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Praise for GOODNIGHT SILVER


‘A joyful adventure, with huge amounts of delight. I loved it.’ — Katherine Rundell

‘The perfect book for the animal-loving child in your life who wants to curl under the covers and read something that makes them feel bold, brave and alive’ — Ross Montgomery

‘An unforgettable story, rich with wild magic’ — Katherine Woodfine

‘Extraordinary… a perfect children’s book’ — Piers Torday

‘A natural born storyteller at the very top of her game’ — Emma Carroll

‘Only storytellers like Abi can write so realistically and yet so magically about the natural world and our relationship with it. Nobody does it better.’ — Phil Earle

‘A gorgeous, beautifully-written love letter to the wild’ — Lauren St John

‘A heart-pounding adventure full of magic, wilderness and wonder. Just gorgeous!’ — Mel Taylor-Bessent
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PROLOGUE

The night was still and starlit – the kind of night that looked built for stories. Snow covered everything. The forest, the frozen lake, the mountains. All of it sunk in silver. And it was quiet, too. A silence so huge you could have heard a snow leopard blink.

This was the reason the old woman had moved here. Why she had set up her large felt tent at the edge of the lake. She’d wanted to vanish into the hush of the wild and forget her troubles.

But trouble can find its way anywhere. And that night, when the old woman was sitting in her rocking chair beside the log burner in her tent, she heard a sound that didn’t belong: a shout from the direction of the forest.

She frowned. Nobody came to these parts. The old woman pulled on her sheepskin coat and made to open the tent door. But then a second noise stopped her in her tracks.

The unmistakable yelp of a wolf pup.

Curses followed – it was a man’s voice – and upon realizing what was happening, the old woman flung open the door to her tent, grabbed a pitchfork and hurried into the trees.

She came upon the hunter immediately, bent over a cage, trying to drag the wolf pup out so that he could kill it and sell its fur.

But the hunter hadn’t been expecting an ambush. Especially not one at the hands of an old woman wielding a pitchfork. And at the sight of her, he stumbled backwards. Which gave the pup a chance to burst free from the cage and run.

‘Get out of here,’ the old woman muttered at the hunter. ‘And don’t come back.’

The man cursed again, knowing he’d never catch the pup. But as he turned to leave, he smirked. And the old woman knew this wouldn’t be the last she saw of hunters here.

She made her way back to her tent but she didn’t go to sleep. She reached for a box that had lain untouched beneath her bed for a very long time. Then she pulled a piece of gold silk from it and sat down in her rocking chair. The silk was the size of a napkin and on one half mountains, forests and lakes had been stitched in brown thread; the other half was blank.

But the emptiness was what the old woman was staring at because she knew this piece of silk was far more than a napkin.

She waited and waited. Then the flames in the log burner seemed to slow a little, as if making way for a secret. Next a breeze tiptoed into the tent, even though there was no wind, ruffling the old woman’s hair before rippling over the silk.

And that’s when the magic buried inside the cloth unfurled.

Gold stitches appeared, weaving waterfalls, rivers, caves and mountains into the empty half of the silk. Until the old woman held, in her trembling hands, a map of a land that crackled with magic. A place where wild animals lived in peace. A pocket of the world untouched by hunters.

‘Whisperfell,’ the old woman murmured.

Then she scrunched the silk up and her eyes grew hard. She’d turned her back on magic years ago. The last thing she wanted was to drag up the past.

But magic doesn’t give two hoots about what people want. As ten-year-old Emmy was about to discover. For if you happen to be in the right place at the right time or, as Emmy might have said, in the wrong place at the wrong time, magic simply goes ahead and happens. Whether you want it to or not is entirely beside the point.
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ONE

Emmy was the sort of girl who trusted only in what was right in front of her nose – and that, at this precise moment in time, happened to be a chicken.

