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introduction

talent, introducing great writers and storytellers you might otherwise 
not have come across, from all around the continent. At its heart it’s 
also a manifestation of our belief – all of us working on it – that stories 
should be allowed to move about freely. That freedom is essential to 
us as readers and writers, and I think we know it instinctively, even if 
we don’t often give it much thought. Readers from over here should be 
able to encounter stories from over there, and vice versa; and the more 
we all learn to listen to each other, the better it will be for everybody.

Stories make us understand how people might be different, but 
also how we are all the same. As readers, we take characters who 
seem so very unlike us (people in other places or times, with wildly 
different lives, even with magical powers) and find ways of connect-
ing to them. I can’t think of anything that has the power to make 
that connection quite like a great work of fiction. Reading may feel 
like a quiet, private act, a way of isolating yourself from the world; 
but surrendering to a good story is also the opposite of isolation. 
It’s a way of reaching out, of communicating, silently, through our 
powers of imagination and empathy. 

The twenty-one writers in this YA collection come from fourteen 
different countries across Europe, and work in ten different lan-
guages. And yes, in some cases their worlds are really quite different 
from yours and mine. But readers in their countries are interested 
in stories about school, stories about relationships, about family, 
about sex, about arguments and reconciliations, about friendships 
– about all the things that make the world confusing or frightening 
or exhilarating. They’re drawn to stories about people crossing 
boundaries, taking journeys, breaking rules; about young people 
figuring out their place in the world. So yes, maybe the stories in 
this collection do have their origins in Denmark or France or Russia, 
but they feel perfectly at home here – wherever your “here” may be.

Sitting somewhere between this book’s writers and its readers, 
there’s another group of people taking part in the conversation: 
the translators. They’re the people who make it possible for us to 
read a story written in Finnish or Danish or Portuguese, even if 

Introduction
On 23rd June 2016, three much loved European writers sat down 
for a meeting at the London offices of the Hay Festival. They had 
come together to select thirty-nine of the best young children’s and 
YA writers from around Europe, the “Aarhus 39”. Our three judges 
– Matt Haig from the UK, Kim Fupz Aakeson from Denmark and 
Ana Cristina Herreros from Spain – had read hundreds of pages of 
submissions and samples of work. They had come to the meeting 
equipped with notes and impressions and opinions; and over the 
course of a long and lively day they talked and argued and gradu-
ally made their selection. I was in the room with them, but trying 
extremely hard to keep my own opinions out of it. This was not 
easy at all. By the end of the day, we had a list.

There was something else happening on 23rd June 2016, too. That 
was the day the UK voted by a slim majority to leave the European 
Union. While Matt and Kim and Ana Cristina were working away at 
assembling their list of European writers, all around us, across the city 
and across the country, voters were choosing what the UK’s relationship 
to Europe should be. About fifty-two per cent of those who voted chose 
to have us leave the European Union, forty-eight per cent chose to stay.

Maybe it’s silly to describe these two events side by side, just 
because they happened to be occurring on the same date. They’re 
altogether different kinds of event, after all. One was an intimate cul-
tural project, and the other a vast national political and social earth-
quake. But I think they’re connected, and I’ll try and explain why.

The International Children’s Literature Hay Festival in Aarhus, of 
which this book is a part, is about encouraging young people to read 
stories of other lives, other peoples’ experience. It is about recognizing 
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their interference in the conversation mostly goes unnoticed. And 
translators, too, need to share a basic assumption: that it’s possible 
for a story to travel great distances, shedding its original language, 
clothing itself in a new one, settling in a new home, and yet still 
have a life and something important to say. Translation depends 
absolutely on our having things in common. It celebrates the fact 
that difference exists, but recognizes that it needn’t be an obstacle. 
And so translators are naturally generous border-crossers. The very 
origins of the word “translate” come from Latin: “carrying across”.

