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Praise for Yesterday Crumb and the Storm in a Teacup


‘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!’


Annabel 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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Chapter One


Magic is About Breaking Rules


There was once a teashop that wouldn’t stay put.


Unlike other, more sensible teashops, Dwimmerly End did not sit patiently at the end of a lane, politely waiting for customers to come and order cakes and cups of tea. Instead, Dwimmerly End wandered around quite merrily upon a pair of flamingo legs, bringing pastries and witchery wherever it went.


Upon a bright Tuesday morning in March, the teashop was strolling along a dusty country lane festooned with cherry blossoms and wildflower meadows.


Sunlight trickled through the windows of Dwimmerly End like a waterfall of jewels, sparkling across shelves of teapots and the glass-fronted cake counter. The enchanted wallpaper had changed with the season, now depicting bluebells waving in the breeze, with hopping rabbits, croaking toads, and buzzing bumblebees.


Sitting in a plush pink armchair by the front window, apprentice tea witch Yesterday Crumb was brewing a magical tea, and it was not going well.


She gritted her teeth and willed something – anything – to happen to the mixture she’d concocted in the lemon-yellow teapot. It could even explode for all she cared. Some of her finest magical work had started with explosions.


‘I’ve got a good feeling about this one,’ said Jack Cadogan, the teashop’s confectionery witch (and Yesterday’s best friend), who was sitting across from her. He sipped his mug of hot chocolate, leaving behind a froth-moustache. ‘What’s this, attempt fifty-three?’


‘Fifty-four.’ Yesterday sighed, pouring her witch-brew into a teacup.


Jack’s wolf snout crinkled at the stench. The tea smelt like it had come straight from a sewage pipe.


‘Well,’ said Yesterday, pinching her nose with one hand and clutching the teacup with the other. ‘What’s that Miss Dumpling says about never judging a cake until you’ve tried a slice?’


She took an investigatory sip. Moments passed, and she grimaced weakly, trying to convince herself she enjoyed the putrid, rotten flavour. But it was no use. Yesterday had to spit the tea back into the cup. It tasted just as it smelt, and there wasn’t a bit of magic in it whatsoever.


‘I warned you,’ she snarled at the teapot, dropping the teacup on to its saucer with a clang. ‘I said if you didn’t work this time, it would mean war.’


‘Are you declaring war on a teapot?’ asked Jack, cocking his head. ‘You know, Madrigal calls you dramatic sometimes. I can’t imagine why.’


Yesterday chuckled, despite herself. ‘Every great tea witch in history has invented a brew of their own. Maya Singh invented Dreamer’s Dandelion. Miss Dumpling invented Chamomile of Confidence. Even Ruta the Rubbish invented Hair-changing Hibiscus and her tea was so rancid even manticores wouldn’t drink it.’


Jack shrugged. ‘Most witches take years to invent their own brew. And you’re trying to make a tea that turns you into a monster, not an animal. No one’s pulled that off since Jumbling Jasmine was invented six hundred years ago!’


‘Magic is about breaking rules,’ Yesterday replied, ‘not following them. Imagine how incredible it would be if we could turn into monsters! Imagine galloping like a unicorn or swimming like a sea serpent.’ She paused, a delicious possibility bubbling in her mind like a kettle on the stove. ‘Imagine soaring like a dragon.’


She looked at a pad of paper on the table. Different combinations of ingredients were listed on the page, most of which were crossed out. ‘So,’ she muttered, ‘mixing Fiery Fennel with Jumbling Jasmine doesn’t work. What am I missing?’


‘All kettles boil in their own time, Essie,’ said Miss Victoria Dumpling, blustering into the tearoom from the kitchen, a plate of gingerbread men in hand. ‘You simply can’t rush these things, darling.’


‘What if it’s just … impossible?’ said Yesterday, though she knew Miss Dumpling had very strong opinions about that word.


A puzzled look crossed Miss Dumpling’s face. ‘Impossible is as impossible does! When you first came here, Essie, you might have said it was impossible for teashops to walk around on flamingo legs. Making the impossible possible is precisely what makes a witch, well, a witch! Now, I dare say this will cheer you right up – I have an announcement to make.’


The other residents of Dwimmerly End joined them in the tearoom. Mr Wormwood, the gardener, shuffled in first. His skin was a darker shade of green these days, and he was walking around all stiffly since patches of him had started turning into bark. It happened to dryads as they got older, and they became more and more like actual trees.


Widdershins the clockwork automaton was guiding him along. His official title was the helper-outer, assisting wherever he could, but he spent much more time in the tea garden with Mr Wormwood than anywhere else. Moss and mushrooms had begun blooming on his brass body, while ivy wove between his cogs and gears.


‘Morning, Widdershins, Mr Wormwood!’ said Jack, raising his mug. ‘All well in the tea garden?’