It was sitting next to her in the tiny, rickety aeroplane taking Emmy and her parents from the small city of Ölgii, in western Mongolia, to a remote camping spot in the Altai Mountains. One that couldn’t be accessed by regular-sized planes because proper runways didn’t exist there.

The chicken, and indeed the turboprop plane, belonged to their guide and pilot, Chono, a middle-aged man with a bushy black beard and an even bushier black moustache. He had assured Emmy and her parents that even though the turboprop only had six seats – two up front by the cockpit for Chono and luggage, two behind for Emmy and the chicken and two at the back for Emmy’s parents – it was a powerhouse of an aircraft. But to Emmy, it looked more like a yoghurt pot on wings with a propeller stuck to the front.

Still, they’d survived take-off and so long as the chicken didn’t start flapping in Emmy’s face, she reckoned it might turn out okay.

‘The chicken is lucky,’ Chono said through his headset as the plane careered out of the city. ‘She was the only one in my flock who didn’t blow away in the storm last week so I’ve kept her close ever since.’

The chicken stared straight ahead on the seat next to Emmy. It was impossible to know what the bird was thinking.

Emmy found herself picturing the rest of the flock hurtling into the clouds. Then she stopped. Because that was ridiculous and she needed to keep a lid on believing in things she couldn’t see. Especially if she wanted to avoid a repeat of what had happened four years ago when she’d thrown her hope behind a magic of sorts – something she couldn’t see – and it had proved such a disaster she’d vowed never to do it again.

She gazed out of the window at what she could see instead: layer upon layer of snow-capped hills spreading out before them. And, on top of the one directly below them, a mound of stones with a wooden post in the centre, from which hundreds of blue prayer flags fluttered.

Chono’s voice crackled through everyone’s headsets again. ‘That’s a Mongolian ovoo. Built to honour the river spirits, tree spirits and mountain spirits dwelling in the wild. Pay them enough respect and they’ll grant you safe passage on. Annoy them and they’ll whip up whirlpools and set off deadly avalanches.’ He chuckled as the plane hurtled on. ‘Welcome to the Altai Mountains, where reality and myth collide – where the wild pulses with magic.’

Emmy glanced over her shoulder to see her parents listening in eagerly. And, years ago, she too would’ve been enthralled by Chono’s words. She had always been a dreamer, the kind of child who looked for magic everywhere. Like the face she’d felt sure she’d seen moving inside the bark of the gnarled tree in the playground at school. Or the shooting star she’d glimpsed and wished upon, fully believing that one day her wish would come true. But at the mention of magic now, Emmy bristled. And she was equally unimpressed by talk of lucky chickens.

‘I don’t believe in luck,’ she said to Chono.

‘And why’s that?’ the guide asked, as he steered the plane over a river.

Emmy raised her chin. ‘Because I’m a pessimist and that means I believe the worst will, probably, go ahead and happen anyway so no lucky chicken’s going to stop it.’

Emmy’s parents whispered something to each other. The chicken carried on staring straight ahead. Emmy tried her best to ignore everyone.

But Chono only smiled. ‘Pessimists should be careful with words like probably. They leave a bit too much room for hope.’

Emmy shifted. Being a pessimist could be hard work and it was incredibly annoying when people didn’t take you seriously. She changed the subject. ‘Is your moustache attached to your beard, Chono? Or are they two separate things?’

‘Emmy!’ Her mum groaned.

‘They are attached,’ Chono laughed. ‘One big ball of fuzz. Like inviting a badger to live on your face. You should try it, Emmy – I think you’d look excellent with a beard.’

Emmy stifled a giggle then shoved her hat on over her headset. Her hair was a problem. The caramel-coloured curls burst out at all angles, jiggled when she talked and bounced when she walked. It was happy hair, and as far as Emmy was concerned, it was not in keeping with the vibe she was going for.

‘What’s happening down there?’ her mum asked, pointing at a van pulled up in front of a cave in the hillside.