Stories want to travel. We shouldn’t expect a story to stay trapped 
within borders, or within languages – it’s not natural, and they really 
don’t like it. Good stories positively refuse to stay put. In this book 
you’ll find – in English – a Spanish story set in China; a Dutch story 
set among the gods on Mount Olympus; a Danish story set on a 
refugee boat; another in Paris; a Portuguese story set… well, actually 
I’m not quite sure… Realistic or fantastical, light or dark, exciting 
or reassuring or gripping or funny – deep down these stories are all 
about being young, and being human. Neither of these is an easy 
thing to be. And honestly, what could be more interesting?

Twenty-one stories have travelled in from all around Europe to meet 
you, and we are proud to welcome them, all together, into this col-
lection. We start, though, with a story from Germany, about two 
young friends. It has one of my favourite opening lines: No one 
rings a doorbell like Pekka…

Now, read on.

– Daniel Hahn
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Pekka-Style
Finn-Ole Heinrich

No one rings a doorbell like Pekka. He uses the same bell as everyone 
else, of course, but it’s louder when he rings it. It clangs more, it 
jangles more and it booms deep inside you. You feel it in your teeth 
and your bones when Pekka rings the bell – a kind of siren wail 
mixed with old-fangled school bell, really – it’s the perfectly normal 
bell but different. And of course he rings until you open the door, 
rings and rings without mercy, Pekka-style. I slam down the stairs, 
leap the last landing and jerk open the gasping door. And then there 
he is, at the crack of dawn, ultra-relaxed, three strides away from 
the door – no idea how he was ringing the bell off the wall just a 
moment ago – sporting a cool smile like he had nothing to do with 
the nightmarish siren’s wail, rocking back and forth on his shoes 
like he had half-moons on the end of his legs and not flat feet. He’s 
tucked his thumbs behind the straps of his giant backpack like a 
granddad does with his braces, and he flashes me a broad grin. For 
at least two and three-quarter years, Pekka’s been wearing these 
great big ancient leather shoes that look comfy as hell – no idea 
where he got them. He’s never had another pair of shoes on since 
I’ve known him, winter or summer. Maybe he was born with them 
attached: they seem to be part of his body somehow.
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What do you pack when you don’t know what for? Sleeping bag. 
Trousers. Shirt. Phone, charger. Underpants, socks. Pocket knife. 
What else? The fake school ID card created by Pekka to make me 
seem sixteen. And? Half a bar of chocolate, a handful of gummy 
bears from my pocket, pen, toothbrush. What do I tell my parents? 
And how? Can’t just bugger off. Write a message? No time for that. 
Up the hall, down the stairs. Pekka tuts when he sees me, shakes his 
head, sets off yelling: ‘Thirty-two, it’s as tight as a moskkito’s arse, 
my friend. Put the pedal to the metal! Three and a half minutes!’

Shoes, jacket. I slam the door behind me, thinking: ‘Shit, forgot 
the keys.’ No time for that. Run after him. Pekka is running half a 
block ahead of me, the size of a Playmobil man. I ask myself whether 
fifteen seconds to tie my shoes would have been worth it over six 
hundred metres.

By the time we turn the corner and get a view of the Swamp Garden, 
the bus is just chugging off from the stop and Pekka starts yelling, 
jumping onto the street and waving his arms like a shipwrecked man 
on an island when a boat floats past a hundred miles away. But of 
course the bus just goes chugging on, doesn’t matter what kind of 
circus you put on: bus drivers never stop for you when you turn up 
late and still want to get on, you can shout and wail as much as you 
like. Everyone knows that. Not even if they stop at the lights and 
only have to open the door. Never. Old bus drivers’ rule.

Pekka is rooted to the spot in the middle of the crossroads, 
looking around. Cars drive towards him, then around him, hoot-
ing, braking, jostling. Pekka stands there and thinks. He stares at 
me, and I can tell he’s thinking, because his eyebrows are drawn 

‘What’s up, deadhead? Got everything?’
‘Huh?’
‘Kkan we go? Hurry up, you kkan chew my ear off later. Bus 

leaves in…’ Pekka looks at his phone and raises his eyebrows. ‘In 
nine minutes, out by the Swamp Garden.’

