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The Delilah Dusticle Adventures
The dust never settles when Delilah Dusticle and the
Dustbusters are around!

At last, an original series that explores the everyday magic around us. Here are three
heart-warming, witty tales that are part of a quirky fantasy series for middle grade
readers. A splendid mix of traditional and modern story-telling that the whole family
can enjoy.
Each story offers the reader a chance to discover how the ordinary in life can be
extraordinarily overlooked, how friendship can help you overcome life’s difficulties
and how accepting yourself is the biggest challenge of all. These books entice the
reader into a new and magical world that entertains both children and adults.
Described by readers as enchanting and whimsical, the books have also been likened
to Mary Poppins.
The series is based on a young girl, Delilah, who can completely eradicate dust. Her
journey begins in London after the war, where she works as a maid in a grand house.
Until one day a broken heart leads to her special skill taking an unexpected turn. She
begins to shower dust where ever she goes and becomes isolated from the world. An
unlikely friendship blossoms that helps Delilah to overcome her sadness. She begins
to control her special gift again. The two friends decide to start a business called
Dustbusters, and this is when their adventures begin.
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Delilah Dusticle
Delilah Dusticle has special powers. She can completely eradicate
dust. With her quiver pouch of special dusters, she is soon
promoted to Chief Dust Eradicator and Remover at the
Fenchurch-Whittington House. Until one day, a broken heart leads
to her powers taking an unexpected turn. This is a touching
and charming tale about the magic of friendship and self-discovery.
Delilah Dusticle is the first book in an original and quirky fantasy
series for middle grade readers.

Title: Delilah Dusticle
Author: A.J. York
ISBN-10: 1497511798
ISBN-13: 978-1497511798
ASIN: B00BOXRDDE
Price Paperback: $8.99
Price eBook: $2.99
Available from online retailers

Independently published by
Nova Sky Books
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Chapter One Excerpt