Widdershins guided Mr Wormwood to their table, where he plopped on to an armchair. ‘Oh, yes, sapling,’ creaked the dryad. ‘My flowers are as jolly as juniper, thanks to dear old Widdershins.’


The automaton blinked his brass eyelids; he might have blushed, if he were not made of metal. ‘I, um, don’t know about all that, sir …’


Pascal the tea spirit floated through the air and on to Yesterday’s lap. He whistled like a kettle as she stroked his warm teapot shell.


‘We are due to arrive in London in the next few hours,’ Miss Dumpling told everyone gleefully. ‘As you know, we’re on a gossip hunt, my dears.’ She looked at them all with a conspiratorial glint in her eye. ‘Our target? Any information at all about the marvellously mysterious Nameless Queen – mother of our very own Yesterday Crumb.’


Yesterday held back a shudder. When she had first come to the magical teashop of Dwimmerly End a few months before, she had just run away from the circus, where she and her unusual fox ears had been put on show for everyone to gawk at. Her parents were a complete mystery. And, as she had fled the circus, she crossed paths with the sinister Mr Weep who placed a shard of ice in her heart.


Over her quest to break the curse, she learnt that Mr Weep was her father. He wanted nothing more than for her to take up her place as his princess, down in the Land of the Dead.


Mr Weep had preyed on her fears and her worries, knowing that she was a faerie who’d grown up in the company of humans and lost her magic and hope – she was what faeries called a strangeling, just like Jack. But, in the end, she didn’t need to change anything about herself. She didn’t need a crown to be important. She was, after all, a tea witch.


‘Rather fortunately,’ Miss Dumpling went on, ‘we will be arriving in London in time for the event of the season: the Wild Feast cooking competition! Anyone who’s anyone attends. There’s parties and drama and scandals galore. The perfect opportunity to scope out rumours, whispers, and more salacious secrets than gossip-hunters such as ourselves could ever want.’


Yesterday nodded along. Even though she had broken his curse, Mr Weep would not stop until Yesterday agreed to leave Dwimmerly End and become his heir. That was why they had come to London and why they needed to find her mother, the Nameless Queen, so urgently. Mr Weep had been in love with her; the two of them had been married. Not only that, but Yesterday’s mother had outwitted Mr Weep during her escape from his kingdom. And maybe she’d also learnt all of Mr Weep’s secrets, including his weaknesses, that she could share with Yesterday. Then they’d have a chance at defeating Mr Weep once and for all.


There was only the rather enormous matter of actually finding her first.


‘I don’t see why we’re not competing in the Wild Feast ourselves,’ said Jack, with a disapproving frown. ‘It’s the biggest magical cooking competition in Europe. Dwimmerly End would be a shoo-in to win, I’d bet anything on it!’ He nudged Yesterday. ‘The winner receives the Grand Prize. They can ask for whatever they want from the Faerie Queen – riches beyond your imagination, a lifetime supply of chocolate, anything!’


‘Darling,’ said Miss Dumpling diplomatically, ‘you know I love a spectacle as much as the next witch. But the Wild Feast is far more dangerous than a cooking competition has any right being. And besides, we ought not get distracted from our true and tremendously important purpose.’


‘At least we’ll get to watch the Wild Feast, Jack.’ Yesterday comforted her friend. ‘We’ll see all sorts of impressive magic. That’ll more than make up for not getting to compete.’


‘And you shan’t be the only ones in attendance,’ said Miss Dumpling. ‘Being the social butterfly that I am’ – her butterfly antennae sprang up from her forehead – ‘I know plenty of well-connected faeries who will be coming to London to watch the Wild Feast, too. Once we’ve set up shop somewhere, I’ll invite them all round for afternoon tea and a glorious chin wag. No doubt one of them will know something about your mother, Essie.’


‘Will any of the guests be from the Seelie Court?’ said Jack fervently, quickly recovering from the disappointment of not getting to compete.


‘Certainly not,’ said Miss Dumpling primly. ‘They’ll be busy judging the Wild Feast. And even if they weren’t, the Seelie Court is nothing more than a nest of cobras with formal titles and elegant gowns. In my wilder moments, I half wish the Unseelie Court had given them a good old trouncing during the Unseelie War. Oh, bless my crumpets, I really shouldn’t be admitting that out loud, should I?’


Yesterday blinked. ‘I know the Seelie Court rules the faeries and that it answers to the Faerie Queen, but who are the Unseelie Court?’


Miss Dumpling’s eyes twinkled. Her eyes always twinkled when she was about to do something dramatic.


‘How about a spot of gingerbread theatre, to tell the tale?’ she suggested. She cleared her throat and addressed the gingerbread men. ‘Ginger spice, cinnamon fresh, think and breathe and live like flesh.’


All of a sudden, the gingerbread men leapt off the plate, made little pirouettes, and stood to attention, saluting respectfully to the witch.


Yesterday watched them in awe.