‘What bus?’
‘Henri, old fella, you pulling my leg? Did you not get my message 

or what?’
I think about it. Actually, yeah, I did get a message from Pekka 

yesterday. About nine thirty, I remember now, when I was in bed read-
ing. To be honest, I thought he’d been pocket-dialling. What he’d 
sent made no sense at all. Some kind of weird number combination. 

‘So?’ Pekka asks with a wink. And then it rains down on my head 
from far above – about two and a half years ago, just after he’d 
moved into our road, Pekka had explained his secret code to me. It 
had something to do with numbers and books. He’d pressed a book 
into my hand, one he had at home, too, the exact same edition and 
all that, and when he sent me numbers they stood for certain words 
on certain pages. No bugger could ever decode it unless he happened 
to know what book we used; it was a stroke of genius. Except that 
we’d used the secret code approximately zero times since then, 
because, well, to be honest no one was interested in our messages.

‘Why’re you standing there like a pound of sausage meat? We gotta 
go-ho!’ Pekka points demonstratively at his non-existent watch. ‘You 
really haven’t pakked?’

I shake my head; Pekka rolls his eyes.
‘Where are we going anyway?’
‘You got exactly two minutes to pakk. I’ll explain on the way.’
‘But… and… how long will we be… on the way?’
‘Get a move on! One fifty-seven!’

No idea, no idea, I think, and I run, up the stairs, down the hall, then 
a leap into the middle of my room. Grab my backpack and upend 
it: amazing things land on the floor, some of which I haven’t seen 
for at least a year and a half – no time for that. What shall I pack? 
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andy and the puppies

and just like us he threw all sorts of things at Maja, an e-cigarette, 
the chain attached to his wallet, and something else that looked like 
pepper spray, but it didn’t do any good either.

Now Aylin and I are standing next to the man, and all three of 
us are looking down at Spartacus and Maja. Spartacus climbs off 
of Maja. They’re both finished, but something seems to be wrong. 
Their hindquarters are stuck to each other, I know it sounds crazy, 
but that’s exactly what it is. Maja and Spartacus can’t pull apart. 
I’m about to go down but the man with the butterfly tattoo on his 
head holds me back.

Too late, he says, they’re already stuck.
Aylin and I look at each other.
What do you mean, stuck?
The man sighs and pulls a cigarette out of his leather jacket. It’s 

much bigger and fatter than a normal cigarette and when he lights 
it the smoke smells sweet.

Dogs get stuck together, says the man, that’s the way nature made 
them, to make sure it works. Dogs don’t take any chances when it 
comes to fucking.

Aylin blushes. We’ve never heard anyone say fucking before.
We can’t separate them now, says the man, it could injure them. 

Which one of you owns the dog?
I slowly raise my hand, like in school, and I can feel my lower 

lip start to tremble, and a second later big teardrops are running 
down my cheeks, they’re super hot, because when it comes out that 
Spartacus has gotten a dog pregnant there will be serious trouble 
at home.

It’s not so bad, says the man pulling a crumpled packet of tissues 
out of his jacket, I’m Andy, he says, but then he asks for my number 
because you have to. The owner of the male dog is liable to the 
owner of the female dog. It’s nerve-wracking and costs money, and 
I don’t have any money, so Mama can’t find out, no way, otherwise 
she won’t let me go to Greece during summer break and she’ll take 
away my allowance. 

Maybe it didn’t work, says this Andy guy.

Andy and the Puppies
Stefanie de Velasco

Don’t let him off the leash, I hear Mama’s voice say, echoing in my 
ears, distant, as if between me and the world outside is a wall, a wall 
of ice, though there’s no ice in my ears, how could there be, and it’s 
not Mama next to me, it’s Aylin. We just wanted to stop briefly in 
Hasenheide park, let Spartacus run around a little, and now this. 
Don’t let him off the leash, Mama said, do you hear me? Mama 
always says that, but I always let Spartacus off the leash anyway, 
just like everyone else does in Hasenheide. 