Emmy watched as two figures, dressed in long sheepskin coats, emerged from the cave. Each one carrying a bulging sack. And Emmy could tell, from the fact that Chono had gone completely quiet, that this wasn’t something he’d factored into their tour.

‘Hunters,’ he said, after a while, and Emmy noticed his voice was laced with fear. ‘They raid the wild for animals like lynx, wolves and bears, then they sell their furs on the black market. But it’s nothing for you to worry about,’ he added hastily. ‘I’ll alert the authorities when we land and you can forget you ever saw them.’

He swung the plane away, on towards the mountains. But Emmy couldn’t stop thinking about the poor creatures the hunters had stolen. She loved animals and hoped that one day her parents might let her get a puppy. The idea of someone killing something as precious as a lynx or a wolf or a mighty bear was unthinkable.

Her thoughts were interrupted by Chono, who was clearly keen to move the conversation on. ‘Might I know why you are, probably, a pessimist, Emmy?’

She shook her head. Because how did you go about explaining everything that had happened four years ago? She glanced at the chicken, who had stopped staring ahead and was now staring at her. Which didn’t make Emmy feel any better.

Her mum started to say something then seemed to decide against it and got out her notebook instead. She was an aspiring author and it had been a story of hers, which she’d entered into a competition in a travel magazine, that had won them this trip to Mongolia. Two weeks of Emmy’s Christmas holidays living in a ger, a traditional Mongolian felt tent that Chono had assembled ahead of their arrival up in the Altai Mountains.

It would be a world away from the high-rise flat Emmy lived in back in Glasgow. And a few years before, Emmy would’ve been over the moon about exploring one of the world’s most spectacular mountain ranges. She had loved hiking and biking with her parents and friends in the hills around Glasgow. But since becoming a pessimist, Emmy spent more and more of her time shut away in her bedroom. Reading, sketching, thinking. Doing things that were less likely to wind up in tragedy.

This trip, though, had tragedy written all over it. Indeed, Emmy felt there were so many ways it could go wrong, she’d started making a list. She pulled it out of her rucksack now, careful to shield it from the chicken who had just eaten her body weight in seat fluff and was eyeing up Chono’s map.

ALL THE THINGS THAT COULD GO WRONG:


	Dad wakes a hibernating bear by mistake and it eats him.

	Mum tries to cook on the campfire and poisons us all.

	The chicken pecks all the passports to bits so nobody can ever go home.



She added two more points:


	We meet a bunch of hunters in a bad mood and they end up bundling the lot of us into sacks.

	Chono is so busy telling silly stories about magical spirits, he accidentally crashes the plane into a tree.



Chono steered the turboprop further and further away from civilization. There were no villages now. Just the odd collection of gers huddled in the snow.

‘Out here, the winters are fierce,’ Chono explained. ‘Blizzards pounce without warning, the worst of which are said to be conjured by angry sky spirits. Winds can rage for months on end. And sometimes the cold is so sharp it stings your throat.’

Emmy reached for her pen. ‘I should add freezing to death to my list.’

‘Come on, sweetheart,’ her mum teased. ‘It’s going to be fun. You’ll see.’

Her dad reached inside his rucksack. ‘Here, have a chocolate bar; it’s been ages since lunch and chocolate is good for the nerves.’

It had, in reality, only been forty-five minutes since they’d eaten their sandwiches but Emmy’s dad prescribed chocolate the same way doctors prescribe medicine. Emmy wasn’t so sure about the science of this but she had to admit: chocolate never made things worse.

The plane whizzed on through a valley, beside a river that looked green one minute and blue the next. As if it was flowing with the same sort of ink that runs through kingfisher feathers. Snow glinted on the banks and the surrounding trees were cast in frost. But even more magnificent than all this was what lay beyond the forest: a sprawl of glittering peaks cloaked in white that went on and on as far as the eye could see.

