________________________________

Opening extract from

One Dog and His Boy
Written by

Eva Ibbotson
Published by

Marion Lloyd Books
All Text is Copyright © of the Author and/or Illustrator

Please print off and read at your leisure.

Illustrated by Sharon Rentta

First published in the UK in 2011 by Marion Lloyd Books
An imprint of Scholastic Children’s Books
Euston House, 24 Eversholt Street
London, NW1 1DB, UK
A division of Scholastic Ltd.
Registered office: Westfield Road, Southam, Warwickshire, CV47 0RA
SCHOLASTIC and associated logos are trademarks and/or registered
trademarks of Scholastic Inc.
Copyright © Eva Ibbotson, 2011
The right of Eva Ibbotson to be identified as the author
of this work has been asserted by her.
ISBN 9781407124230
A CIP catalogue record for this book
is available from the British Library
All rights reserved
This book is sold subject to the condition that it shall not, by
way of trade or otherwise, be lent, hired out or otherwise circulated
in any form of binding or cover other than that in which it is
published. 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 written permission of Scholastic Limited.
Printed by Bookmarque Ltd, Croydon, Surrey
Papers used by Scholastic Children’s Books are made from wood
grown in sustainable forests.
1 3 5 7 9 10 8 6 4 2
This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, incidents and
dialogues are products of the author’s imagination or are used
fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual people, living or
dead, events or locales is entirely coincidental.
www.scholastic.co.uk/zone

1

Hal’s Birthday

All Hal had ever wanted was a dog.
He had wanted one for his last birthday and for
the birthday before, and for Christmas, and now
that his birthday was coming round again he
wanted one more desperately than ever. He had
read about dogs and dreamed about dogs; he knew
how to feed them and how to train them. But
whenever he asked his mother for a dog she told
him not to be silly.
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“How could we have a dog? Think of the mess;
hairs on the carpet and scratch marks on the door,
and the smell. . . Not to mention puddles on the
floor,” said Albina Fenton, and shuddered.
And when Hal said that he would see to it that it
didn’t smell and would take it out again and again
so that it didn’t make puddles, she looked hurt.
“You have such a beautiful home,” she told her
son, “I would have thought you would be grateful.”
This was true in a way. Hal’s parents were rich;
they lived in a large modern house in the suburbs
with carpets so thick that your feet sank right into
them and silk curtains that swept to the floor.
There were three new cars in the garage – one for
Albina, one for her husband and one for the maid
to use when she took Hal to school – and five
bathrooms with gold taps and power showers, and
a sauna. In the kitchen every kind of gadget
hummed and buzzed; squeezers and coffee makers
and extractors – and the patio was tiled with
marble brought in specially from Italy.
But in the whole of the house there was nothing
that was alive. Not the smallest beetle, not the
frailest spider, not the shyest mouse – Albina
Fenton and the maids who came and went saw to
that. And in the garden there were no flowers –
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only raked gravel – because flowers mean earth and
mess.
Although he knew it was silly to go on hoping, Hal
decided he would have a last try. Three days before
his tenth birthday he got up early and padded
across the deep blue carpet, which was going to be
replaced in the coming week because blue, his
mother said, was out of fashion. He had said he
liked blue but his mother had just smiled at him in
that rather regretful way which meant that he had
said something foolish.
Now he turned off his night light shaped like a
flying saucer and wondered why he seemed to
sleep just as badly with the flying saucer night light
as he had done with the night light in the shape of
a skyscraper.
Then he went into his bathroom and washed
carefully, making sure that he didn’t miss out any
bits, and cleaned his teeth extra hard with his
electric toothbrush before spraying his mouth with
the high-pressure breath freshener fixed to the wall.
He wanted to have everything right before he
wrote the note to his mother because it was
important. If she took notice of it everything would
come right, but if she didn’t. . .
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So now he sat down at his specially designed
writing desk and found a pen and a piece of
headed notepaper, because his parents hated
anything to be scrappy, and wrote very, very
carefully:
“PLEASE CAN I HAVE A DOG FOR MY
BIRTHDAY? PLEASE?”
He wrote it out three times because he wanted
the writing to be really good – his parents had
moved him from his last school because they said
he wasn’t making enough progress – and then he
padded across the corridor and pushed the note
through his mother’s bedroom door. There was
no point in writing a note to his father because
his father was in Dubai, or perhaps Hong Kong.
Or even Tokyo. Hal could never be certain,
though he tried very hard to keep track of his
father’s business travels. His father was a
“frequent flyer” and more often in the air than on
the ground.
Albina Fenton, Hal’s mother, was in her walk-in
wardrobe, trying to decide what to wear.
“Really, everything’s in rags,” she muttered,
passing along a row of glittering evening dresses,
then back along a line of tailored suits, opening
drawers of frilly blouses and embroidered scarves.
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