We’d nearly made it to the dog run when this female dog in heat 
suddenly showed up. She was ugly, but Spartacus doesn’t care about 
looks as long as they’re in heat. It happened really quickly, they 
played with each other for only a few seconds before he mounted 
her. Aylin and I tried to run down into the hollow to try to separate 
them, but it was all snowed in and slippery. Aylin and I screamed 
at them, we threw the leash at Spartacus as well as our Nike duffel 
bag, Aylin even threw her water bottle, but Spartacus didn’t care, 
nothing was going to disturb him.

I looked around for an owner, but there was nobody there. 
I thought, OK, good, I don’t have to say anything to Mama 
if Spartacus gets a stray dog pregnant, I thought, but then 
somebody showed up. He came running out of the rhododen-
drons, a man, well over six feet tall, dressed from head to toe 
in black leather, with his head shaved and a giant white but-
terfly tattooed on it. 

Maja, the man called when he saw what was happening in the 
hollow in front of the dog run, but just like us he slipped in the snow, 
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When I Open My Eyes the 
World’s Askew

Annette Münch

We walk towards a bench in the middle of a small patch of grass 
behind a boarded-up kiosk. Green bushes and trees screen the park 
from the roads around it, where cars sit in queues. The boys hanging 
out by the bench smile and greet Theo. Firm handshakes and slaps 
on shoulders and ’sup bro in loud voices. And me in the background, 
my heart pounding, my armpits already damp. I long to be back in 
my uncle and aunt’s flat, back in their guest bed in that quiet room 
with the door that I can close.

All the others are wearing trainers and hoodies with big logos. 
My T-shirt is grey and drab like the morning fog. It hangs loosely 
on my body, which has waved goodbye to several kilos in the last 
year. It’s cold for August, too, and the skin on my arms breaks 
out into goosebumps. No doubt the boys can see it and think 
I’m a loser.

Oh right, says Aylin, against cervical cancer.
Exactly, I say.
Can you have your cervix removed?
Honestly, says Aylin, when I grow up and have children of my own, 

I really will be a good father, not one like Spartacus, one who takes 
just as much care as we do. Otherwise I’ll do that too.

Do what?
Have my cervix removed, says Aylin.

Translated from the German by Tim Mohr
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I don’t understand. Then the older boys start to leave. Their faces 
are impassive – they remind me of the toy soldiers I had as a child.

‘Come on,’ Theo says, starting to follow the others towards the 
entrance.

My breathing hitches. All the muscles in my body have started 
to tense up.

‘You scared?’ he asks, grinning.
His friends have almost reached the entrance. I look down at the 

ground. My legs are frozen, and something in my brain backfires 
just at the thought of being in an unknown, busy building with 
loads of strangers.

In the end Theo gives up and goes on without me. Perhaps he saw 
the tears in the corners of my eyes.

‘Wait out here, then!’ he shouts.
I watch his back as the sliding doors close behind him. And then 

I stand there. In the middle of a big open space somewhere outside 
of town. People with bags in their hands hurry past, car locks beep 
and a woman leans against a brick wall, laughing loudly on her 
mobile. My anxiety rears its ugly head. I know she’s laughing at me.

Then five boys come round the corner. Their faces are set, and 
they’re all holding long, dark objects. They disappear through the 
sliding doors before I get a closer look. A loud car horn makes me 

‘In here, Simon!’
Every cell in my body resists as I force my legs to walk towards the 

door. I end up sitting in the middle, sandwiched so tightly between 
Mathis and Theo that they must be able to smell my sweat. No doubt 
they regret bringing me along. The driver’s face is hidden under a 
cap. All I can see is something shining in his ear and a dark, snake-
shaped tattoo coming out from under his neckband. The car acceler-
ates and I’m pressed back into the leather seat. I don’t know where 
we’re going and don’t think Theo knows either. My chest tightens.

Hip-hop pumps out of the speakers while we head out of town.
‘I expect you could do with a bit of excitement!’ Theo says, smil-

ing. I’m suddenly unsure what a smile like that really means.
Mumbling, I ask where we’re going.
‘Dasher and his gang are all about cash and hot girls,’ Mathis says. 

