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‘A scrumptious world with dollops of charm.’

Michael Mann, author of Ghostcloud



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

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



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

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

Shane Hegarty, author of BOOT



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

Library Girl and Book Boy



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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

And how?

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

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

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

Not without a paying a price.

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

What now? she thought.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

‘From your mother.’


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Until now.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

‘Perhaps it is,’ said Miss Dumpling with a shrug. Pascal the tea spirit swam through the air and into Yesterday’s arms, his teapot shell warm and shining. ‘But when it comes to stopping the end of the world, stuff and nonsense might be all we have left.’
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Yesterday stood before the postbox, Jack by her side, Pascal snoring in her arms, wondering what on earth she was meant to do next.

‘Mr Percurial’s Miraculous Delivery Service,’ Miss Dumpling had not-so-satisfactorily explained, ‘is only accessible by means of a postbox. Thankfully, there’s a town not far away. Once we arrive, we can find a postbox, and you’ll be speaking to Mr Percurial and uncovering your mother’s mysterious address faster than a kettle can sing!’

The town nearby was named Little-to-Sea. It was quite lovely, if quaintness was your thing, echoing with the song of sea-waves and the squawks of gulls overhead. The air smelt of fish scales, and the tiny blue houses looked like they ought to belong to faeries, not humans.

Dwimmerly End had found the postbox at the end of a street with weeds poking between cobblestones. It was a bold red column, with a black slit at the top for letters, and a door in its belly for getting the letters out.

Yesterday looked the postbox up and down. ‘Now what?’

‘Well,’ said Jack, rifling through his pockets, ‘what, do you reckon, postboxes are for?’

Strapped to his back was something that resembled a kitchen cabinet. It was called the Portable Pantry. It was one of Jack’s finest inventions to date, able to summon anything from Dwimmerly End’s pantry on the go. All Yesterday had to carry in her satchel was a teapot, a few teacups, and the letter from her mother.

He produced an envelope and stuck a stamp to the top right corner – like all faerie stamps, it bore the Faerie Queen Aureliana’s profile. ‘This is a letter with Miss Dumpling’s signature, requesting an audience with Mr Percurial.’ Jack passed the envelope to Yesterday. ‘Pop it into the postbox,’ he suggested with a grin. ‘The magic’ll do the rest.’

Yesterday did as Jack told her. The letter tumbled in and struck the bottom.

Almost immediately, the door in the postbox’s belly swung open. Letters and packages were waiting patiently to be delivered. Amongst them was Miss Dumpling’s letter, propped against the corner.

Without hesitating, Jack clambered into the postbox. He shifted the Portable Pantry from his back and on to his lap. ‘You coming?’ he asked, as if climbing into a postbox weren’t a bizarre thing to have done.

Yesterday began to understand why Madrigal had stayed behind in the teashop. He was famously uncomfortable in cramped spaces. Yesterday was starting to think he had a point.

She jostled into the postbox alongside Jack, tucking Pascal under her arm. The door slammed behind them, shutting the world out.

‘A bit cramped, isn’t it?’ said Jack as he adjusted his position.

Yesterday groaned. They were so close their faces were pressed together. ‘Why are we in the postbox, anyway?’

‘Remember the Queen’s Wells? Those wishing wells that took us to the Faerie Queen’s castle?’

The sides of the postbox began to glow with scarlet light.

‘Um,’ said Yesterday. ‘Yeah?’

‘The postboxes of Britain work the same way.’ Jack was shining with glee. ‘You know, I’ve always wanted to travel by postbox!’

With a sudden clink, the postbox dropped beneath the earth, and Yesterday’s stomach went with it.


The postbox careened down its chute at a blistering speed. Yesterday crashed into its walls, letting out a strangled yelp as she clattered into Jack and Pascal, the three of them coffee beans in a shaken jar. The volume of Yesterday’s screams was matched only by Jack’s laughter, her stomach roiling as the chute spiralled and dipped and rose and turned.

