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© Kimberly Butler


Neil Gaiman has written over thirty highly acclaimed books and graphic novels for adults and children, including American Gods, Stardust, Coraline and The Ocean at the End of the Lane. He has won numerous literary prizes, including the Hugo, Nebula, Bram Stoker, SFX and Locus awards for American Gods.


Neil’s work has been adapted for film, television and radio, with an American Gods television series in production. He has written episodes of Doctor Who, collaborated with authors and illustrators including Terry Pratchett, Dave McKean and Chris Riddell, and The Sandman is established as one of the classic graphic novels. As George R. R. Martin says: ‘There’s no one quite like Neil Gaiman.’
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Praise for Neil Gaiman:


‘A fantastic novel . . .  runs as precisely as clockwork, but reads as smoothly as silk or warm chocolate’ The Times on American Gods


‘His mind is a dark, fathomless ocean, and every time I sink into it, this world fades, replaced by one far more terrible and beautiful in which I will happily drown’ New York Times Book Review


‘One of the best fabulists of our age’ Financial Times


‘He’s the master of fantasy and realism twisted together’ Hugo Rifkind, Spectator


‘A very fine and imaginative writer’ The Sunday Times


‘A rich imagination . . .  and an ability to tackle large themes’ Philip Pullman


‘A power that defies explanation’ Sunday Express




About the book


He was not sure what he had been looking for. He only knew that he had not found it.


Shadow Moon has been away from America for nearly two years. His nights are broken with dangerous dreams. Sometimes he almost believes he doesn’t care if he ever returns home.


In the Highlands of Scotland, where the sky is pale white and it feels as remote as any place can possibly be, the beautiful and the wealthy gather at a grand old house in the glen. And when the strange local doctor offers him work at the party, Shadow is intrigued.


He knows there is no good reason for him to be there.


So what do they want with him?
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‘She herself is a haunted house. She does not possess herself; her ancestors sometimes come and peer out of the windows of her eyes and that is very frightening.’


Angela Carter, ‘The Lady of the House of Love’
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An American Gods novella

‘If you ask me,’ said the little man to Shadow, ‘you’re something of a monster. Am I right?’

They were the only two people, apart from the barmaid, in the bar of a hotel in a town on the north coast of Scotland. Shadow had been sitting there on his own, drinking a lager, when the man came over and sat at his table. It was late summer, and it seemed to Shadow that everything was cold, and small, and damp. He had a small book of Pleasant Local Walks in front of him, and was studying the walk he planned to do tomorrow, along the coast, towards Cape Wrath.

He closed the book.

‘I’m American,’ said Shadow. ‘If that’s what you mean.’

The little man cocked his head to one side, and he winked, theatrically. He had steel-grey hair, and a grey face, and a grey coat, and he looked like a small-town lawyer. ‘Well, perhaps that is what I mean, at that,’ he said.

Shadow had had problems understanding Scottish accents in his short time in the country, all rich burrs and strange words and trills, but he had no trouble understanding this man. Everything the little man said was small and crisp, each word so perfectly enunciated that it made Shadow feel like he himself was talking with a mouthful of oatmeal.

The little man sipped his drink and said, ‘So you’re American. Oversexed, overpaid and over here. Eh? D’you work on the rigs?’

‘Sorry?’

‘An oilman? Out on the big metal platforms. We get oil people up here, from time to time.’

‘No. I’m not from the rigs.’

The little man took out a pipe from his pocket, and a small penknife, and began to remove the dottle from the bowl. Then he tapped it out into the ashtray. ‘They have oil in Texas, you know,’ he said, after a while, as if he were confiding a great secret. ‘That’s in America.’

‘Yes,’ said Shadow. He thought about saying something about Texans believing that Texas was actually in Texas, but he suspected that he’d have to start explaining what he meant, so he said nothing.

Shadow had been away from America for the better part of two years. He had been away when the towers fell. He told himself sometimes that he did not care if he ever went back, and sometimes he almost came close to believing himself. He had reached the Scottish mainland two days ago, landed in Thurso on the ferry from the Orkneys, and had travelled to the town he was staying in by bus.

The little man was talking. ‘So there’s a Texas oilman, down in Aberdeen, he’s talking to an old fellow he meets in a pub, much like you and me meeting, actually, and they get talking, and the Texan, he says, “Back in Texas I get up in the morning, I get into my car” – I won’t try to do the accent, if you don’t mind – “I’ll turn the key in the ignition, and put my foot down on the accelerator”, what you call the, the—’

‘Gas pedal,’ said Shadow, helpfully.

‘Right. “Put my foot down on the gas pedal at breakfast, and by lunchtime I still won’t have reached the edge of my property.” And the canny old Scot, he just nods and says, “Aye, well, I used to have a car like that myself.” ’ The little man laughed raucously, to show that the joke was done. Shadow smiled, and nodded, to show that he knew it was a joke.

‘What are you drinking? Lager? Same again over here, Jennie love. Mine’s a Lagavulin.’ The little man tamped tobacco from a pouch into his pipe. ‘Did you know that Scotland’s bigger than America?’

There had been no one in the hotel bar when Shadow came downstairs that evening, just the thin barmaid, reading a newspaper and smoking her cigarette. He’d come down to sit by the open fire, as his bedroom was cold, and the metal radiators on the bedroom wall were colder than the room. He hadn’t expected company.

‘No,’ said Shadow, always willing to play straight man. ‘I didn’t. How’d you reckon that?’

‘It’s all fractal,’ said the little man. ‘The smaller you look, the more things unpack. It could take you as long to drive across America as it would to drive across Scotland, if you did it the right way. It’s like, you look on a map, and the coastlines are solid lines. But when you walk them, they’re all over the place. I saw a whole programme on it on the telly the other night. Great stuff.’

‘Okay,’ said Shadow.

The little man’s pipe-lighter flamed, and he sucked and puffed and sucked and puffed until he was satisfied that the pipe was burning well, then he put the lighter, the pouch and the penknife back into his coat pocket.

‘Anyway, anyway,’ said the little man. ‘I believe you’re planning on staying here through the weekend.’

‘Yes,’ said Shadow. ‘Do you . . . are you with the hotel?’

‘No, no. Truth to tell, I was standing in the hall when you arrived. I heard you talking to Gordon on the reception desk.’

Shadow nodded. He had thought that he had been alone in the reception hall when he had registered, but it was possible that the little man had passed through. But still . . . there was a wrongness to this conversation. There was a wrongness to everything.

Jennie the barmaid put their drinks on to the bar. ‘Five pounds twenty,’ she said. She picked up her newspaper, and started to read once more. The little man went to the bar, paid, and brought back the drinks.
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