‘You’d have to be mad not to be friends with them.’
Shop windows, neon signs and colourful logos blur together outside.
‘The police called us a gang not that long ago,’ Theo says with 

poorly concealed pride in his voice. ‘In the paper. They said we’re 
part of “a gang environment that has emerged in the last year”.’

A horn cuts through the air and a blue tram grazes the car bonnet. 
The driver slams on the brakes so we’re thrown forward and back 
in our seats, and he yells ‘Motherfucker!’

Minutes later we swerve out onto the motorway.

The cars stop on the forecourt outside a shopping centre. The sky is 
full of grey clouds that look like dirty cotton wool, and the chaotic 
soundscape of the city centre is gone. A forested ridge sticks up from 
behind the building, and on the other side of the car park there is a 
lone petrol station. I scramble out of the car and take a deep breath 
of the fresh evening air. Before Theo, Mathis, Bilal and Leon have 
got out, even more people appear. I try to hide behind my cousin. 
A couple of the boys look older, perhaps in their twenties. I glance 
around and see shaved heads and the contours of huge muscles 
through tight T-shirts. A guy with scars that look like claw marks 
left by a wild animal on his right cheek speaks to Theo in a language 
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In the background I see Theo being lifted onto a stretcher. The cold 
sweat eases and my heart stops pounding. My anxiety dissipates. As 
I lie there and wait, the smell of dry dust in my nostrils, my head 
clears, until it’s quiet as the heart of a deep forest. I’m not afraid of 
what will happen. As they take me away, I actually feel just a little 
bit lighter than I did before.

Translated from the Norwegian by Siân Mackie

Illustrations by Søren Jessen

I kneel next to Theo and support his neck with my hand. His face 
has regained a touch of its normal colour now.

People swarm around us. I turn and see several people filming on 
their mobiles.

The sirens get louder.
‘Simon?’ Theo groans.
His knee seems to be locked at an unnatural angle.
‘Yes?’ I ask.
Then there are heavy footsteps. Shadows fall across the ground 

before us.
I feel a hand on my shoulder. My arm is wrenched behind my back 

and intense pain shoots through my head. My cheek is pressed against 
the cold asphalt as the reverberation from the bang gradually fades in 
my ears. When I open my eyes the world’s askew. I see black shoes and 
a woman in a red and neon-yellow uniform bending over Theo. Pain 
radiates faintly from my ribs, which are pressed against the ground.

‘I’ve not done anything!’ I try to tell them.
It feels as if my shoulders are about to dislocate. I groan in pain. 

Small stones press into my cheek. Something thin and hard is put 
around my wrists. A knee presses down on my back, making it dif-
ficult to breathe.



30 31

we’re practising to be grown-ups 

He had rung me two hours earlier. Said that he had to stop by. 
That I had to help him. A little later he stood in front of my block 
of flats carrying a bag.

I’m scared, he said a few minutes later when he’d made it 
upstairs.

Of what? I asked.
He held out his hands.
The blood clung to his nails in black ridges, to his lifeline like a 

dark river.

The hall in my mum’s flat is narrow. White runners line the floor, 
there’s a mirror with a pink plastic frame. There is a door to the 
kitchen, one to the living room – where she also sleeps – one to my 
room and one to the bathroom. It was like it was closing in on us: 
the narrow passage between the front door and the rooms of the 
flat grew cramped, as if we were being pushed a little closer to each 
other, closer to what we had so often spoken of: revenge.

Mussa washed his hands under the running water. He opened his 
bag and showed me the knife.

Don’t touch it, he said.
It was covered in dried blood.
Why didn’t you toss it? I asked.
I don’t know anything, Mussa replied. All I know is I have to get 

away from here. I have to get out of the country. If nothing else, I 
have to go to Somalia.

We’re Practising  
to Be Grown-ups

Peder Frederik Jensen

Mussa lowered his head to his chest and I flicked him on the bridge 
of his nose.