‘Long ago,’ said Miss Dumpling, ‘the Seelie Court was ruled by two sisters, Queen Mab and Queen Titania.’


Two gingerbread men stepped forward. Icing formed into the shapes of crowns on their heads. The other gingerbread men bowed to them obediently.


‘But a witch whispered in Queen Mab’s ear, and the two sisters fell out. Mab ended up starting a Court of her own – the Unseelie Court – and they waged a terrible war against each other.’


The gingerbread men split into two factions. Then, they charged at each other, punching and kicking and grappling across the table.


‘Mab and Titania slew each other during the Battle of Dragon’s Roost,’ Miss Dumpling continued. The crowned gingerbread men duelled fiercely, before disintegrating into piles of crumbs. ‘But the Seelie Court came out on top, leaving Titania’s daughter Aureliana to claim the throne.’


‘And what about that witch?’ said Yesterday. ‘The one who whispered in Queen Mab’s ear and started it all?’


‘She vanished,’ said Miss Dumpling, at which Jack gasped dramatically. ‘Rumour has it she was a strangeling, and that she encouraged Mab’s rebellion because the Seelie Court was cruel to strangeling kind.’


‘If that’s true,’ said Jack quietly, ‘it sounds like that witch was the goodie, not the villain.’


Being a strangeling herself, Yesterday couldn’t help agreeing. Anybody who was cruel to strangelings deserved to be overthrown, if you asked her. ‘I hope we do get to meet the Seelie Court, in that case,’ she said. ‘I’d quite like to tell them my opinion of people who don’t like strangelings.’


Miss Dumpling smiled brightly. ‘My darling dear, I don’t doubt that you would. But might I suggest we avoid getting involved in any political scandals? The Faerie Queen does not take kindly to those whom she views as her enemies.’


‘I once heard,’ Jack cut in, ‘that the Faerie Queen got so bored at the last Wild Feast that she turned the entire arena into molten chocolate. In another, she brought a competitor’s oven to life and it tried to gobble him up on the spot!’


Yesterday winced. Faeries did have an unpredictable side, and it stood to reason that the Faerie Queen and her Court would be the most dangerous of the lot.


‘But enough about that ghastly Seelie Court,’ said Miss Dumpling. ‘I believe we should make an event of our return to the capital – a grand London opening! That’ll really get the word out. Soon enough, the whole town will be clamouring for our cakes – and their gossip shan’t be far behind.’


Yesterday smiled, her sourness dissolving like sugar in hot tea. She was extremely fond of all the preposterous things Miss Dumpling liked to do whenever they arrived in a new village, town or city.


‘Why don’t we dye the unicorns pink, ride them through the street, and launch fireworks off their backs?’ said Jack, already exploding with ideas. ‘Or … I know! I’ve been working on this new concept: I call it the Bubble-gum Hot Air Balloon …’


Just then, Madrigal the not-raven flew in through an open window in a flurry of white feathers. Clutched in his claws was a rather tattered-looking newspaper called The Rambling Redcap.


‘Madrigal, darling, did your location-scouting for the teashop go well?’ asked Miss Dumpling, warily eyeing the newspaper.


Madrigal dropped it on the table. ‘See for yourself,’ he grumbled, and they all craned their necks to read the headline.




WHO WILL THEY TAKE NEXT?


Another mysterious faerie disappearance leaves some wondering if we need a stricter Strangeling Act!


‘Lock them all up and throw away the key,’ says Robin Goodfellow, Spymaster for the Seelie Court in a new, exclusive interview!





‘Apparently a djinn’s gone missing,’ Madrigal explained. ‘A proper wish gardener, at that.’


‘It says here he’s not the first to disappear,’ said Jack, skimming his way through the article. ‘A dryad, a pixie, and a mermaid have vanished too.’


‘And they’re blaming strangelings for it,’ said Yesterday, folding her arms. ‘No surprises there. Look – “there is evidence to tie all four disappearances to strangelings, although the Court cannot reveal more at this stage of the investigation.” So ridiculous!’


Jack finished the article. ‘Sounds like a real mystery’s afoot,’ he said. A mischievous grin formed across his face – a grin that Yesterday knew all too well. ‘Maybe we should investigate. I’ve got a great trench coat I could wear, plus we can probably find a pipe to complete the look.’


‘Nobody is playing the detective, and there will certainly be no smoking, Mr Cadogan!’ crowed Madrigal peevishly. ‘We have important business in London, and the last thing we need is a side quest. Perhaps coming to London was stuff and nonsense after all.’


‘But we can’t turn back now,’ Jack protested. ‘I’m not scared. I’m Jack Cadogan!’ He jumped up, standing tall with his hands on his hips, brave as a hero from a myth.


Miss Dumpling gave him a little clap. ‘Quite right, Jack. We in Dwimmerly End are firm sourdough, not wobbly panna cotta! And we shan’t let a few rotten raisins spoil the pudding.’