‘Wow,’ Emmy’s dad breathed. ‘That’s quite a view…’

And Emmy might have agreed had she not remembered, just in time, that she was a pessimist and feeling anything more than mild dread was bound to end in disappointment.

‘We’re now flying above the last of the low-lying valleys before the mountains take over,’ Chono explained. ‘You can’t see it because we’re on our descent and the forest is in the way, but a little further on the land dips down into a bowl several miles wide that’s empty but for a few trees and the river. We call it The Shivering Pocket because, even in the summer, there are icicles lining the river that crosses it.’ He turned to wink at Emmy. ‘Some say the icicles are the frozen tears of a river spirit. In fact, there’s an old song that recalls that legend. I believe it takes a week to sing but if I started now, I suppose—’

‘We’re okay,’ Emmy said quickly. ‘Maybe just focus on landing instead.’

Her mum reached a hand over the seat so that it came to rest on Emmy’s shoulder. And Emmy didn’t move it because the plane was now hurtling down towards the trees. She winced as the turboprop juddered onto the makeshift runway, launching the chicken into her face. She spat out the feathers and carried on staring ahead, rigid with fear, her mum’s hand still resting on her shoulder.

The plane screeched to a halt on the outskirts of the forest. Then Chono jumped out into the snow and yanked the passenger door open.

‘Here we are,’ he said, as much to the chicken as anybody else. ‘We’re the only people for miles around so we’ve got the forest to ourselves.’

‘No hunters?’ Emmy asked nervously.

Chono shook his head. ‘They keep their distance from other people. And once I’ve called the authorities, the ones you saw will be dealt with.’

He smiled but Emmy wondered whether it was as simple as that; there was something in Chono’s voice that made her feel like he was more worried than he was letting on.

‘You might glimpse a squirrel or a fox here,’ Chono said, gesturing to the forest behind him, ‘but in my experience you often see nothing at all. When we’re hiking in the mountains beyond The Shivering Pocket tomorrow, though, I’m hoping we’ll catch sight of some of the wildest creatures on our planet: lynx, wolves, ibex and golden eagles.’

Emmy made a mental note to add savaged by a lynx to her list.

But her dad was grinning. ‘Any chance we might see a snow leopard, Chono?’

‘The ghost of the mountain?’ The guide raised an eyebrow. ‘Now, that really would be lucky.’

‘Dad,’ Emmy said bluntly, ‘you are more likely to find the city of Atlantis than stumble across a snow leopard.’

She passed the chicken to Chono and climbed out of the plane, wondering, as she often did, why her parents were so full of hope still. Surely they, of all people, knew the dangers of hoping for things?

She glanced through the trees and spotted the ger Chono had assembled. Then she noticed the colourful ribbons hanging from the branches all around it.

Chono followed her gaze. ‘We hang ribbons to ask the tree spirits for protection against bad weather.’ He looked up at the cloudless sky. ‘And it looks like they’re working.’

Emmy rolled her eyes. ‘Let’s just get the luggage into the ger.’

‘Leave that to me and your dad,’ her mum said, clambering out of the plane.

Chono nodded. ‘You can either look after the chicken, Emmy, or go and fetch firewood so we can light the log burner.’

‘Firewood,’ Emmy said quickly. ‘I’ve done my time with the chicken.’

Chono gave her a thumbs-up. ‘There are no storms forecasted but the weather can change fast in the mountains so the minute you see a single cloud overhead, you’re to call it quits on the adventure and come back.’

‘Oh, I’m not going far,’ Emmy replied. ‘Just into those trees there to get some sticks.’ She tugged her hat down further over her hair to stop it jiggling. ‘In case you didn’t know, pessimists are allergic to adventures.’

Emmy’s dad slotted her rucksack onto her back. ‘To carry the sticks,’ he said. ‘And don’t hesitate to eat your remaining chocolate bars if you head on a little further than you’d expected and end up in some kind of an emergency. Eat all three at once if it comes to it, darling.’

