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"A deeply moving story of family, homelessness, and the ghosts that won't
let us go. Haunting and unforgettable."—Megan Shepherd, New York Times
bestselling author of The Secret Horses of Briar Hill

Told in the naïve voice of a homeless girl sheltered by her mother from the
world, this is a moving debut perfect for fans of David Almond, A Monster
Calls, and Room.

I'm invisible. Ma says I'm supposed to be so the Authorities don't get me. She
goes out into the streets almost every day but I'm not allowed. I've got to stay
inside the mill so they don't see me. 

In an old, abandoned mill, a girl and her ma take shelter from their memories of
life on the streets, and watch the busy world go by. The girl calls it the Castle
because it's the biggest place they've ever stayed, a home of her own like no
other. The windows are boarded up and the floorboards are falling in, but for her
neither of those things matter.

Then developers show up, and it's clear that their lives are about to change
forever. Desperate to save their refuge from the Authorities and her mother from
her own personal demons, the girl seeks out the ghosts of the mill. And with only
Caretaker—the old man who's slept outside the mill for decades—around to
answer her questions, she begins to wonder what kind of ghosts are haunting both
the mill and her mother.

The Girl in Between is a compelling, witty, and at times heartbreaking novel that
explores themes of loneliness and grief with effortless warmth and an
unforgettable voice that will stick with you long after you've finished.
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Editorial Review

Review
"A deeply moving story of family, homelessness, and the ghosts that won't let us go. Haunting and
unforgettable."—Megan Shepherd, New York Times bestselling author of The Secret Horses of Briar Hill

"A skillful debut presents a nuanced view of homelessness. . . . heartbreakingly beautiful. . . . The blend of
dark and lovely will appeal to David Almond fans."—Kirkus

"Carroll's lovely prose, laced with gothic imagery and canny clues, will carry readers through this slow-
burning exploration of homelessness, the haunting hold of memory, and what it means to forget, to forgive,
and, just maybe, to move on. Like the stories our unlikely heroine adores, this part fractured fairy tale, part
fable is sure to cast a delightful yet devastating spell all its own."—Booklist

"Shines with true originality."—SLJ

"A poignant, heartbreaking, and, ultimately, healing debut novel. . . . This is a sensitive portrayal of a timely
issue, presented in a unique and nonjudgmental fashion. The sorrow, futility, beauty, and, finally, hope will
stay with the reader. This is for every reader who enjoys stories of family, love, and loss, mystery, and the
power of hope and optimism."—VOYA

About the Author
Sarah Carroll currently splits her time between a houseboat in Dublin and travel abroad. She recently
returned from five years in Tanzania, where she founded and ran a hostel while working to support local
community projects. She continues to promote ethical overseas volunteering through her blogs and films
while planning her next book. The Girl in Between is her debut novel.

Excerpt. © Reprinted by permission. All rights reserved.

Chapter 1: Begging

 

I’m invisible. Ma says I’m supposed to be so the Authorities don’t get me. She goes out into the streets
almost every day but I’m not allowed. I’ve got to stay inside the mill so they don’t see me. When she’s going
she says, “Stay away from the roof, it’s a death trap. And don’t go near them windows neither. And don’t
even think of leaving this building or I’ll lose ya and I’ll never find ya again.”

Me and Ma are begging outside the mill. I’m by the door in the shadow where no one can see me. This is as
far as I’m allowed to go. Ma’s out on the bottom step.

“Spare change, mister?” Ma asks a man. But I can tell from the way Ma says it that she doesn’t really care.
She’d rather be in the backyard soaking up the sun.

It’s a sunny day, which means good and bad news for begging. Good news ’cause we’re not getting wet and
people are happy. Bad news ’cause people always give more when it’s raining. They feel sorry for us ’cause
they think we sleep out on the streets. They don’t know that we don’t do that anymore. They don’t realize
that the mill is our Castle and we’re safe in here.



“Any spare change?” Ma calls. There’s a woman walking past her who pretends like she’s heard nothing.

Ma flicks back her hair and ties it into a ponytail that reaches halfway down her back. She pulls out the front
of the top she’s wearing and blows on her chest to try to cool down. The pointy parts of her shoulders are all
shiny from sweat and she wipes them with her hands.