Idiot, he said.
We were sitting in a large sewer pipe behind the school. Mussa 

had his backpack with him.
Listen, do you get cold a lot? I asked.
Why?
Because you’re not from Denmark. Because you—
Because I’m from Africa? he interrupted.
Because you’re… from down there.
Tim, you’re an idiot.
I dug out a lump of hash from my pocket. I rolled it in my fingers 

a few times.
What? Mussa looked at me. I felt his gaze on me, and his white 

teeth appeared when he turned his head towards the opening of 
the pipe.

Nothing, I said, and handed him the lump. Check out how sticky 
it is from all the THC.

Alhamdulillah, Mussa said, with a laugh.
I undid my jacket to roast a cigarette in the shelter of the flap. I 

crumbled the hash onto my palm. It stuck to my fingertips. I rubbed 
off the remaining pieces.

The opening of the sewer pipe must have looked like a dark eye 
from a distance. Sparks from the lighter, the eye of a dragon.
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Levy, Raphael Montes and Daniel Galera. Her work has been shortlisted for 
many awards and she is a three-time finalist in the NSW Premier’s Translation 
Prize & PEN Medallion.

Paul Russell Garrett translates from Norwegian and Danish, with a particular 
interest in theatre. Years of collaboration with [Foreign Affairs], an international 
theatre company based in East London, now sees him heading their translation 
programme. Paul teaches Danish at the University of Westminster and serves 
on the committee of the Translators Association.

Daniel Hahn is a writer, editor and translator with forty-something books to his 
name. His translations include books for both adults and children, from Portuguese, 
Spanish and French. Other recent books include the new Oxford Companion to 
Children’s Literature. He is also the editor of these Aarhus 39 volumes.

Rosie Hedger is a freelance translator from Norwegian into English. Her trans-
lation of Agnes Ravatn’s The Bird Tribunal won an English PEN Translates 
Award in 2016, with the book selected for BBC Radio 4’s Book at Bedtime. 
Having lived in Norway, Sweden and Denmark, Rosie is now based in the UK.

Dina Leifer is a freelance translator from French and Italian with a love of chil-
dren’s fiction. She worked in journalism and communications for many years, 
before rediscovering her passion for languages and literature when she took 
an MA in Translating Popular Culture at City University of London in 2015.

Siân Mackie is a translator from Edinburgh. She translates from Norwegian, 
Danish and Swedish. Her work spans numerous genres including literary fiction, 
thriller and drama, and she has also translated and co-translated literature for 
children and young adults. She is based in Southampton.

Tim Mohr has translated novels by Alina Bronsky, Wolfgang Herrndorf and 
Charlotte Roche, as well as Stefanie de Velasco’s Tiger Milk. He has also col-
laborated on memoirs with Duff McKagan, Gil Scott-Heron and Paul Stanley. 
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about the illustrators

Isol is an illustrator, cartoonist, graphic artist, writer, singer and composer from 
Argentina. She has published many books, which have been translated in many 
countries. In 2013, Isol won the prestigious Astrid Lindgren Memorial Award.

Joëlle Jolivet is a French illustrator and painter. She studied graphic design and 
advertising and attended the lithography workshop of the Beaux Arts in Paris. 
Her strong interest in engraving led her to lino-cutting, her main medium. Her 
children’s books have been translated all over the world and have won many 
prizes. 

Søren Jessen started out as an illustrator, but soon came to writing his own 
stories, anything from picture books all the way to YA. He still illustrates his 
and other authors’ works. Søren has won many awards for his work. Born in 
Sønderborg, Denmark, he now lives in Aarhus. 

Satoshi Kitamura’s books have won many prizes, including the Mother Goose 
Award (for Angry Arthur) and the Smarties Prize (for Me and My Cat). After 
many years leaving in the UK, Satoshi is now back in his native Japan, where 
he studies Spanish in his spare time.

Ole Könnecke is a writer and illustrator whose award-winning picture books, 
comics and novels have been translated into many languages. He spent his 
childhood in Sweden and now lives in Hamburg, Germany.

