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CHAPTER 1 The Telescope

The gargoyle didn’t see Ben watching it. Ben held his old plastic telescope to his eye. He blinked twice. Was it real? Maybe it was just an ugly cat?

Ben didn’t switch the light on. He knelt in the dark, looking out of his bedroom window over the streets and the rooftops. The night was frosty, with only half a moon but lots of stars. Ben had his duvet wrapped around him. The glowing numbers on his alarm clock said 00:01.

Ben wanted to swap the old telescope to his other eye, to check that both eyes could see the same impossible thing. But Ben’s left eye was still black and sore because of the fight at school. It hurt to touch.

He squeezed both his eyes shut in a long blink, then lifted up the telescope again. And the gargoyle hadn’t moved. It sat on a dark rooftop four streets away.

The gargoyle had a twisted monkey’s face. It had grey snake scales on its back and bat’s wings covered in jagged spikes, looking like they were wrapped in nasty barbed wire. It wasn’t a statue. The gargoyle began to crawl.

Ben’s bedroom was in the attic. It was so high up that his wide window had an amazing view above the rest of the houses. At this time of night, streetlights shone in fuzzy blobs down below, but most of the houses were in darkness. Only a handful of windows still glowed.

Ben could see the traffic lights on Mulberry Street change from red to amber to green. There were no cars on the roads. Everything was quiet. Even so, the traffic lights changed from green to amber to red.

Ben’s heart beat so fast that it was hard to hold the telescope steady. He pushed the wider end of the telescope right up against the window to stop it trembling. He watched the gargoyle climb across the sloping rooftop.

“What are you?” Ben whispered aloud.

He was four streets away, yet Ben imagined he could hear the gargoyle’s claws scrape on the red roof tiles as it crawled towards a chimney. A huddle of sleeping pigeons was in its path, but they burst into the air, panicking as they tried to escape.

The gargoyle snatched at them. It grabbed an unlucky flapping pigeon and bit off its head. Ben saw the gargoyle’s long, silvery fangs flash. Then it ate the bird like Ben ate Cadbury’s Creme Eggs. It licked out the gooey stuff first.
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Ben had to tell someone.

But who could he tell? Max’s phone would be switched off, and Ben reckoned his friend would be fast asleep. But Ben sent a text anyway, just hoping that Max would see it first thing in the morning:

“Call me! No messin!! CALL ME!!!”

Ben thought about Mum. But she wouldn’t be happy with a weird phone call or text message in the middle of the night. It would just make her freak out.

So Ben had to tell Dad.

He jumped up and shrugged the duvet away but kept tight hold of the telescope. In his rush, Ben smacked his head on one of the low rafters. He yelped in pain. He reckoned he already had a million bangs and splinters from hitting his head on the chunky rafters, and he’d only been living here one month.

He ducked and scrambled to the trapdoor in the middle of the floor. He yanked the trapdoor up and open, and swung his legs down onto the wooden ladder below. But then he stopped. He was half‑in, half‑out.

The telly in the living room was loud. Ben heard gunshots and shouting. Dad loved old‑fashioned action movies from before CGI and superheroes, from back when Dad was a kid himself. Dad knew some of the lines the actors said off by heart.

Ben forced himself to wait, think, listen. He looked down the wooden ladder to the shadowy hallway below. The light from the telly flickered into the hallway from the living room. Did Ben dare disturb Dad? He hovered on the edge of the trapdoor. He’d tell Dad the gargoyle was the scariest thing he’d ever seen. How could Dad be angry about that?

Ben looked across at his alarm clock. 00:16. He touched his black eye. Even gentle touches made it hurt. Dad had been so angry about the fight at school that he’d sent Ben to bed early. He’d be raging if he knew Ben was still awake. But Ben had no one else he could tell. He shivered. Thinking about being alone made Ben feel cold on the inside.