Ma’s real pointy. She has a pointy nose and pointy ears. Her elbows and knees are all knobbly too. She used
to be much pointier though, back when we lived on the streets.

She’s real short. I’m almost as tall as her. But I’m not pointy. Ma says I’ve got a head like a basketball.
That’s why I’m so smart, she says. ’Cause my head’s so big.

Ma says I take after my dad. But I wouldn’t know.

She picks up the begging cup and rattles it.

“Do we have enough, Ma?” I say.

“Na, not if I’m getting batteries today too.” She puts it down and leans forward and looks down the street.
Then she rubs the sweat off her hands on her jeans and watches the people passing again.

Ma calls the mill a dump. She says she doesn’t know how we got stuck here. But I call it the Castle. It’s the
biggest place we’ve ever stayed and I think it’s the best even though it has boards covering some of the
broken windows and weeds growing in between the big stones in the walls and the top three floors are so
rotted that you can’t run across the middle of the rooms. You have to keep close to the wall and go real slow
and be ready to jump if the wood breaks ’cause if you fall through, you’ll break your neck.

Ma says it’s a death trap. But that doesn’t scare me ’cause if you fall you just hurt yourself a bit.

“Spare change?” Ma asks a woman who’s walking along smiling at nothing. She must’ve been daydreaming
and didn’t see Ma sitting on the doorstep, ’cause she jumps back a bit and almost trips over the curb onto the
road.

“Sorry, I’ve got nothing,” she says, and starts walking real fast, but even I can see from back here that her
purse is bulging.

“I’m bored,” Ma says. Then she says, “Geesus, it’s hot for September.”

The sun is so high that it’s right in the middle of the buildings, shining down the street. I can’t even look at
the offices across the road ’cause they’re all glass and the way the sun hits the windows is like daggers in my
brain.

“Think I’ll soak up a bit of sun,” I say, and I roll up my sleeves like the way Ma does, and start shuffling out
of the doorway. But as soon as the sun hits my face, I wish I’d stayed where I was, ’cause I don’t want to be
seen and grabbed by the Authorities again. I’m never leaving the mill, not till I’m grown and have a house
like Gran’s to go to.

Ma sees me. “Get back in there, you,” she says in a real low voice.

“Ah, Ma, they can’t see me, I’m invisible,” I say, but I’m already creeping backward.

Ma gives me this look, like she’s sucking a lemon, so I move quicker. I’m back in the shadow, hidden again.



But she keeps staring at me, so I look at the ground and say nothing ’cause she’s angry with me and I don’t
know why. Maybe it’s ’cause I said I’m invisible. Maybe invisible is a new Stress Word.

Some words I say, Ma tells me to shut up ’cause I’m stressing her out. And when Ma’s stressed it means it’s
time to move on. I’ve got to go with her ’cause no matter what happens, I always go with Ma. Ma never
leaves me behind. Except for that one time a year and eight months ago when the Authorities almost grabbed
me in the alleyway. But she was real sorry after and she promised then that we’d never sleep on the streets
again and I’d never be scared again and she’d never, ever drink again. And she hasn’t.

In the Castle, Ma’s been good. And nothing stresses me out and I’m never scared. Not anymore. The Castle
is safe. The Authorities don’t know I’m here. And no one else can get in.

I hope Ma’s not mad now ’cause I don’t want her stressed out. I wait another bit and then I look up. She’s
still staring at me but then she sighs and says:

“You? Invisible? You can be heard a mile away.” She turns back to the street and I smile, ’cause she’s not
mad and she’s not sad neither, so it’s all okay.

When Ma was sad, it was the worst kind of stressed out. Her eyes would go all deep, as deep as the canal that
runs past the mill. She’d just sit in a doorway begging and not saying anything and when she had enough
change, we’d get up, and I’d have to run ’cause Ma would be walking real fast and her arms would be
pumping like she wanted to punch someone.

We’d go to the gate, the black one with the evil smiley face. That’s where Ma went to buy what she needed.
And then we’d go find a doorway where no one could see us.

I’m not stupid. I knew what she was doing. I knew what she was taking. She’d say, “It’s just for the stress,
love. It helps me to fly over the city,” which is dumb ’cause she didn’t go anywhere. She just lay there like
she was dead.