Emmy couldn’t resist giving her dad a quick cuddle. His commitment to chocolate made him both ridiculous and adorable and easily the best dad in the world.

‘See you when the hard work’s done!’ her mum called. ‘Try not to miss the chicken too much!’

‘And make sure you bow if you see a deer!’ Chono called. ‘They’re sacred to our people as we believe we were descended from one years ago!’

Emmy groaned. ‘That’s not even possible.’

Chono shrugged. ‘You’re in the Altai Mountains, little pessimist. The gateway to magic. And up here, anything’s possible.’

Emmy sighed as she set off between the trees. She wasn’t planning to go far at all. What she hadn’t factored into her plan, though, was that this was the wild on a scale she’d never known before. And when you have grown up in a city, stepping into a place like this can feel like falling under a spell.

Particularly if there is magic at work…





ALSO BY ABI ELPHINST ONE

Sky Song

The Dreamsnatcher

The Shadow Keeper

The Night Spinner

Everdark

Rumblestar

Jungledrop

The Crackledawn Dragon

Ember Spark and the Thunder of Dragons

Ember Spark and the Frost Phoenix

Ember Spark and the Unicorn’s Secret

The Snow Dragon

The Frost Goblin




First published in Great Britain in 2026 by Simon & Schuster UK Ltd

Text copyright © 2026 Abi Elphinstone

Illustrations copyright © 2026 Olivia Lomenech Gill

The right of Abi Elphinstone and Olivia Lomenech Gill to be identified as the author and illustrator of this work has been asserted by them in accordance with the Copyright, Designs and Patents Act, 1988.

Simon & Schuster UK Ltd, 7th Floor,

199 Bishopsgate, London EC2M 3TY

For more than 100 years, Simon & Schuster has championed authors and the stories they create. By respecting the copyright of an author’s intellectual property, you enable Simon & Schuster and the author to continue publishing exceptional books for years to come. We thank you for supporting the author’s copyright by purchasing an authorised edition of this book.

No amount of this book may be reproduced or stored in any format, nor may it be uploaded to any website, database, language-learning model, or other repository, retrieval, or artificial intelligence system without express permission. All rights reserved. Enquiries may be directed to Simon & Schuster, 199 Bishopsgate, London EC2M 3TY or RightsMailbox@simonandschuster.co.uk

Simon & Schuster Australia, Sydney

Simon & Schuster India, New Delhi

www.simonandschuster.co.uk

www.simonandschuster.com.au

www.simonandschuster.co.in

The authorised representative in the EEA is Simon & Schuster Netherlands BV, Herculesplein 96, 3584 AA Utrecht, Netherlands. info@simonandschuster.nl

Simon & Schuster strongly believes in freedom of expression and stands against censorship in all its forms. For more information, visit BooksBelong.com.

A CIP catalogue record for this book is available from the British Library

ISBN: 978-1-3985-3801-6

eBook ISBN: 978-1-3985-3803-0

eAudio ISBN: 978-1-3985-3802-3

This book is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places and incidents are either a product of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual people living or dead, events or locales is entirely coincidental.