Jack cheered, but worries buzzed in Yesterday’s mind. They needed to find her mother soon. Who knew when Mr Weep might strike again?


And on top of that, the Seelie Court wasn’t tremendously keen on strangelings like Yesterday. They thought her kind were dangerous, claiming that strangelings didn’t know how to use their magic properly.


Was coming to London during the Wild Feast a mistake after all?


Yesterday shook the thoughts out of her head, like shaking flour from an old apron. They were arriving in London and the teashop was bound to be furiously busy – full of chances to learn new spells and meet new faeries. She couldn’t afford to let her anxieties get the better of her. She had to trust that Miss Dumpling knew what she was doing.


Yesterday pushed out her chair, rising to her feet. ‘I’d best be going,’ she announced. ‘I have some magic to be getting on with.’









Chapter Two


The Grand London Opening


With its shelves upon shelves of peculiar ingredients, Dwimmerly End’s pantry was unquestionably one of Yesterday’s favourite places in the teashop.


In the hopes of brewing her monstrous tea, Yesterday spent the morning rifling through the pantry’s stores, combining this ingredient with that. She steeped a gryphon’s feather in hydra oil mixed with giant squid ink, but the only monstrous thing about the resulting brew was the awful breath it gave her. She blended unicorn milk with yeti teardrops, creating a tea that turned her skin blue for a few minutes, which was admittedly fun, but not exactly the result she desired.


She was pouring the remnants of her failed concoctions down the sink, feeling quite sorry for herself, when Miss Dumpling drifted into the kitchen.


‘I think this project of yours is just marvellous, darling,’ said the tea witch. ‘But do you not think you are taking it rather seriously? One mustn’t forget that nothing sweetens tea better than a generous dollop of dreaming.’


Yesterday frowned. She didn’t need dreams. She needed results.


Her attempts at tea-brewing had taken long enough that Dwimmerly End had now arrived in London. Jack was thrilled, darting from window to window, taking it all in.


Miss Dumpling told Jack that London was composed of boroughs linked by train stations with unusual names, like Angel, Seven Sisters, and Elephant and Castle.


Jack asked if the Seven Sisters were powerful fortune-tellers, and whether they had foretold the rise and fall of any overly ambitious monarchs lately. He queried why anyone should like to defend their Castle with an Elephant, and how, exactly, an angel had gotten into the business of running train schedules.


But for Yesterday, who had spent the first twelve years of her life in the company of humans, London was, well, London. It was a human city, which had natural limitations when it came to being interesting. Red-bricked factories pumped out columns of smoke into the steel-coloured sky. The River Thames oozed past, thick with sewage and grime.


‘I miss the North,’ she said glumly, her elbows on the windowsill as she watched London churn on by.


‘Saucers and silliness,’ Miss Dumpling chuckled, placing her hand on Yesterday’s shoulder. ‘London, like anywhere, is full of magic and faeries, if one knows where to look.’


Dwimmerly End settled in the corner of a neat square with a hawthorn tree in the middle. The square was dotted with a few human shops, including a bookshop, a pottery shop, and a coffeehouse. But the humans would never see Dwimmerly End, nestled as it was between a florist’s and a dressmaker’s, so long as it was cloaked beneath its glamours – special faerie magic that enabled it and its residents to go about unseen by humans.


Now they had arrived, it was time to prepare for the grand London opening. Widdershins beavered away with a broom and a feather duster and wrote up the specials on the chalkboard: Beastly Blend (speak the languages of animals!), Tectonic Tisane (move Heaven and Earth!), and Veiling Verbena (for skulking and subterfuge – scoundrel’s reputation not included!). Strange noises came from Jack’s laboratory as he worked tirelessly on something new and ridiculous, while Mr Wormwood prepared useful herbs and spices in the tea garden.


Meanwhile, Miss Dumpling did what Miss Dumpling did best – preparing things in the kitchen. She mixed a dash of stardust with softened dragon butter and flour to make Muffins of Merrymaking; she folded granulated dreams with baku whiskers and gryphon eggs to bake a gorgeously pink Dreamcake; and she stirred refined pixie kisses with baking powder and golden syrup to make enough Hopeless Romantic Honeycomb for the whole population of London.


Since she was so busy, the tea witch asked Yesterday to brew a pot of Verdant Vanilla, and then they all went outside, where Madrigal was pinning up a green and pink banner. It read Dwimmerly End – Grand London Opening!


‘Now, for our colours,’ said Miss Dumpling, gesturing for Yesterday to step forward.


Yesterday nodded and drank her teacup of Verdant Vanilla, which tasted not merely of vanilla, but also of the wonderful freshness of grass after rain.


‘I know seafoam is all the rage since the Haus of Cobweb’s spring collection,’ Miss Dumpling went on, as Yesterday’s veins began to shine emerald. ‘But fashion is fleeting, darling. Style is timeless. What do you say we go back to the Dwimmerly End classics: pinks, yellows, and blues?’