As sudden as its descent, the postbox jerked to a halt. Its door swung open, launching them out, before shooting back up again. Yesterday shrieked as she plunged into an enormous bin full of letters and packages.

The fall knocked the wind from Yesterday’s chest. The edges of envelopes pricked her like thorns as she scrambled upwards. She gasped with relief when she surfaced, the air dense with the smells of grease and old parchment. Echoing around were scurrying paws and the rustle of papers being sorted into place.

‘Again! Again!’ Jack peeled a stamp from his forehead. ‘That was way more fun than it had any right being.’

Pascal poked out his head from a small mound of envelopes.

‘No cracks or bruises?’ said Yesterday, examining his shell. Once satisfied that the tea spirit was unharmed, she took in their new surroundings.

They were in a vast cavern that had been made into a warehouse. Stalactites hung from the ceiling while carts wobbled along suspended railways, bursting with mail. Chutes ran all over, coiling around one another like a tangle of snakes. Their mouths opened over the postal bins lining the wall, spitting out endless streams of post.

 ‘So, this is Mr Percurial’s Miraculous Delivery Service,’ Yesterday said. She hadn’t been sure what to expect.

Along the opposite side of the warehouse were alcoves full of shelves. Not-badgers were sorting through piles of mail and putting packages into their proper places.

The shelves were neatly labelled – Yesterday noticed Love Letters, Blackmail Notes, and Messages in Bottles. There were shelves with letters written on flowers and feathers and the shards of broken teapots. There were shelves of dragon eggs and threaded dreams, of portable wings and enchanted swords, of owls in cages and rainstorms in boxes and assorted body parts in jars.

Eyes glimmered amongst the mail. They belonged to the not-badgers. They were watching, whispering amongst themselves. Yesterday lifted an eyebrow, fear thrilling along her skin, raising a mountain range of goosebumps.

Something, she thought, is amiss.

Looking around warily, a not-badger scampered over to her and turned his eyes upwards.

‘You must go,’ he whispered, ‘while you still can. The Postmaster General will not tolerate intruders. Disruptions to the Great Postal Circuit are strictly prohibited!’

‘The Great Postal Circuit?’ Yesterday frowned. ‘I don’t know what that is, but it’s important we speak with Mr Percurial. If you can get us an audience, we—’

‘Um, Essie?’

Jack tapped her shoulder. Figures were appearing from all sides of the warehouse. They were so thin they were almost flat. They were crumpled in places, torn in others, and their faces were drawn on in ink. Some were tea-stained; others were scorched along their sides.

Their bodies had sentences scrawled across them. Some seemed to be lines of poetry, others formed confessions, and others still looked like first drafts of stories. Written on their foreheads, in gleaming green ink, was the word breathe.

‘It’s too late,’ gasped the not-badger, scurrying behind the bin for cover. ‘Security has arrived!’

‘Automatons,’ said Yesterday. They were like Widdershins, the automaton who had joined Dwimmerly End last year, having escaped the Goblin Market. Automatons were inanimate objects in the shape of people, brought to life by magic. Only Widdershins was made of clockwork. These ones were made of . . .

‘Paper,’ murmured Jack. ‘Undelivered letters – amazing!’

The paper automatons brandished their hands, which had no fingers, only sharpened edges, like swords.

‘Bother.’ Panic drove Yesterday into action. What beats paper? Scissors, obviously. But no witch-brew lets you summon scissors. ‘Jack, quick,’ she said, thinking desperately. ‘I need the ingredients for a Neptunian Nettle!’

Jack nodded and pulled a lever on the side of the Portable Pantry. Clunk, clink, clank went its mechanisms, then its doors swung open.

Its shelves were empty. 

But only for a moment.

Yesterday called out the ingredients she needed, and the Pantry groaned. Its shelves bent into the shape of a mouth before belching out the three ingredients in turn. ‘A jar of nettles!’ she cried. ‘A bottle of water! One vial of kraken ink!’

The ingredients catapulted out and Yesterday caught them – one, two, three. She stole a glance around the warehouse. The paper automatons were marching towards them in a military formation.

‘Come out with your fleshy hands up!’ shouted a voice.

