
A sneaky preview for the next book, Lucy’s Story: The End of 

the World. Sign up to my mailing list to be the first to read the 

whole thing! 

 

CHAPTER ONE 

She was too old to believe in them now, but Lucy still loved 

listening to her uncle’s stories. When she was little (she was now twelve-

and-half) she would lay in bed at night dreaming about running away to 

sail with pirates, or flying a dragon to the ends of the universe. 

Enthralled with Uncle John’s tales, she would write her own 

stories, keeping them under her mattress and safe from her mother’s 

prying eyes. In those stories, Lucy was a brave adventurer, bold and 

unintimidated by creatures that would leave even Captain Simon 

Peabody trembling in terror. 

When she wrote those stories, new worlds opened up to her: real, 

beautiful, and marvellously exciting.  

Not anymore. 

No matter how much she wished they were true, Lucy Carroll knew 

there was no chance of being whisked away into her uncle’s tales; no 

chance of a life filled with magic or mystery or misadventure. No, she 

was condemned to an altogether uneventful life, where things of any 

interest whatsoever happened only in her imagination. 

And so, she wrote. But as she grew, Lucy's stories grew, too. What 

were once tales of mermaids and fairies and dreams come true, became 

dystopian sagas of war ravaging the land and the fruits of human error. 

In Lucy's mind, the only real possibility of adventure lay now in tragedy. 

One afternoon, after a particularly heated discussion about the 

unimportance of school with her mother, Lucy began her most ambitious 

story: The End of the World.  

 

CHAPTER TWO 

‘The End of the World’ was all Lucy had time to write before her 

mum rudely interrupted, stared pointedly at the clock on the wall and 

informed Lucy it was well past her bedtime. Lucy stared pointedly at the 

door her mother had left open, and then got up to slam it shut. She had 

stayed up late two nights already this week and so she decided to listen 

to the voice of reason in her head. It was time to go to bed.  
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It took her a long while to get to sleep, because the other voices in 

Lucy’s head disagreed unanimously with the sensible one and the story 

ideas grew, almost out of control. However, Lucy must have fallen asleep 

eventually because she woke up to her mother’s shouts. It was still dark 

outside. 

“I don’t want to go to scho-o-o-ol,” said Lucy, dragging the word 

‘school’ out through the muddiness of the morning.  

“I will not say it again, Lucy!” said her mother, “Get up, and get 

dressed.” 

“But-,” started Lucy, before she was (once again) rudely 

interrupted. 

“No buts! Or silly excuses. The pirates don’t need you, nor do the 

leprechauns. I, however, do not want to be late for work again. You’re 

going to school - end of discussion.” 

She groaned. With clothes flying in all directions, Lucy untangled 

her school uniform from the Leaning Tower of Laundry on her chair. 

Checking herself in the mirror, she tried to press out the crinkles that she 

knew her mum would notice. The engine of the car roared outside. 

There was no time to brush her teeth. She slammed the door 

behind her, tripped over her shoelace and fell into a large muddy puddle 

with a mood worse than her teacher during a coffee strike. Sighing and 

grumbling as she got up, Lucy dragged herself to the car. 

Except, the car wasn’t there. Nor was her mother. She stumbled in 

a slow twirl, taking in her unexpected new surroundings. All she could 

see was barren earth, the colour of the big red rock in the middle of 

Australia. It stretched out forever below a dull orange smog. Even the 

puddles around her feet had been replaced with a gritty smoke, like the 

spirits of a thousand autumn leaves, ripped, shredded and cast away. 

Shutting her eyes tightly and opening them again didn't work. 

Pinching her arm didn’t work either (but it did hurt). As a last resort she 

screamed at the top of her little lungs and stomped madly on the dry 

earth. Nothing. 

Lucy sank to her knees and cried. 

 

 

 