But her eyes haven’t looked as deep as that in ages. And I try to remember not to say things that make her
mad or things that make her sad. Like talking about Gran’s house. Or my old school. Or her old friends. Or
anything from our old life really. And I never, ever talk about that night in the alleyway.

And from now on I’d better remember not to say I’m invisible neither.

“Bored,” Ma says again, and then she says something else but I don’t hear her ’cause there’s a loud bang
from the construction site across the road. You can’t see it from here, it’s behind the glass building, but from
the roof you can watch the cranes lifting massive metal bars and concrete blocks. There are a lot of cranes
these days and a lot of new buildings too. Everything is new. The cranes eat the old buildings and put up new
ones that all have perfect windows and perfect corners and all look the exact same. The mill is the only one
that’s not shiny and packed with millions of people typing on computers. 

Ma says the mill is useless but I don’t think it is. The new buildings are like empty notebooks. But the mill is
like a book with pictures. It has a story. And even I don’t know the whole story and I’ve lived here for one
year and eight months.

I know the mill has a story ’cause there’s something strange going on.

I was playing a game last week where I was a princess in a forest leaving a trail of coins for an evil witch to
follow. I left them all over the bottom three floors of the Castle. And they just disappeared. When I went



back to get them, they were gone.

Then that night I heard this shuffling sound when me and Ma were in bed and the whole place was locked
up. This part of the city is dead quiet at night ’cause all the office workers have marched off home and
there’s hardly any traffic on the road. So the tiniest sound in the Castle booms through it till you feel it rattle
and shake, like when a big truck drives over the canal bridge.

I know I heard something.

I’ve decided that I’m going to find out what it is later today when Ma leaves. ’Cause even if it’s scary, we
live here and we’re never leaving. So if there’s something going on inside, I need to know.

But I need to get rid of Ma first and she won’t go out till she has enough coins.

There’s a man getting out of a taxi. He grabs his suitcase and slams the door and starts walking our way.

“Point Blank,” I say.

“Definitely,” Ma says.

Everyone ignores Ma. But if she asks for change, then there are four types of people.

Sorry Nothings: The ones that look real embarrassed and say, “Sorry, nothing.”

Fake Smiles: The ones that root around for change and give Ma a fake smile when they’re throwing it in her
cup.

Runners: The ones that put coins in her cup without looking at her and then get out of here like their shoes
are on fire.

Point Blanks: The ones that point-blank ignore her like she’s invisible.

Most people are Point Blanks, like this man. He spots Ma from a few yards back. He pulls up his sleeve and
stares at his watch.

“Spare change?” Ma asks, but what she’s really saying is, I know you can see me.

But he must have bad eyesight, ’cause he lifts his arm real close to his face and stares at his watch till he’s
well past us.

“Stingy jerk,” Ma says.

“Here, Ma,” I say. “Why don’t you ask them for spare change as if you were asking them what’s forty-seven
times sixty-two?”

Ma turns and gives me a look. She knows I hate math but it’s her favorite subject to teach me and she thinks
I’m messing with her, so I say: “Go on,” and I nod at a woman who’s coming our way pushing a stroller.

When she’s coming past the steps, Ma says, “Any spare change?” in this real confused way, and it sounds so
weird that the woman actually stops and thinks about it and nods like she figures it’s a fair enough question
and drops some money into the cup.



I let out a whoop and then slap a hand over my mouth ’cause I don’t think the woman would be happy about
me cheering. But she didn’t notice me. Ma turns and gives me a wink.

Now there’s a young guy coming but he’s got his face stuck in his phone and he’s definitely a Point Blank.
Behind him is another man and he’s dressed in tight jeans and a shirt with lots of squares on it and he has a
beard that looks more like it was painted on than it grew there.

“Ma, ask him like you’re remembering something amazing that happened years ago.”

When he gets close, Ma says, “You wouldn’t have any spare change, would you?” She says it in this voice
like melted ice cream and he gives her a weird smile. Ma’s pretty good-looking. Especially now that she’s
not hungover anymore. Men are always her best customers.

He actually stops walking, grabs a handful of change, and puts it in the cup without even counting it. Ma
laughs. And so do I ’cause I think we’ve just found a new type.

“Appreciate it,” she says.

“No problem,” he says.

She turns to me and she’s smiling. Really smiling.

“You’re a genius!” she says, and I’m smiling too.