Yesterday pulled the pink teapot out of her satchel. ‘Pascal, boil this, please.’ She poured water into his shell. Steam whistled from the tea spirit’s spout as Yesterday combined the nettles and gloopy kraken ink in the teapot.

Finally, Pascal poured in the boiling water. Yesterday closed her eyes, taking in deep breaths, letting the air flow in and out, in and out, like ocean waves.

‘We said, come out!’ the voice continued. ‘Final warning!’

The spell flooded out of Yesterday. An undertow of magic swirled through her veins. ‘Rivers flow, waves crash, may this tea make an almighty splash!’

The tea churned in the pot. The air gushed with the smell of salty seawater. Yesterday drank down every briny drop, and, with a final swig, her veins became a web of glowing sea-green.

‘Teatime,’ she muttered under her breath. She hurdled over the side of the postal bin, landing to face the paper automatons.

‘You are intruding on Mr Percurial’s Miraculous Delivery Service,’ said one. Its inked face flowed into a snarl. ‘Leave, or you will be returned to sender – by force.’

Yesterday stepped forward. A riptide of energy lashed through her. Water coalesced around her fingertips in tight ribbons. ‘I’m not going anywhere until we see Mr Percurial.’

‘Then you have chosen to suffer.’ The automaton turned to the others. ‘Attack! Death by a thousand paper cuts!’

The automaton lunged. Its paper-sword-hand was aimed at Yesterday’s throat. Yesterday leapt backwards, avoiding the strike. She regained her posture, then swung her arms forward, conjuring a tide of water. A wave appeared out of nowhere, smashing into the automaton’s frame, sweeping it off the ground, leaving it totally sodden, its paper body falling apart.

‘Attack! Attack!’ another automaton screamed, and the rest advanced.

Swip, swip, swip. The automatons twisted, creased, and crumpled, their bodies folding into themselves. Some became paper tigers with sharpened teeth. Others folded into paper bears, hulking and fierce. Others still turned into paper spiders with eight pointed legs.

Yesterday was, for a moment, stunned. ‘I never was any good at origami,’ she muttered, skipping backwards as the paper tigers bared their folded teeth.

Then, a tiger pounced. Yesterday clenched her hand. Water materialised in the shape of a huge fist overhead, matching her own. The tiger skidded to a halt as the watery fist thumped into its body, reducing it instantly to a pile of mush.

‘Nice one, Essie!’ Jack cried from the bin, cheering her on.

A paper spider lunged for her, mandibles gnashing. A paper bear reared up to maul. Yesterday sprang backwards, but the spider’s pincer caught her shoulder, slashing through the cord of her apron. It hung uselessly off her arm as Yesterday began to spin.

She whirled, tightening her fist again, summoning a spiral of water. Soon a whirlpool had formed around her, shielding her body. The watery twister scooped up the paper automatons, picking up speed, before Yesterday pressed down – hard.

The whirlpool thumped into the ground, smashing the paper automatons against the warehouse floor. All that remained of them was a mountain of soggy, groaning mulch.

‘That’s the last of them, I reckon!’ said Jack, jumping down, Pascal floating after him. ‘The automatons should dry out and reassemble in an hour or so, by the looks of them.’

Yesterday, feeling slightly dizzy, marched around the sorting bin, where she found the not-badger who had spoken to them to begin with. ‘Tell me,’ she said, ‘where Mr Percurial is.’

The not-badger didn’t resist. He raised a shaking paw, pointing to a door at the opposite end of the warehouse.

‘Thank you,’ said Yesterday. ‘Come along, boys.’

She stepped over the pulpy mess that had once been a paper automaton, approaching the door warily. There was a line of clocks over it, telling the time in different countries – countries that were most certainly not human.

And upon the door, emblazoned in gold, were the words: Office of Mr Percurial, Faerie Postmaster General – Please Have an Appointment.

Yesterday took a deep breath, reached for the handle, and pushed open the door.
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The office of the Postmaster General was a labyrinth of mail.