‘Style is timeless,’ Yesterday agreed. The teashop’s walls had been covered with red and green flowers since Christmas. Yesterday touched them with her fingertips and closed her eyes, letting magic dance through her and into the petals.


At once, the flowers folded up their petals, only to unfurl moments later, now in all soft shades of pink, yellow, and blue – made perfectly to order.


Soon enough, faeries were queuing around the corner, clamouring for a taste of Miss Dumpling’s tea and cakes. Goat-hooved fauns and rocky, plump trolls and tiny, fluttering pixies bustled next to haughty elves, curious witches, and restless centaurs. Everyone was craning their necks, wondering when the place was going to let people inside.


‘I heard they sell marvellous Chimera Creampuffs,’ said a chatty troll.


‘Don’t they have their own wish orchard on site?’ replied a dryad. ‘Imagine – fresh Wishfruit Tarts! Though I hear the wish that comes true isn’t always your own …’


‘And what of their tea?’ murmured a centaur. ‘Miss Dumpling’s Chamomile of Confidence is famous throughout the queendom!’


The minute the front door opened, the faeries spilled into the tearoom like a hungry tidal wave. The fauns scoffed Floatation Fondants and ended up finishing their tea upside-down on the ceiling. The trolls gobbled Wishfruit Tarts, and, with every hiccup, they released bursts of unexpected magic, transforming teapots into timepieces and turning a nearby elf’s beard bright scarlet.


The day was utterly hectic. Yesterday barely noticed when closing time came. Indeed, she was so busy scrubbing a table with Jack that she almost missed the arrival of their last customer. Madrigal, who usually worked the door and brought customers to their tables, was tallying up the accounts, so the faerie came in and sat down by himself.


‘Aren’t you going to take my order, young lady?’ he called to Yesterday, his voice sharp and needling and really quite unpleasant. ‘Is this a teashop, or isn’t it?’


The faerie resembled a grey-furred mole crossed with a human. Dressed in a tattered old suit, he was touching his claws together, smiling wryly. Yesterday knew that he was a kobold, a kind of faerie that went wild for Lightning-Braided Babka.


‘Technically, we’re closed,’ said Yesterday stiffly, who loathed rudeness in all its forms, and would not stand for it. ‘I suppose we could take one more order. But you’re going to have to be a bit more polite about it. I am a tea witch, and we don’t hold with things like bad manners.’ (She had picked up this way of talking to customers from spending so long in the company of Madrigal and Miss Dumpling.) ‘What would you like …?’ And she added drily, ‘… sir?’


The mole faerie smiled. It was a smile with too many teeth. ‘Everything,’ he said.


‘Everything?’ Yesterday repeated. ‘What do you mean, everything?’


The kobold sneered. ‘I want your whole teashop, neither-nor.’


Yesterday flinched. That word – neither-nor. It was a cruel term for strangelings like her, faeries who’d grown up around humans and lost their magic for a while, the only giveaway being their mismatched eyes. ‘I beg your pardon?’ she said.


‘Something the matter over here?’ said Madrigal, flapping on to a nearby armchair.


Yesterday’s eyes narrowed to dagger points. ‘This customer just used a word I don’t like very much,’ she told him. ‘I want him to say it again. Louder, this time, so there can be no mistaking it.’


Jack joined her side, worry etched across his face.


‘I said I want your teashop, neither-nor,’ the kobold barked. ‘Or must I spell it out more clearly for you?’


Yesterday rolled up her sleeves. ‘No need,’ she said. ‘Because if you don’t leave our teashop right this second, our gryphon will be having her favourite for supper.’ She leaned in and said, ‘Kobold stew.’


The kobold smirked viciously. ‘Very well,’ he said, pushing his chair back. ‘I know when I’m not wanted.’


The kobold headed to the front door. Then, he turned and said, ‘Oh, tell me? Will you miss this, or can I keep it for myself?’


He lifted his hand to reveal a compass. It was the Pocket Polestar Jack had given her for Christmas – a compass that always pointed the way to Dwimmerly End. Yesterday had no idea how he’d managed to pinch it from her apron pocket, but her head swam with rage.


‘Give that back!’ she growled, but the kobold skipped outside, chuckling to himself. Yesterday did not even think before breaking into a sprint after him, bursting into the cool evening air.


‘Miss Crumb!’ Madrigal squawked, flapping in pursuit. ‘What are you thinking?’


‘Essie!’ called Jack, Pascal under one arm, Yesterday’s satchel under the other. ‘Essie, he’s not worth it!’


The kobold was waiting under the gleam of a streetlamp. The street was veiled in the velvety darkness of night. He dangled her compass from a thin, gold chain around his mole-like claws.


‘You want this, do you?’ He flung the compass at her, and she scrambled to catch it. ‘Have it. It’s worthless anyway. I told you, it was your teashop I wanted. And now …’ He hissed viciously. ‘… I’ve got it.’