Anke Kuhl studied Fine Arts in Mainz and Offenbach, Germany, and works as 
an illustrator and author since 1998. She lives in Frankfurt and is part of the 
LABOR studio collective. Her books have been awarded many times. She was 
awarded the prestigious German Jugendliteraturpreis for her book Alles Familie.

Yvonne Kuschel is a painter, illustrator, book designer and author. She has 
received many prizes and accolades and has taught drawing at the Hamburg 
Akademie der Wissenschaffen and the Leipzig Hochschule für Grafik and 
Buchkunst. She was born in Gdansk, Poland, and now lives in Leipzig with 
her family. 

about the illustrators

Peter Bailey was born in India and grew up in London. Since graduating from 
Brighton College of Art, he has illustrated books for both children and adults, 
by some of Britain’s best-known authors, such as Philip Pullman and Alexander 
McCall Smith. 

Barroux is an award-winning illustrator who was born in Paris and spent much 
of his childhood in North Africa, before attending art school in France. His work 
includes the critically acclaimed picture books Where’s the Elephant?, Where’s 
the Starfish? and the extraordinary graphic novel, Line of  Fire, Diary of  an 
Unknown Soldier. His most recent picture book, Welcome, was inspired by 
the plight of refugees. 

Rotraut Susanne Berner is a multi-award-winning German illustrator and 
author. She illustrates books for adults and children, and her work is 
loved all around the globe. In 2016 she was honoured with the prestigious 
Hans Christian Andersen award. Susanne is also a curator for the German 
Foundation of Illustration. She grew up in the countryside and now lives 
in Munich.

Serge Bloch is an award-winning French dessinateur. He illustrates for children’s 
books, newspapers and advertising. He has been drawing for over thirty years, 
and loves it more with each passing day.

Kitty Crowther, who is half English and half Swedish, was born in Brussels 
and lives in Wallonia in Belgium. She’s written and/or illustrated about forty 
books, which have been translated into twenty languages. In 2010, Kitty won 
the world’s most prestigious prize for children’s literature, the Astrid Lindgren 
Memorial Award.
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odyssey

Hanne Kvist is a Danish writer and illustrator. She has received several literary 
awards for her work, including the nomination for the Nordic Council Children 
and Young People’s Literature Prize 2014 and the Ministry of Culture’s children 
book prize 2016.

Dave McKean has created many award-winning books and graphic novels, 
including Cages and Black Dog: The Dreams of  Paul Nash and collaborations 
with Richard Dawkins, Ray Bradbury, Heston Blumenthal, John Cale, David 
Almond and Neil Gaiman. Dave is currently directing a fourth feature film, 
Wolf ’s Child, and creating a new graphic novel called Caligaro.

Jörg Mühle was born, lives and works in Frankfurt am Main in Germany. He 
studied illustration in Offenbach and Paris and has been illustrating for books 
and magazines since 2000. His board book Tickle My Ears has become an 
international best-seller. Jörg is part of the LABOR studio collective.

Ella Okstad lives in Norway, with her husband, three children and a cat. Since 
graduating from the Kent Institute of Art and Design in 2000, Ella has worked with 
well-known publishers in Norway, the UK and the US. She illustrates the Squishy 
McFluff series written by Pip Jones, which has been an international success.

Mårdøn Smet is an award-wining Danish cartoonist who has been illustrating for 
over three decades. His work is eclectic: he illustrates comics – alternative and 
mainstream – as well as children’s classics and contemporary horror and fairy tales.

Helen Stephens is a multi-award-winning English author-illustrator. She is 
known for her line work and bright, instantly recognizable illustrations, loved 
by children big and small. She has also collaborated with acclaimed authors 
such as Michael Morpurgo and Roger McGough.

Britta Teckentrup is an award-winning illustrator, author and fine artist. She 
was born in Hamburg and studied illustration and fine art at St Martin’s College 
and the Royal College of Art in London. Britta has published over ninety books 
in over twenty countries. She lives in Berlin with her husband, their son Vincent 
and their cat Oskar.