Everywhere Jack and Yesterday looked were stacks of letters and packages, some as high as hills: there were packaged potions and bundled broomsticks, jars of moths and boxes of spell books, towers of envelopes and piles of apples. They wove their way between the mounds. It was so quiet they could hear each other’s heartbeat.

Yesterday much preferred the tearoom, all chatter and laughter and tea slurps. The silence here was haunting.

Then a crunch ripped through the quiet. Yesterday whipped her head around. Jack had stepped on a crumpled bit of paper.

‘Sorry,’ he mouthed, wincing.

‘For goodness’ sake, Jack,’ she mouthed back.

Moments passed. Nothing came to investigate the sound. Yesterday’s heart settled, until—

‘Somebody in my office?’ The voice made Yesterday jump. ‘Without an appointment?’

Yesterday’s breathing went shallow. Pascal slipped into her satchel, his porcelain lid clinking as he trembled.

Then, footsteps. Slow, long, deliberate.

Yesterday felt the colour drain from her face. ‘Jack, we have to hide.’

‘But—’

‘I’m no coward, Jack, but that voice means trouble!’ She stole furtive glances over her shoulder. The footsteps were getting closer. ‘If we hide, we can spring an ambush on them. We can land the first strike, if it comes to that.’

 The word ambush was all it took to convince Jack. They darted into a shadowed alcove in a hillock of mail. It wasn’t an ideal hiding spot, but it would have to do.

The footsteps drew nearer, and nearer still. Yesterday clasped a hand over her mouth, silencing her breath.

A figure stalked past. Sprouting from his arms and neck were the grey feathers of a messenger pigeon. His feet terminated in red claws. Dangling from his arms and shoulders and back were pieces of mail for delivery: jingling jewels, a chained book, a shimmering sword, a sack full of letters.

His legs were so long and lanky that his waist was level with Yesterday’s forehead. He wore tattered red trousers and there was a maroon postman’s hat on his head. His eyes were dark and sunken and shot with little threads of blue.

Yesterday had no doubt who this was: it was Mr Percurial, the faerie Postmaster General.

The Postmaster General cast his eyes around the stacks of packages. ‘Intruders, is it? When I find you, I’ll seal your lips with melted wax!’

Yesterday’s blood thrummed in her ears. She clutched her satchel tight, hoping to keep Pascal from shaking so noisily. Her fox ears flicked to attention, and they heard something, something off echoing through the maze of mail. She could not place it, but she could sense an evil pulsing through the office.

Something was wrong with the Postmaster, she realised. Very, very wrong.

The Postmaster General rounded the corner. Yesterday let out a soft breath and carefully stepped from the alcove. When she was sure the way was clear, she beckoned furiously for Jack to follow.

‘We need to get out of here, Jack. We need—’

‘There you are!’

Yesterday looked up. From atop a mound of mail, the Postmaster General was leering down, a sickly grin plastered across his face. He leapt and landed with a thump. 

‘How shall we sort you lot, I wonder?’ He prowled towards them, his fingers wriggling like worms. ‘Two strangelings. A girl, a boy. Fox ears, wolf snout. Tea witch, confectionary witch. One tea spirit in their company. Easily sorted. Now all that’s left is to put you through a mailbox. Might be a tight squeeze, but if we chop off a couple of limbs . . .’

The Postmaster lunged and grabbed Yesterday. She shrieked, her pulse screaming through her veins. ‘Get off me!’ His grip was unbreakable. In his other hand he produced a small black jar and held it out. Yesterday could feel the searing heat blazing from within.

‘I’m going to seal your nattering lips,’ said the Postmaster, tipping the open jar over her head. Black, waxy liquid oozed out. ‘That’s what you get for intruding. For disrupting the Great Postal Circuit!’

‘Leave her alone!’ Jack roared.

The Postmaster slammed a pigeon foot into Jack’s chest, pinning him to the ground.

‘Oh, strangeling boy,’ said the Postmaster General. ‘We’ll get to you.’

Yesterday thrashed but she was completely trapped. Then something sprung from her satchel: a flash of white porcelain.

