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Girl. Boy. Sea.

Shortlisted for the Carnegie Medal for Writing 2020

‘Perfect for your 14-year-old, taking them on a sea voyage that transports them to a world of near death and the discovery of an unlikely friendship’ 

Jasbinder Bilan, author of Naeli and the Secret Song

‘Moral dilemmas, spiritual guidance and human cruelty underpin this rollicking adventure of unlikely friends’

 Daily Mail

‘Vick writes vividly about the privations and terrors of their precarious existence and his attention to practical detail brings their hardships into stark relief’ 

Books for Keeps

‘A thrilling and a magical book. I take my hat off to Chris. It is an absolute gem’ 

Sally Gardner

‘A storm, a shipwreck and a story of survival in a contemporary, timely adventure tinged with legend and fable’ 

Fiona Noble, The Bookseller 

‘Shipwrecks, storms, survival and the power of unlikely friendship make this contemporary adventure a gripping read’ 

South China Morning Post




The Last Whale

‘A book about climate change that offers hope as well as despair, wrapped in an action-packed adventure. A powerful call to arms’ 

The Bookseller

‘Vick’s generation-spanning eco-thriller zooms around up-to-the-minute themes’ 

Observer

‘A wonder of a book. Memorable characters exploring the mysteries of nature and what it is to be human, beautiful writing and a compelling exploration of the climate crisis. Hugely recommended’

Julian Sedgwick, author of Tsunami Girl

‘Fascinating science underpins this tightly plotted and gripping adventure that reminds us how fragile the ecosystem is’ 

Daily Mail

‘Charged by super plotting, the infectious passion of young eco-campaigners across three generations, and a powerful environmental call to action... A rousing, enchanting triumph’

LoveReading4Kids




Shadow Creatures

WINNER of the Historical Association’s Young Quills Award 2025

The Spectator BEST CHILDREN’S BOOKS 2024

‘A triumph. Vick is a masterful storyteller’

Telegraph

‘Tense, evocative and compelling 

Guardian

‘A heart in your mouth adventure, perfectly crafted by a brilliant writer’ 

Natasha Farrant, author of The Secret of Golden Island

‘Lyrical, yet hard-hitting and packed with fascinating historical facts, Shadow Creatures by Chris Vick is storytelling at its very best’

Tia Fisher, author of Crossing the Line

‘The blend of history, adventure and folklore is masterly – the story is tense, exciting and intriguing in equal measure’ 

Hatchards, Children’s Book Club Choice

‘I loved it. The story, the style, the history, the depth of meaning and feeling: it’s all there. More than a historical novel’ 

Tom Palmer, author of Angel of Grasmere






‘A breathtaking tale of wild storms, dark secrets and dangerous enchantment. Sky Dancers is pure magic, a soaring flight of imagination and wonder. This is electrifying storytelling. Chris Vick is a captivating writer of rare skill and power’

Clare Furniss, author of The Things We Leave Behind
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For Fiona, a mage
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Where two worlds meet

Dedication engraved on a bench, Cape Cornwall. (Now gone.)
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Three Generations Ago

There’s a storm coming.

Sailors bring yachts and trawlers to harbour and roll sails tight. Captain Peters secures bow lines to dock cleats. Soon the wind will moan, boats clatter and strain and, Captain Peters says, ‘make a racket like mad men in chains’.

Farmers close gates and fill barns with bleating sheep.

In the backyards of the terraces, mothers take washing off lines and close window shutters tight.

Houses creak, bracing against the wind. 

Boulders roll and grumble at the shore.

Ice rain falls in sheets. 

And waves thump and smash over the harbour wall. A metre. Two. Salt-heavy spray batters roofs and bashes St Pirran’s granite walls.

The stream that trickles through the village all summer, now rushes and bursts, flowing into the streets against quickly sand-bagged doors.

Gulls are kites on strings that break; their wings flail and fail. 



Drinkers outside the Harbour Inn and youngsters out from winter school, stand ooh- and ah-ing, playing chicken with waves that break over the harbour wall, washing the cobbled streets. Others (those who know the girl who lives in the lighthouse) usher folk up hills and indoors. They have seen storms. But not like this. Not like this.

‘Get in! Get away. Now!’ 

‘The storm hasn’t even hit yet!’ says Jack, swim-walking in a sea of daytime whiskies.

‘I want to see it,’ says five-year-old Milly, crossing her arms. 

Others remember: The ‘never-let-go’ hand of the sea that drowns fishers, sailors. Children. The vicar, shaking his fist uselessly at the sea. Before his mind addled, before he was taken away, screaming tales of a witch, flying in the night clouds.

The first stabs of lightning scar the sky. 

‘It’s them!’ Miss Tavistock shouts, hardly heard above the rage, prodding and herding folk with her umbrella. ‘That heathen girl at the lighthouse. Her and her father. I told you!’

‘It’s just a storm!’ Jack slurs.

‘It’s her!’ 

‘It’s her!’



Outside the lamp room, at the top of the lighthouse that sits on a finger of rock poking into the sea, stands a fourteen-year-old girl. Her dress is soaked through. Other than her long tawny hair (dancing as though she’s underwater), she could be a statue. Her hollow, shadow-filled eyes do not blink as she looks into the heaving ocean; waters lit by flashes of brilliant lightning. Though she does not ‘see’ this. Not exactly. Doesn’t feel the bite of wind, nor needles of sleet, nor hear the thunder. 

That girl is me.

The lamp lights. My shadow is thrown across the sea. A captain, lost in the waves, might see my silhouette; a black pupil in the eye of the fire-orange lamp.

Many villagers – younger families – believe they are safe and sound. Mothers and fathers mutter comforting words: ‘There’s nothing but wind and rain, beyond the walls. Nothing to be scared of.’ 

Until…

Lightning strikes the church roof, tearing it open. And I scream. A cry heard in every street, house, room, heart and mind. 

The beam of light switches in an instant. Now, a dark light, swathing the sea. Shadow-made matter.

Electricity cuts dead. Fires flicker, dampen and die.

It’s too early, but night falls. Villagers pray. And dead voices sing.

‘Come back, come back.’ 

‘Just the wind.’

‘All is lost.’

‘Easy to imagine. It’s nothing. Shall I read you a story? I can light candles.’

‘The gates to watery hell are open.’

‘Mother? Father?’ 

‘It’s so dark.’

‘I’m so cold.’



By morning, drunk Jack, young Milly and Miss Tavistock are dead. Jack, slipping and swept from street to sea. Milly’s house flooded. Miss Tavistock crushed by a falling tree.



Father and I leave the lighthouse at dawn, after the storm, carrying hastily packed bags. Most of what we own, including his books, is left behind.

‘I made it happen, Father.’ 

‘No, Isla, you did not.’

I drop my bags and thump my chest. ‘I never mean any of it. I can’t help any of it.’

He drops his bags too, and hugs me tight.

‘I know, my girl. I am sorry.’

‘It’s me, Father, but at the same time it’s not. I don’t make the storms happen. I don’t control them… yet… I am the storm,’ I cry, and my whole body judders. 

Father pulls away, grips my shoulders, to keep me from falling. 

‘It ends now. It stays here, with Caleb, with Ari. It cannot follow, I
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