‘This sublime, shimmering Blakeian fantasy — for children and
adults alike — thrills, enlarges and heals the soul in equal measure.
An out-and-out masterpiece’

Piers Torday

Tyger is next level excellent — and Dave McKean's illustrations
dovetail perfectly and beautifully with the story.
This book is a gem’

Malorie Blackman

"You wait years and years for a masterpiece and then one comes along’

Frank Cottrell-Boyce

‘A profound, Blake-inspired novel, that’s also a simple
thrilling fale of a boy and a girl and a Tyger. A triumph!’

Jacqueline Wilson 4

‘Breathtaking, in turns heartbreaking and achingly beautiful.
Imagination-stirring, wise and thought-provoking . . . Perfection’

Sophie Anderson

T10VED it so much. A masterpiece of a story:
beautiful, brilliant, perfect!’

Peter Bunzl

‘Readers will fall in love with Tyger and through her their hearts will be
strengthened and hope-light recharged . . . a timeless classic’

Sita Brahmachari



‘like William Blake & (.S. lewis & Diana Wynne Jones & Pullman

& Diken got rescued from a whirlwind by SF Said & made into
something new & visionary & exciting & hopeful &
deeply-dreamt & truly-lived’

AF Harrold

‘An extraordinary read’
Jamila Gavin

‘A book of great beauty. Followers of Narnia will love this book with
its majestic theme of empowerment. It is a glorious triumph’

Berlie Doherty

‘Tyger has gone straight in my top ten books of all time’
Lu Hersey

‘(ompletely immersive & universally enlightening, Tyger is exciting,
fast-paced, surprising, thought-provoking & utterly brilliant’

Mel Taylor-Bessent

‘For me, the publishing event of this year’

Pie Corbett

‘In adventure woven with mythology, magic and the power of
the human spirit . . . This book is destined to last’
Kate Heap

‘An utter masterpiece. Powerful, beautiful and totally unafraid’
Simon Smith

‘Breath-taking . . . Uniquely inspiring’
Ben Harris

‘Everything | hoped it would be and a whole lot more . ..
However high your expectations are for this book, it will exceed them'

Jon Biddle

‘Absolutely blown away .. .1 have a new favourite book!’
Nicki (leveland

‘A book that's a warning, a hope and maybe a beacon

John Potten

‘Magnificent’

Gill Ward

'SF Said is a phenomenal advocate of children's literature,

but he is an even better creator of it!’

Sam Creighton

‘A breath-taking adventure’
Kara Orford



)

wod'$)00qSuIP|dPIABP MMM

(

A

ptes 45 hq

HiDAL



Also by SF Said

Varjak Paw
The Outlaw Varjak Paw
Phoenix

TYGER
is a

DAVID FICKLING BOOK

First published in Great Britain in 2022 by
David Fickling Books,
31 Beaumont Street,

Oxford, OX1 2NP

Text © SF Said, 2022
Illustrations © Dave McKean, 2022

978-1-78845-283-0
13579108642

The right of SF Said and Dave McKean to be identified as
the author and illustrator of this work has been asserted in
accordance with the Copyright, Designs and Patents Act 1988.

All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced,
stored in a retrieval system, or transmitted in any form or by
any means, electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording or
otherwise, without the prior permission of the publishers.

Papers used by David Fickling Books are from
well-managed forests and other responsible sources.

®
MIX
Paper from

responsible sources
wsweﬁa FSC® C018072

DAVID FICKLING BOOKS Reg. No. 8340307

A CIP catalogue record for this book is
available from the British Library.
Printed and bound in Great Britain by Clays, Ltd, Elcograf S.p.A

I YOER

SF Said
[Wustrated by Dave McKean

David Fickling Books

31 Beaumont Street
Oxford OXI| 2NP, UK



t 77]./{0/}1 2[{1 PQ]?’M ”,Z,’IS Q.I.ZQTWH 971 ]97417

S
N
)
N
~
S
N
S
N
S
[
“—
X
S
=~
Y
Q
)
=
:Y:
N\
~
S
=
N\
N
3
=
~.
BN

Wanguary 1577 241 ur pauaddvy 1y



Chapter
One

t was the week before Midwinter. The rain was

lashing down, and the narrow streets of Soho
were deep with puddles. Although it was midday,
the sky over London was iron grey. Clouds of smoke
hung heavy up above, as always.

Adam Alhambra wasn’t looking at that bleak
Midwinter sky. He was looking at the checkpoint up
ahead of him, and shivering. He huddled into his
coat, but the wind cut through it like a whip. And
that wasn’t the only thing that made him feel cold.

He could see the soldier there, behind the
metal bars and railings. He could hear his stern
voice, turning people back from the boundary that
separated Soho from the rest of London. As Adam



watched, biting down on his pencil, a whole family
was being marched away at gunpoint, not allowed
to leave the Ghetto.