e9781398538030/images/common1.jpg
\
S TN

-






e9781398538030/fonts/EBGaramond-Medium.ttf


e9781398538030/fonts/EBGaramond-BoldItalic.ttf


e9781398538030/fonts/EBGaramond-Regular.ttf


e9781398538030/images/f0vii-01.jpg





e9781398538030/images/common.jpg





e9781398538030/fonts/IndieFlower.ttf


e9781398538030/fonts/EBGaramond-Bold.ttf


e9781398538030/xhtml/nav.xhtml


Contents



		Cover


		Title Page


		Map


		Dedication


		Prologue


		Chapter One


		Chapter Two


		Chapter Three


		Chapter Four


		Chapter Five


		Chapter Six


		Chapter Seven


		Chapter Eight


		Chapter Nine


		Chapter Ten


		Chapter Eleven


		Chapter Twelve


		Chapter Thirteen


		Chapter Fourteen


		Chapter Fifteen


		Chapter Sixteen


		Author Note


		Animal Facts


		Book Club Questions


		Acknowledgments


		About the Author and Illustrator


		Image Descriptions


		Copyright







Guide



		Cover


		Start of Content


		Title Page


		Map


		Dedication


		Prologue


		Chapter One


		Chapter Two


		Chapter Three


		Chapter Four


		Chapter Five


		Chapter Six


		Chapter Seven


		Chapter Eight


		Chapter Nine


		Chapter Ten


		Chapter Eleven


		Chapter Twelve


		Chapter Thirteen


		Chapter Fourteen


		Chapter Fifteen


		Chapter Sixteen


		Author Note


		Animal Facts


		Book Club Questions


		Acknowledgments


		About the Author and Illustrator


		Image Descriptions


		Copyright








		I


		V


		VIII


		IX


		VII


		X


		1


		2


		3


		4


		5


		6


		7


		8


		9


		10


		11


		12


		13


		14


		15


		16


		17


		18


		19


		20


		21


		22


		23


		24


		25


		26


		27


		28


		29


		30


		31


		32


		33


		34


		35


		36


		37


		38


		39


		40


		41


		42


		43


		44


		45


		46


		47


		48


		49


		50


		51


		52


		53


		54


		55


		56


		57


		58


		59


		60


		61


		62


		63


		64


		65


		66


		67


		68


		69


		70


		71


		72


		73


		74


		75


		76


		77


		78


		79


		80


		81


		82


		83


		85


		84


		86


		87


		88


		89


		90


		91


		92


		93


		94


		95


		96


		97


		98


		99


		100


		101


		102


		103


		104


		105


		106


		107


		108


		109


		110


		111


		112


		113


		114


		115


		116


		117


		118


		119


		120


		121


		122


		123


		124


		125


		126


		127


		128


		129


		130


		131


		132


		133


		134


		135


		136


		137


		138


		139


		140


		141


		142


		143


		144


		145


		146


		147


		148


		149


		150


		151


		152


		153


		154


		155


		157


		156


		158


		159


		160


		161


		162


		163


		164


		165


		166


		167


		168


		169


		170


		171


		172


		173


		174


		175


		176


		177


		179


		178


		180


		181


		182


		183


		184


		185


		186


		187


		188


		189


		190


		191


		192


		193


		194


		195


		196


		197


		198


		199


		200


		201


		202


		203


		204


		205


		206


		207


		208


		209


		210


		211


		212


		213


		214


		215


		216


		217


		218


		219


		220


		221


		222


		223


		224


		225


		226


		227


		228


		229


		230


		231


		232


		233


		234


		235


		236


		237


		238


		239


		240


		241


		242


		243


		244


		245


		246


		247


		248


		249


		250


		251


		252


		253


		254


		255


		256


		257


		258


		259


		260


		261


		262


		263


		264


		265


		266


		267


		268


		269


		270


		271


		272


		273


		274


		275


		276


		277


		278


		279


		280


		281


		282


		283


		284


		285


		286


		287


		288


		289


		290


		291


		292


		293


		294


		II


		III


		IV


		VI








e9781398538030/images/f0viii-01.jpg





e9781398538030/images/9781398538030.jpg
'F—“_ ol -






e9781398538030/images/title.jpg
R N \ A &N -

\ "\\\\ O /

/ ~..~.--« ‘\‘
= .- e
- /, N\ ,/’—--
— p I
N |

/ ‘ ’

\ —
I —
/\’\<\

rd

ABI o
ELPHINSTONE

Ilustrated by Olivia Lomenech Gill

SIMON & SCHUSTER

London New York Amsterdam/Antwerp
Sydney/Melbourne Toronto New Delhi






e9781398538030/fonts/Lato-Bold.ttf


e9781398538030/fonts/EBGaramond-Italic.ttf