‘It’s not worthless!’ Yesterday picked the compass off the road, removing the mud with the hem of her apron. ‘It was my Christmas present!’ Then she realised what the kobold had said, as Jack, Pascal, and Madrigal caught up with them. ‘You’ve got my teashop?’ she echoed. ‘But it’s right …’


Yesterday turned. Dwimmerly End was gone. In the space where it had been only moments ago was nothing but empty air.


Her body went hollow. She staggered backwards, legs wobbling. ‘Wh-what?’ she murmured, scanning the area in search of the teashop. ‘How …?’


‘Essie!’ Jack cried, tapping her shoulder furiously. ‘Essie, look!’


She whirled back to the kobold.


He was grinning his largest grin yet. He was pulling at his skin, starting with the skin on his face and neck, peeling it off like fabric. Like a costume. The real faerie who’d been hiding inside rose up, tall and spindly, with a thin nose and sharp, furry ears. He wore a dark cloak with a white, ruffled collar and there were strings of teeth and fangs braided into his straw-like hair. He looked almost like a peculiar tooth fairy, if tooth fairies were cruel and sneering.


Not a kobold at all, Yesterday realised. A hobgoblin.


‘Thank goodness I don’t have to wear that shape anymore,’ muttered the hobgoblin. ‘It’s ghastly, pretending to be a fey of such low class.’


In his hands was something that Yesterday thought was a dollhouse, to begin with. Then she looked closer. It was Dwimmerly End itself, somehow made miniature. As she peered through the little front windows, she spied a tiny Mr Wormwood and a tiny Widdershins shouting inaudibly and waving up at Yesterday.


The hobgoblin had shrunk Dwimmerly End down to the size of his palm.


Anger blazed in Yesterday’s heart. ‘If you don’t put my home back to normal right this second, it will be the last mistake you ever make!’


The hobgoblin lowered the miniature Dwimmerly End. ‘Shan’t,’ he said. ‘You insulted me, little tea witch girl, and I do not take well to impropriety. Being rude to a courtier breaks Seelie Court law, and thus I have used the Court’s power to impound your home.’


‘You can’t do this,’ said Jack, his voice breaking, Pascal rattling with fear in his arms. ‘All our stuff’s in there! And our family …’


The hobgoblin chuckled, low and deep. ‘Sorry, chum, but it looks like I’ve already done it,’ he said. ‘You stand before Robin Goodfellow, Spymaster of the Seelie Court! Your teashop shall dwell in my collection until it has withered into dust and memories.’


Madrigal squawked out an apology. ‘Lord Goodfellow, Miss Crumb meant you no offence. She simply—’


But Yesterday saw red. ‘You don’t scare me, Spymaster! We’re here to watch the Wild Feast and I don’t think the Faerie Queen will be happy to know you’ve mistreated some of her guests!’


Robin Goodfellow stared at her for a moment. Then he let out a nasty snicker. The snicker became a giggle, which became a chortle, which became a great belly laugh. ‘Best wishes, little Crumb.’


The streetlamp went out for a heartbeat. When the light flickered back on, Robin Goodfellow was gone – along with Dwimmerly End. The only traces that remained were the echoes of his laughter in the cold, empty street.









Chapter Three


Beyond the Wishing Well


‘What do we do now?’ said Jack, slumping on the kerb, face in his hands. Pascal nuzzled his cheek to cheer him up, but it didn’t seem to make a difference. ‘We’ve lost Dwimmerly End! We’ve lost Miss Dumpling. She’s the one who gets people out of messes. Not us!’


‘Oh, do keep a stiff upper lip, Mr Cadogan,’ sighed Madrigal from Yesterday’s shoulder. ‘No prison could hold Miss Dumpling. Robin Goodfellow could lock her in Oberon’s Manse, and she’d still be back by breakfast.’


Yesterday took a moment to breathe, to give herself a mental cup of tea. ‘Jack, now really isn’t the time to fall to bits.’ She turned her attention to Madrigal. ‘Robin Goodfellow said he was the Seelie Court’s Spymaster, which means the Seelie Court stole our teashop. Correct?’


‘Correct,’ Madrigal replied.


‘So, the actual Spymaster of the Seelie Court just so happened to wander into our teashop, of all places, on the day we first arrive in London?’ She shivered against the cold wind blowing down the street. More than anything, she wished she could snuggle into an armchair in front of the tearoom’s fireplace. ‘Doesn’t that seem strange to you?’


Jack rose from the kerb, handing Yesterday her satchel. Pascal had slipped inside, his porcelain shell clattering as he shivered against the night. ‘What are you saying, Essie?’


‘I’m saying,’ she replied, ‘that something’s going on here. Something bigger than our teashop. I’m certain of it. Finding my mother is going to have to wait. Miss Dumpling needs us and I’m not prepared to let her fight this alone.’


