


White roses we follow, towards Teller’s Hollow

Dead earth to a spring, the house of a King

A sip from the chalice, we enter his palace

Break bread for the Keeper now we descend deeper

Washed clean in his pool we fall under his rule

Away from what is, we all are now his



PAR AD ISE  SANDS
A  S T O R Y  O F  E N C H A N T M E N T

L E V I  P I N F O L D

First published 2022 by Walker Books Ltd, 87 Vauxhall Walk, London SE11 5HJ • 2 4 6 8 10 9 7 5 3 1 • © 2022 Levi Pinfold • The right of Levi Pinfold to 

be identi� ed as author/illustrator of this work has been asserted in accordance with the Copyright, Designs and Patents Act 1988 • This book has been typeset 

in Futura • Printed in China • All rights reserved. No part of this book may be reproduced, transmitted or stored in an information retrieval system in any form 

or by any means, graphic, electronic or mechanical, including photocopying, taping and recording, without prior written permission from the publisher. • British 

Library Cataloguing in Publication Data: a catalogue record for this book is available from the British Library • ISBN 978-1-4063-8394-2 • www.walker.co.uk





I T  W A S  D R Y  A N D  D U S T Y  and it was Bill driving, Danny in 

the passenger seat, and Bob beside me in the back.

“We should take � owers. Mum would like � owers,” I said.

“White roses we follow, towards Teller’s Hollow,” sang Bill, laughing. 

“Remember?”

“That nonsense,” I said, “is nonsense.”

And that was how we left the road.