‘Next!

And now it was his turn. Adam put his pencil
behind his ear, and stepped up for inspection, under
a row of Union Jacks and a portrait of the Emperor.

The soldier was a guardsman in a red coat, with a
bristling white moustache. He looked Adam up and
down, taking in his skin, his hair, his eyes. The fact
that everything about him was just a little different,
just a little darker. Then he looked at Adam’s papers,
saw his name, and here it came . . .

Alhambra? said the soldier. ‘And where are you
from, boy?’

‘Um — London, sir, said Adam, trying to sound
calm, and failing.

‘You know what I mean, said the soldier. “Where
are you really from?’

Adam looked down. ‘My parents came here from
the Middle East, sir,” he said, ‘but I've lived in London
all my life’

“The Middle East.” The soldier frowned. ‘Isn’t that
where camels used to come from?’

‘Camels?” said Adam, mystified. T don’t know,
sit. I don’t know anything about the Middle East.

I’'m just doing the deliveries for my family’s shop,
Alhambra & Company. Theyre depending on me
to do them.” He held up his bag, to show the soldier
the parcels that were packed so carefully inside.

“Where are the shop’s papers?” said the soldier.

‘Oh — right here, sir!” Adam fumbled in his pocket
for the documents. But as he pulled them out, a
little scrap of paper fell out with them, and fluttered
to the floor.

Adam’s heart thumped. Quick as he could, he
scooped it up, and shoved it back into his pocket.

‘Was that a drawing?’ said the soldier. “What do
you think you are — an artist?’

Adam’s cheeks burned. His mouth went dry. ‘No,
no, sir, of course not, he said. ‘Please. Here are the
shop’s papers, see?’

The soldier gave him a long, hard look. He looked
at the documents even longer and harder. But finally
he grunted, and waved Adam through. ‘Go on then,
camel boy,” he said. ‘Don’t start any trouble.’

“Thank you, sir,; Adam made himself say, as he
went through the checkpoint, and came out onto
Oxford Street.

And here, on the other side of the checkpoint,
everything was different. People were shopping on

the wide open street. Adults were going to work.



Children were going to school. No one was stopping
them, searching them, asking them questions.

For a moment, he wished he could be one of them.
Just an ordinary British boy, on his way to school.
Someone who could go anywhere he wanted, and do
anything he dreamed.

But he was a foreigner, and he had a job to do.

He began to run. He raced up Oxford Street, past
the grand department stores, onto Tottenham Court
Road. Some of the people he passed gave him the
same look as the soldier. He could feel their eyes on
his skin. Keep your head down, his father always said.
Eye contact only makes it worse. Don’t look at anyone,
or anything, or—

CRASH!

‘Look where you're going!”

Oh no. Adam looked up to see a lean, hungry-
looking man, staring down at him with cold blue
eyes.

‘Sorry, sir,’ said Adam — but the man grinned. His
white teeth gleamed.

‘Relax!” he said brightly. ‘Here, I want to show you
something.” He put an arm round Adam’s shoulder
and steered him off the main road, into a side street.

Adam went with him, grateful that he wasn’t in

trouble. But doubts were gnawing at his mind. The

streets around Tottenham Court Road were grimier
and less grand than Oxford Street. There was nothing
to see; just thick brick walls, blackened by chimney
smoke. No one else was walking here. Something
wasn't right.

‘Now then, said the man, as thunder rumbled in
the sky. ‘Give me your bag, and all your money, and
I might just let you live.

Adam gasped. The man’s grip on his shoulder was
very tight now, and he was blocking the way back to
the road.

‘Help!” Adam shouted. But no one on the main
road even turned to look.

“Who do you think would help a foreigner?” The
man’s grin grew wider. ‘Now give me that bag, you
cockroach’

Adam’s heart hammered.

Desperately, he twisted.

Turned.

And tore himself free.

He ran in the only direction he could: down the
side street. But it was a dead end, and it ended at
the gates of the dump. A big block of common land,
filled with stinking rubbish.

Behind him, he could hear the man’s footsteps,

pounding on the pavement, hunting him down



through the rain.

So he ran through the iron gates of the dump,
through heaps of bin bags and crushed tin cans,
shattered glass and torn-up posters. The man kept
coming, closer and closer, chasing him deeper into
the dump.

Lightning slashed the sky. In its glare, Adam saw
a little wooden doorway, hidden behind a mountain
of ashes.

He plunged through it into darkness.

Broken windows flashed past him as he ran
through the rooms of an empty, ruined building.
Then a wall loomed up before him. There were no
doors except the one he’d come in by. There was no
way out. He was trapped in here, and all alone.

He turned to see the man stalking through the
door behind him, something glinting in his hand. A
knife.

A metallic taste filled Adam’s mouth. ‘HELP! he
screamed —

— and then something roared above his head,
louder than the thunder.