‘You two!’


Yesterday glanced down the road. A lady in a police officer’s uniform was marching towards them, her grey hair tied in a bun under a black hat. Though it was dark out, she was wearing a pair of sunglasses with violet-tinted lenses.


‘She can see us,’ Jack whispered, as a stab of panic cut through Yesterday. The police officer was getting closer. ‘That human can see us!’


‘Calm yourself, Mr Cadogan,’ Madrigal said quietly. ‘In the teashop’s absence, Dwimmerly End’s glamours may have already faded. Though, really, they ought to have lasted a few more hours, at the least …’


The officer reached their side. ‘It’s not safe for young children to be out on the streets after dark,’ she announced, peering at them under the dim streetlight. ‘Especially on a cold night like this. Come with me to the station and we can find your parents.’


‘Sorry, officer,’ said Yesterday instinctively. ‘We … took the wrong turn on our way home. We’ll be off, now.’


She took Jack’s hand and hurried him down the street, Madrigal hopping after them and Pascal in her satchel.


‘Maybe she could have been a help?’ Jack asked, glancing over his shoulder at the police officer.


‘We don’t need any help,’ Yesterday insisted. She didn’t trust humans, as a rule.


‘Miss Crumb, the Seelie Court is made up of the most powerful faeries in the queendom,’ said Madrigal. ‘How, I wonder, do you plan on defeating them alone?’


Yesterday considered the issue carefully. ‘If Dwimmerly End has taught me anything,’ she said, ‘it’s that everyone wants something, including the Seelie Court. It’s just a matter of figuring out what that something is.’ Yesterday lifted the Pocket Polestar. Its needle was pointing west. ‘And if the Seelie Court isn’t interested in negotiations, then we do the obvious.’


Jack blinked at her. ‘Put gryphon droppings in their scones?’


Yesterday shrugged. ‘I was thinking more … poison their tea and break Dwimmerly End out by force. But your suggestion works too.’


They scurried through the meandering streets of London, through narrow backroads and foggy parks, until the needle of the Pocket Polestar led them to the Faerie Queen’s castle.


It looked like an ordinary street. Misting rain scattered across the cobblestones like a sifting of ground diamonds in the moonlight. The crescent-shaped road curved around a row of houses painted in a rainbow of pastel colours. The air smelt wet and mulchy.


Opposite the houses, neatly enclosed by the crescent, was a little patch of green surrounded by an iron fence. It was much too small to be called a park, and much too oddly shaped to be called a square, but it had a public herb garden tucked at one end and a set of swings at the other.


In the centre was an old wishing well with a little red roof and a rusty bucket hanging from a wooden beam. Moss and weeds sprouted from the bleached bricks like a beard of leafy stubble.


Yesterday glanced at her compass, then back at the well. ‘We’re certain this is the entrance?’


‘As Miss Dumpling never tires of reminding us,’ said Madrigal, by way of explanation, ‘the finest tea can brew in the humblest of pots.’


Yesterday had to approve of his point.


They approached the wishing well, Pascal floating alongside. Yesterday peered over the edge into the deep, black hole. She looked at the others, who looked back at her expectantly.


‘You think we should jump into the wishing well, don’t you?’ She let out a despairing sigh. ‘Don’t look at me like that. It’s perfectly reasonable to think diving into a bottomless pit is maybe just a little bit dangerous.’


‘You don’t jump in …’ Jack chuckled as he reached into his pocket. ‘Watch!’


He produced a penny and flipped it into the well. They listened as it bounced down the sides, echoing in the endless darkness. Then Jack called, ‘Oh, Queen of Fair Folk, Queen of the Fey! Grant us passage, and open the way!’


There was a rumbling, scraping sound. A moment passed, in which the only noises were the tinkling of rain and the grinding of stones. Then, one half of the wishing well slowly swung open, like a door on its hinges.


Yesterday marvelled as a staircase sprouted, one step after the other, from the inside walls of the well, spiralling into the bowels of the earth.


‘Faeries,’ said Madrigal, hopping on to the first step, ‘are rather fond of hiding entrances to their territory in curious places: in portraits and mirrors and such like. I knew a gentleman in Oxford who swore by way-witching rabbit holes.’


They followed the staircase down the well, careful not to slip. ‘You could be halfway across the country,’ said Jack, ‘but if you found a wishing well, it’d lead you to the Faerie Queen’s castle. Pretty cool, isn’t it?’


At the bottom of the staircase, they stepped into a narrow hallway with dozens of archways lining the sides, each opening to another staircase – and another wishing well, Yesterday supposed.


At the end was a large wooden door, little brown mushrooms sprouting from its deep cracks. Jack pushed it open, and Yesterday’s eyes were blinded by light.


On the other side was a winding path, wreathed in blue mist. The walls of a great stone cavern rose up all around them, as if they had been swallowed into the grey belly of a giant, deep below London.


