn’t have Toby’ s giant-sized panda clock, his Winnie-the-Pooh drawing pad and
crayons or any number of picture books on it. Next she looked over at the bed. It was empty. On top of that it
looked like it had been empty all night. The duvet was stretched smoothly over the unrumpled sheets and the
undented pillows. Nin frowned. The duvet didn’t have Toby’s Spiderman cover on it either.

She ran across the room and pounced on the wardrobe, yanking it open. There were clothesinside, which
was what she had expected. But they were Grandad’ s old jackets, which wasn't.

Her insides did a flip-flop and she felt herself go cold all over. Shetook a deep breath and looked around,
half thinking she would see Toby giggling in acorner. She didn’t.

There was nothing for it. Nin pushed the wardrobe door shut again and headed for downstairs.



She hated downstairs before breakfast. She normally didn’t go anywhere near it until her mother had got up
and started the toast. Before toast, downstairs was empty and dark and smelled of old nighttime. After toast it
was warm and cheery and smelled of ... well ... of toast.

Today, Wednesday (of course), everything was different. Her mum, Lena, wasn't up yet. She wouldn’t be up
for at least another twenty minutes.

Nin stood at the head of the staircase and looked into the darkness below. She could already see that Toby
wasn't in the living room because the door, which was at the foot of the stairs, was standing open onto even

more darkness.

She pressed the switch, flooding the hall with light. Then she hurried downstairs, doing a U-turn for the
kitchen and taking care not to look at the space under the stairs.

When she was as small as Toby, Nin used to think that THINGS lurked in the space under the stairs, hiding
beneath the coats. It looked like the sort of place where THINGS would lurk. It was something to do with the
way shadows hung around even after the light went on. She hardly ever thought about it now, but this
morning she was feeling edgy, and the memory came back to her so strongly that she felt her skin prickle.
She hurried past and burst into the kitchen.

In the dim, rainy-morning light, Nin could just make out the humps of the toaster and the kettle on the work
surface, and the blank faces of the cupboards. No Toby.

“You'reup early,” Lenasaid, appearing in the doorway behind Nin and clicking on the light.

Nin jumped and spun around. “ So're you.”

Lena shook her head and pushed a hand through her tangled hair. She wasn't dressed yet.

“Didn’t sleep well.” She sighed. “Y ou?”’

“Rain woke me,” said Nin, which was true.

Lenawent over to the work surface, “ Since we're both here, how about | start breakfast?’

Without waiting for an answer she filled the kettle and put it on, then popped four slices of bread in the
toaster and went into the cupboard for the teabags. Over her mother’ s shoulder Nin saw that even the big box
of Toby’sfavorite cereal had disappeared.

“Mum, is Toby okay?’ she asked anxioudly.

Wednesdays were always bad, but this one was making a bid for the All-Time Most Horrible Day Ever.
“Who?" asked Lena.

After denying all knowledge of her second child, Lena sat at the breakfast table to wait for the kettle to bail.

“You know,” said Nin, wishing her stomach would stop turning somersaults on her. “ Toby? Y our son. About
so big.” Shefelt like she had taken awrong turn into somebody else’s life. Bewildered didn’t begin to cover



it.

Lenalaughed. “I'm hardly in the frame for any more offspring. I’ ve got my hands full enough with you! And
in case you hadn't noticed, I'm till single. Is thisyour way of telling your old mum to go out and get alife?’

Nin winced. Her father had been killed in a horrible accident involving a bull and the Park Road underpass
three years ago. It was still hard to think about.

“No, Mum,” she said sympatheticaly. “I just ...”

The moment was broken by the click of the kettle asit boiled itself to a standstill. Lena got up to make the
teajust as the toast pinged up in the toaster. Nin hurried to get the marmalade and made a fuss about
buttering the toast so that Lena would forget what they were talking about.

By the time Nin was washed and dressed, there was still no sign of Toby. She kept waiting for him to appear
from some hiding place and carry on as if nothing had happened. After all, four-year-old kids didn’t just

cease to exist!

Once she was at school, her brain was so taken up with the problem of Toby that she paid no attention at all
in English, which was usually her favorite lesson, and got scolded twice for not listening in geography.

Everything Nin thought of didn’t work. He wouldn’t be upstairs in the second-floor flat where Granny and
Grandad Covey lived because he would have come back down again by breakfast time. He couldn’t be with
Granny Redstone, who had a house by the seaat Sandy Bay. Toby never stayed at Granny Redstone’ s on his
own. Not to mention that her mother would simply have said, “He' s at Granny’s, dear, don't you remember,”
instead of wondering who Nin was talking about. And anyway, none of it would explain why all his
belongings had vanished. Even his breakfast cereal.

The bogeyman must’ ve run off with him, she thought, and laughed to herself. It was a grim laugh.

By mid-morning break the rain had finally stopped, so she dragged Linette over to aquiet corner of the
school grounds. Linette was moaning on about her dad and how he wouldn’t let her do anything fun these
days. Nin cut across a story about how he had made Linette eat nothing but cabbage for a week because she
had spent her lunch money on chips.

“Never mind that,” Nin said impatiently, “the weirdest thing happened this morning.”

Linette scowled at her. “Do you mind?’ she snapped. “| was talking!”

“Thisisimportant,” said Nin firmly.

“Oh yeah? And my being starved to death isn’t?’

Nin shook her head. “Will you listen! Toby’s disappeared!”

Linette stared at her asif she'd gone off her head. There was along pause.

And then it happened all over again.



“Who?’ snapped Linette. “Am | supposed to know who you' re talking about?”’
“Yes!” Ninwailed. “He's my brother!”