A wham like a punching fist shook the bedroom window. Ben’s heart banged too — just as loud. In his shock, he gripped the old telescope so tight he almost crushed its thin plastic body. Ben gasped and twisted around to look. A pigeon had hit the outside of the window in the dark, its wings smacking, smacking, smacking the glass. It had terrified yellow eyes.

Ben half‑jumped, half‑fell in his scramble down the ladder to tell Dad.






CHAPTER 2 Pizza Crusts

Dad was sprawled on the sofa, his mouth wide, snoring. Ben dithered in the doorway to the living room and clutched the old telescope in both hands. He was amazed Dad was able to sleep with the banging gunshots and bellowing shouts of the TV movie. Did Ben dare wake him? But he needed to tell Dad about the gargoyle. He needed Dad to see it.

The curtains in the living room were closed. The only light came from the flickering telly. Dad was still wearing his gym clothes — dark green sweatpants and a sleeveless grey T‑shirt. On the floor next to the sofa was a crushed energy drink can and an open pizza box. Eight nibbled arcs of pizza crusts were left in the box. Dad never ate the crusts. He complained to the delivery driver if he thought they looked too thick.
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Ben’s stomach grumbled as he looked at the pizza crusts. Dad had been so raging about the fight at school that he’d sent Ben to his bedroom without anything to eat. Ben was tempted to steal a crust or two. But the idea of being caught and making Dad even madder made Ben’s black eye twitch. He ignored his empty belly.

Maybe it was the twitching in his punched eye that helped Ben make up his mind not to disturb Dad. Who could guess what mood Dad would wake up in?

But Ben still hovered in the living‑room doorway and fidgeted from foot to foot. He wanted to run back up to his bedroom but reckoned Dad might be pleased if he switched the telly off. Dad was always going on and on about saving money by turning the lights and stuff off.

Ben sneaked into the living room. He made sure there were no more drinks cans on the floor that he might kick or tread on. He stepped over the pizza box. He looked for the telly remote on the coffee table but couldn’t see it. He glanced behind him at Dad still asleep. If he stole a crust, would Dad notice? Ben didn’t dare risk it.

The man in the movie with the big gun bellowed, and his big gun boomed. Bodies exploded, and blood splattered across the screen. Ben knelt down in front of the telly and jabbed the off button.

The screen went blank and silent. The room fell dark and silent.

Ben stood up again, also trying to stay silent. He gripped the old telescope and turned to tiptoe back towards the door.

Dad was watching him. Ben jumped, startled. Dad was still sprawled on the sofa like a lumpy shadow, but his eyes glittered in the dark. Ben didn’t know if Dad had been watching him all along or if the sudden silence had woken him.

“What did you do that for?” Dad asked.

“I thought you were asleep,” Ben said. “I was just turning the telly off to save—”

“So what if I was asleep?” Dad asked. He shifted on the sofa and sat upright. Dad grunted with the effort, rubbed at his face and yawned. “What time is it? Why are you up?”

Dad pulled out his grey tablet from behind a cushion on the sofa. He switched it on. The bright screen lit his face from below in sharp shadows.

“Go to bed,” Dad told Ben, already focused on his tablet.

Ben plucked up the courage to say, “There’s something I want you to see.”

Dad was scrolling. “What’s your mum’s boyfriend called again?” he asked. “Mark? Right?”

Ben nodded.

“Mark what?” Dad scrolled down Facebook pages. Then he held his tablet up for Ben to see. “That’s him, right?”

On the screen was a profile picture of a man with short curly hair and glasses. He had his eyes squeezed tight shut, but his mouth was wide and his head tilted back. He’d been photographed in the middle of a huge belly laugh. He looked goofy but clearly didn’t care.

Yes, this was Marc. Mum had moved to France to be with him. Ben had met him a few times before he had to come and live with Dad, but he wasn’t going to tell Dad that Marc had been friendly. Or that he’d made Ben laugh in goofy ways too.

“Ha! Marc with a ‘C’,” Dad said. “Very French.” He said the word “French” like he’d say
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