Pascal swept up and knocked the jar from the Postmaster’s hand, sending it flying up and over the Postmaster himself. The Postmaster let out a gasp as wax spilled over his neck, hardening into his pigeon feathers. He let Yesterday drop to the ground, and Jack rolled from beneath his foot.

‘Thanks, Pascal!’ Yesterday said as the tea spirit slipped back into her bag.

‘Essie!’ said Jack. The Postmaster was furiously scraping the wax from his neck. ‘Are you OK?’

‘No time for that.’ She looked around for an escape. Without thinking, she scurried up a pile of mail, envelopes slipping beneath her feet as she went, Jack following close behind.

‘Oh, do come back, my parcels,’ growled the Postmaster General. He had managed to remove enough wax to move, and sauntered after them, crawling up the mail pile. ‘You’re too unruly – you’ll have to be permanently confiscated.’

‘Here!’ Jack picked up a piece of mail at random and tossed it to Yesterday. ‘Make a delivery, I guess!’

It was a green monster egg speckled with pink spots. Yesterday looked back to see the snarling face of the Postmaster climbing after them.

Yesterday gritted her teeth and flung the egg. It cracked into the Postmaster’s face, spilling yolk down his uniform. It didn’t bother him. He kept climbing, smirking even as yolk ran over his lips and into his teeth. 

‘More firepower, Jack!’ Yesterday scrambled on to the summit of the pile of parcels.

‘That won’t work, neither will that . . .’ Jack rummaged through mail, throwing aside toasters and cuckoo clocks and a taxidermised crow. ‘Ooh, this’ll do nicely!’

He fished out a small black ball and slung it at the Postmaster. The ball struck his shoulder and erupted in a crackling storm of fireworks – blinding pinks and blues and greens and yellows.

When the smoke cleared, the Postmaster’s feathers were scorched.

But still he prowled after them.

Yesterday and Jack reached the summit of the postal pile and slid down the other side. They hit the bottom and got to their feet. There was a desk with piles of paperwork upon it, and a bluish, silver-leafed flower growing from a dull pot, but nothing they could see to help them.

The Postmaster General landed behind them. ‘Nowhere to run now, my lost parcels.’

Yesterday spun around. The mail piles were too steep to climb. There was only one path out, which the Postmaster was blocking.

They retreated into a corner, backs flat against a mail pile. ‘Essie,’ said Jack. ‘Essie, now would be a great time for one of those clever ideas of yours!’

Yesterday saw something. There were shapes scurrying across the top of the mail piles. Flashes of black and white – and red. Not-badgers in their uniforms, whispering, gathering around a wobbly tower of envelopes. 

‘I’ve finally decided on what I’m going to do with you,’ said Mr Percurial, stalking towards them. ‘I’m going to pluck out your eyes and replace them with stamps!’

‘You’ll have to catch us first!’ Yesterday grabbed Jack and sprinted over to the precarious tower of envelopes and parcels. The Postmaster General charged, reaching with his spindly fingers.

Yesterday shoved Jack out the way and leapt to one side. The Postmaster crashed into the pile, destabilising the tower of packages overhead. It groaned and wobbled, and then the not-badgers gave it a helping shove.

An avalanche of parcels came crashing down. The Postmaster’s yowl of terror was muffled as mail buried him from head to toe. His forearm was all that stuck out, and it soon went still.

Yesterday caught her breath. Jack hurried to her and said, ‘We did it! We beat the Postmaster General!’

‘Not much of a victory,’ sighed Yesterday. ‘We needed his help. Madrigal said the Postmaster was odd – but this . . . this was something else, I’m sure of it.’

The not-badgers jumped down from the mail pile and scurried up to them. Some gathered around the crushed Postmaster General, and softly sobbed.

‘The Postmaster General has always been a kind and caring boss,’ said the one who’d tried warning them when they’d first arrived. ‘But that awful flower came in the mail this afternoon.’ He pointed a paw at the blue-silver flower on the desk. ‘He kept staring at it and then . . . and then he changed.’
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