Linette gave an impatient snort. “Honestly, Ninevah Redstone,” she said over her shoulder as she stomped
off, “sometimes | think you' re soft in the head.”

Nin got through the afternoon somehow. When the bell finally rang for the end of the day she snatched up
her things and ran. She kept going, out of the school and past the bus stop. She didn’t think she could face
hanging about with the others; she just wanted to go home. And she knew that, on foot, the quickest way
home was to walk across the park and through the underpass.

Normally, Nin avoided the underpass like the plague. But today she was going to take the risk.

Someone shouted at her as she charged through the fifth graders hanging about at the park entrance, but she
ignored them. She ran on through the park, over the ornamental bridge and the ducks, past the Juniper Café
and around the flowerbeds.

Then, suddenly, the underpass was there. It loomed like agreat dark hole ready to swallow her up. She
slammed to a halt, nearly stumbling because she was going so fast the rest of her tried to carry on after her
legs had stopped. For amoment she thought she was going to be horribly sick in the geraniums.

Taking huge gulps of fresh air, she looked it over.

On the one hand it was a dark hole that ran on forever and hid such dreadful ghosts that she felt her eyes
sting with tears of fright.

On the other hand it was a concrete tunnel under the road that would get her home quickly.

“Okay, Toby Redstone,” she said out loud. “If you're home when | get there and | have gone through this for
nothing, I'll put that monkey of yours in the washing machine and make you eat cereal without sugar for a
week.”

The underpass didn’t get any less awful, but the firm sound of her voice did make her feel less sick. She
balled up her fists, unstuck her feet from the path and stepped into the tunnel.

It was nearly as bad as she had imagined.

For astart it was darker inside and smelled far worse than it should, an animal smell, ailmost like the zoo.
And it seemed bigger too, but Nin knew that this was only because she was afraid. The echo made the sound
of her own feet follow her and up ahead she could see the corner.

A few yards along, the underpass turned sharply to the right making a blank wall that looked like a dead end.
This meant that you never knew exactly what was around the corner. It wouldn’t bother most people, but it
bothered Nin because it was the corner her father had died around.

Nin knew that what had happened to him was so strange it would probably never happen again to anyone
else. Which made the chances of the same thing happening to her—his daughter—very slim indeed.



She knew that around the corner was just another stretch of underpass and some steps up to the road. It was
just that in her head, the long stretch was extra long and extra dark, and almost anything—Ilike amad bull for
example—could be lurking there.

Today there was nothing but a horrible-looking boy dressed like a tramp with aragged black coat and a
frayed red scarf. He was a few years older than Nin and she had seen him hanging around the town a lot
lately. She strode past him, making sure she didn't catch his eye.

At last she was at the steps and then she was out in the street again. Her spirits lifted and she hurried on up
Dunforth Hill asfast as she could. It wasn't easy.

To say that Dunforth Hill was steep was like saying that water was damp. On the plus side, the view was
amazing. It had turned into a bright, sunny afternoon and if Nin had been in the mood to ook she would have
been able to see al the way across the patchwork of fields and the spangly strip of the river to Midtown.

The house loomed into view, sitting under the shade of the Christmas tree that Dad had planted when Nin
was five and that had grown to be enormous. It all looked very ordinary and peaceful. For amoment she
almost forgot that anything was wrong.

Shelet herself in with her key and stood in the doorway listening anxiously. Normally her mother would be
there with Toby. Today the house was silent. They weren't back yet, was all, shetold herself. And then her
heart plunged as the truth hit her like afalling brick.

Her mother wasn'’t there because she was still at work.
And she was still at work because she didn’t have to leave early to pick up Toby anymore.

And she didn’t have to pick up Toby anymore because Toby had ceased to exist.
Users Review

From reader reviews:

Kevin Buckley:

What do you think about book? It isjust for students asthey are still students or that for al peoplein the
world, the particular best subject for that? Simply you can be answered for that query above. Every person
has different personality and hobby for every other. Don't to be pushed someone or something that they don't
would like do that. Y ou must know how great as well asimportant the book Seven Sorcerers. All type of
book can you see on many solutions. Y ou can look for the internet sources or other social media.

Rosalva Nichols:

Reading a book to become new life style in this year; every people loves to read a book. When you learn a
book you can get alarge amount of benefit. When you read books, you can improve your knowledge, smply
because book has alot of information in it. The information that you will get depend on what forms of book
that you have read. In order to get information about your research, you can read education books, but if you
want to entertain yourself you are able to afiction books, these us novel, comics, as well as soon. The Seven



Sorcerers offer you a new experience in studying a book.

Lowedl Oliver:

Y ou can obtain this Seven Sorcerers by visit the bookstore or Mall. Just viewing or reviewing it might to be
your solve difficulty if you get difficulties to your knowledge. Kinds of this e-book are various. Not only by
means of written or printed but additionally can you enjoy this book by simply e-book. In the modern era
similar to now, you just looking from your mobile phone and searching what your problem. Right now,
choose your own persona ways to get more information about your publication. It is most important to
arrange you to ultimately make your knowledge are still change. Let's try to choose proper ways for you.

Ryan Fox:

Asapupil exactly feel bored to help reading. If their teacher inquired them to go to the library or make
summary for some guide, they are complained. Just tiny students that has reading's heart and soul or real
their passion. They just do what the teacher want, like asked to go to the library. They go to there but nothing
reading really. Any students feel that reading through is not important, boring in addition to can't see colorful
pictures on there. Y eah, it isto get complicated. Book is very important to suit your needs. Aswe know that
on this time, many ways to get whatever we would like. Likewise word says, many ways to reach Chinese's
country. Therefore this Seven Sorcerers can make you sense more interested to read.
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