For the next half hour no one gives any more change, except for an old woman and I feel bad about that
’cause she looks like she needs it more than we do.

It’s boring again and Ma figures we have enough coins now. I can’t see into the cup but I think we probably
do.

Ma needs change to buy food and batteries but I need change today too so I can find out what’s going on in
the Castle. But Ma can’t know. I don’t want to do anything that’d stress her out. So I’ll have to grab some
when she’s not looking and figure it out on my own.

I notice another man coming. He’s in a tight blue suit and his hair looks like the canal does today. Real sleek.

“Look at the head on him. Loves himself,” I say. Ma agrees. Then I say, “Ma, why don’t you ask him like
you’re telling him to watch out for a truck that’s about to hit him.”

I don’t think she’s going to. I’m not even sure she’s heard me. But then just as he clip-clops past us, Ma
roars, “Spare change!”

He jumps and I flinch and Ma doesn’t move. He curses under his breath and then runs away like Ma’s
pointing a gun at him. I break my heart laughing.

But then Ma turns her head and I see the look on her face. She’s not laughing. Not one bit. She’s watching
something farther down the street.

I lean forward and I don’t know what she’s seen at first but then my stomach flips. Before I even figure out
what it is, I’m jumping up. Neon yellow vests.

“The Authorities,” I say.



There are two men in yellow vests. One of them is holding a roll of paper and the other takes one end and
pulls it out till they’re holding a huge sheet between them. They look at the paper and then up at the mill and
then down at the paper again. Now one of them is drawing a line on the sheet with his finger and then
pointing upward at the mill and drawing a line through the air. The other one is nodding and looking and
nodding.

My heart starts going wild. I can’t move. I’m stuck.

It’s them.

And I remember the smell of rotting vegetables in the alleyway the night Ma left me alone. The air was so
cold it stung to breathe. The Yellow Vests came to take me away. I was on my own and I was so scared and
Ma wasn’t there.

But then she was.

“Ma?” I whisper.

She ignores me.

“Ma?”

She’s just staring at them and I can’t hardly breathe.

“Ma!” I say. I’m pushing the door open when she finally remembers me and she whips around and points
behind me and says, “Inside, you, now!”

But by the time she says it, I’m already inside, hidden in the darkness of the basement.

Users Review

From reader reviews:

William Hoover:

Have you spare time for the day? What do you do when you have far more or little spare time? That's why,
you can choose the suitable activity regarding spend your time. Any person spent all their spare time to take
a wander, shopping, or went to the particular Mall. How about open or maybe read a book called The Girl in
Between? Maybe it is to get best activity for you. You know beside you can spend your time with your
favorite's book, you can wiser than before. Do you agree with its opinion or you have some other opinion?

George Clark:

This book untitled The Girl in Between to be one of several books in which best seller in this year, honestly,
that is because when you read this publication you can get a lot of benefit on it. You will easily to buy this
specific book in the book retail store or you can order it through online. The publisher in this book sells the
e-book too. It makes you quickly to read this book, as you can read this book in your Smartphone. So there is
no reason to you personally to past this reserve from your list.



Joseph Barnett:

Reading can called mind hangout, why? Because if you are reading a book specially book entitled The Girl
in Between your mind will drift away trough every dimension, wandering in every aspect that maybe
mysterious for but surely will end up your mind friends. Imaging every single word written in a e-book then
become one contact form conclusion and explanation that will maybe you never get ahead of. The The Girl
in Between giving you a different experience more than blown away your mind but also giving you useful
facts for your better life within this era. So now let us demonstrate the relaxing pattern the following is your
body and mind will likely be pleased when you are finished examining it, like winning an activity. Do you
want to try this extraordinary investing spare time activity?

Debra Becnel:

Do you like reading a book? Confuse to looking for your chosen book? Or your book ended up being rare?
Why so many question for the book? But almost any people feel that they enjoy regarding reading. Some
people likes reading through, not only science book and also novel and The Girl in Between or perhaps
others sources were given information for you. After you know how the truly amazing a book, you feel
desire to read more and more. Science guide was created for teacher or students especially. Those textbooks
are helping them to increase their knowledge. In some other case, beside science reserve, any other book
likes The Girl in Between to make your spare time more colorful. Many types of book like here.
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