‘How beautiful,’ Yesterday whispered to herself. The air smelt metallic: the path was paved with pennies, the coppery discs glinting in the mysterious blue light.


Topiaries festooned the sides of the path, sculpted from clumped moss and algae, and shaped like unicorns and dragons and sphinxes. Marble statues of faeries were dotted here and there, wearing rusted necklaces and crowns of gold.


‘It’s all stuff people threw down wells, isn’t it?’ Yesterday guessed. ‘They thought pennies and trinkets would make their wishes come true, but they were just giving their belongings to the Seelie Court to use as decorations!’


‘Quite,’ said Madrigal. ‘Welcome to the Castle of Lost Things. Seat of the Faerie Queen, residence of the Seelie Court.’


The castle appeared to be made from all sorts of oddments and peculiarities: flagstones roughly cemented together; gemstones glinting like scattered sand in the sun; swords and bicycles and pocket watches and plates of dulled armour, all jutting out at random angles. It was the most bizarre building Yesterday had seen since the Museum of Entirely Unnatural History. The enormous front door was rather dull-looking by comparison, made from the wood of old wishing well buckets.


‘Ready?’ said Jack, as they entered the castle’s shadow. Pascal dove into Yesterday’s satchel to hide.


She took a deep breath and went to the door, commanding her trembling fingers to hold still. ‘Ready,’ she said, and she heaved it open.


A vast chamber lay on the other side. From the vaulted ceiling hung a gleaming chandelier, holding candles dripping with wax. There were so many little faeries around the place, Yesterday couldn’t even see the floor. They looked like a cross between children and lizards with brown-grey scales and forked tongues, and wore tattered butlers’ suits or ragged maids’ dresses.


Sprites, Yesterday deduced, recalling The Pocket Book of Faeries. Diminutive faeries often found in the service of more powerful beings …


Madrigal gasped from her shoulder. ‘On your knees, Miss Crumb!’ he said. ‘There is …’


‘… the Seelie Court,’ Yesterday finished for him. She did not kneel. But even so, she was breathless as she gazed at the six figures upon a grand stage at the far end of the hall.


On the left was a faerie with glossy white hair the colour of surf, wearing a dress of waterweed and a tiara carved from fishbones. With her enormous fishtail glimmering in the candlelight, she splashed about in a huge bathtub that stood on six scuttling crab-legs.


‘That mermaid is Lyssa,’ Madrigal whispered. ‘Duchess of the River Thames.’


Beside the mermaid, sitting on a small tree grown into the shape of a throne, was a dryad, like Mr Wormwood. He had dark green skin and rose petals for hair. A crown of bark grew from his forehead and his eyes were deep red and severe, like poisonous berries ripe for picking.


‘And he’s Florian,’ said Jack. ‘Prince of the Dryads – or at least the ones who live in Kensington Gardens, right?’


Madrigal nodded stiffly. ‘His flower market is considered a must-see for all tea witches who travel to London.’


The third sat on a tiny toadstool. She herself was no bigger than a handspan, with ornate dragonfly wings. She wore a tiara woven from what Yesterday thought were the glowing filaments of lightbulbs.


‘The Merchant-Countess of the Pixies,’ said Madrigal. ‘She keeps a fierce monopoly over their market in secrets and rumours.’


Beside the pixie was a miserable-looking gentleman dressed in a grey robe embroidered with bright jolts of yellow. ‘The Lord of Storms,’ Madrigal whispered. He was a sylph, a faerie of the air, and his long hair was composed of actual storm clouds, thunderous and rumbling. ‘Chancellor of the Ministry of Skies, overseer of the country’s weather. No surprise it’s always overcast with him in charge.’


The fifth member of the Seelie Court, beside the sylph lord, was the Spymaster Robin Goodfellow. Only he noticed Yesterday’s arrival. Grinning, he leaned over and tugged at the sleeve of the final member of the Court, who was sitting in the middle.


It was the Faerie Queen Aureliana.


Her pink and yellow ballgown, decorated with white trim, made her look like an enormous confection. Her blonde hair, a shimmer of golden ringlets, was astonishingly modelled into the shape of a three-tiered cake. A pair of white antlers gnarled from her brow, and her pointed ears were long and dappled with deer fur.


She sat upon an ornate yet rusted throne, and her crown was made from sparkling spoons and forks and knives, perched on the top tier of her hair. Madrigal informed Yesterday they were silverware stolen from the Queen of England and gifted to the new Faerie Queen by the Goblin Market when she was coronated.


‘Do my eyes deceive me?’ said the Faerie Queen. Her voice was soft and sweet, yet the sprites quivered and whimpered. She stroked a sword in its scabbard that was propped against the side of her throne. ‘Or have uninvited guests stepped into my castle? I must have my eyes arrested if they do deceive me, of course. It is well known that lying to a queen is an act of treason, and eyes are not exempt!’
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