Delilah Dusticle began working for the Fenchurch-Whittington family at the age of
sixteen. She soon made her mark with her ability to wholly and completely eradicate
dust. She could run up walls, duster in hand, with great skill, reaching every nook and
cranny.
On her back she wore a quiver pouch, which carried her special dusters. There was
one made from purple peacock feathers, another with a white ball of fluff perched on
the end that looked like a dandelion after it has bloomed, a beautiful orange feathered
tulip and an ugly brown gargoyle of a sponge, which could suck up dirt on contact.
The chandeliers twinkled, the library gleamed, the silver shone and the family
portraits sparkled. It took only one year for Delilah Dusticle to be promoted to Chief
Dust Remover and Eradicator.
Mrs Fenchurch-Whittington was most pleased with Delilah’s ability to eradicate
dust. When it was her turn to host the weekly Ladies’ Club card game, she would
smugly brag to all the jealous ladies about her dust-free house.
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The jealous ladies, who suffered badly from dust mite bites, tried to lure Delilah
away. They made offers of more money, of travel around the world to far away houses
in need of a clean and they even offered a team of helpers that she would be in charge
of.
The ladies, in Delilah’s eyes, were all very well-to-do, but would relentlessly
compete with one another on anything—from who had the biggest house, to who
had the most expensive shoes. Delilah even noticed that they would cheat at cards by
hiding a card under a cushion or slyly retrieving a new card from their lacy sleeve.
They were always dressed in large, sweeping silk dresses and any flesh that was on
show was adorned with pearls, diamonds, gold and rubies. Their large hats were
decorated with feathers, silk flowers and ribbons. Yet, underneath all their finery, they
were plagued with the mites that lived in their dusty houses.
Delilah was, at times, tempted to take one of the jealous ladies’ offers of travel and
cleaning a house in a far away country, but she always politely declined. You see,
Delilah could not leave the Fenchurch-Whittington family, for she was in love, and to
leave would mean never seeing Charlie Fenchurch-Whittington the Third ever again.
For as long as she could remember, Delilah had held the secret of her feelings for
Charlie deep down inside. Staff were not permitted to fraternise with the family and
any shenanigans would lead to instant dismissal.
“Delilah, you truly are a dusting delight. It is as if you have magically opened a hole
into space, sucked out all the dust and then closed the hole again,” beamed Charlie
Fenchurch-Whittington the Third.
She blushed and dusted the book in his hand as he lay across the chaise lounge in
front of the crackling fire, his chestnut hair reflecting the spitting flames. He then
looked up from his book and gave Delilah the smile that made her knees knock
together.
Even though Delilah was slight in figure, her features were striking. Her jet black
hair was worn in a bob, and her large brown eyes strongly contrasted with her pale
skin. Her uniform was a knee-length black dress with a white collar and white cuffs.
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On her small feet she wore black buckled shoes; around her waist, a crisp white
apron; and on her head, a white maid’s hat that sat tied with a black ribbon between
her crown and fringe. Nestled on her back was her quiver pouch of special dusters.
Charlie looked back at his book and she noticed the shadow on the wall reflecting
the shapes of their bodies next to each other. Without the feather duster in her hands,
they could almost be mistaken as man and wife sharing the same dustless space.
She sighed and walked to the door as Charlie peered over the chaise lounge and
whispered, “You will be a delightful wife, Delilah. I have a good mind to marry you
myself.”
Stunned, she backed slowly out the door and only when out of sight did she allow
her face to show the happiness of his words. “He feels the same,” she said to herself,
laughing.
A suit of armour standing beside her in the hall coughed and shot out a puff of
dust from its helmet. “Staff are not permitted to fraternise with the family, and any
shenanigans will lead to instant dismissal,” wheezed the armour.
“Don’t I know it,” said Delilah, who then waved her duster at the falling dust cloud
making it vanish in mid-air. For good measure, she selected her dandelion duster and
polished the armour, who was very ticklish and kept giggling. She then made her way
to the staff kitchen for dinner.
After dinner Delilah went up to her room, which was on the top floor and had a
magnificent view over London. From her window, Delilah would watch commuters
wearing bowler hats go to work, and could hear the paperboy shouting the headline
of the day. Beside her bed was a snow globe of the pier in Cockles, a seaside town
where she grew up.
Delilah’s parents had died when she was very small, so she and her brother were
raised by Great Aunt Bertha. A shrewd woman, she had started a souvenir shop on
the pier after the war.
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Great Aunt Bertha also ensured that Delilah and her brother, Leon, both stayed on
at school until sixteen years of age and then told them to go out in the world and do
what they loved.
Leon loved to grow things and started work on a farm in a nearby village. Delilah’s
skill to eradicate dust, coupled with a desire to live somewhere more exciting, led her
to find live-in work with the Fenchurch-Whittingtons in London.
“You are the only person I have ever met, Delilah, who has a passion for cleaning,”
said Great Aunt Bertha. Delilah grinned—even though she found great satisfaction in
eradicating dust, she had plans to one day start a business with her own team of dust
eradicators. But, for now, she was content to look out of her window and daydream
about Charlie Fenchurch-Whittington the Third.
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“Delilah Dusticle blends whimsy and wonder into a story that will
appeal to both young adults and the young at heart. It's a lively,
ebullient adventure through and through!”
The Midwest Book Review, Small Press Bookwatch, April 2015
“I loved Delilah, I loved Abi, I loved reading this story.”
Jalyn, jalynreads.wordpress.com
“This story should be a classic fairytale. The writing was magical
and captivating.”
Bayan Basri, Booklicker.blogspot.com

“Delilah Dusticle delivers the perfect sized chunk of joy for its
young readers. FINAL VERDICT: ***** (Simply wonderful,
what more can I say?).”
James, jbgarner58.wordpress.com
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Delilah Dusticle’s
Transylvanian Adventure
Delilah Dusticle is back with an action packed mission. In this
illustrated instalment, Delilah and the Dustbusters are invited to
Transylvania, to cater for the Hallow Eve Ball. All is not what it
seems and Count Dracula has a very unusual request. This is the
second in a series of stories following Delilah and the Dustbusters
on adventures around the world. Get ready to join the fun and
experience the magic!

Title: Delilah Dusticle’s
Transylvanian Adventures
Author: A.J. York
ISBN-10: 1497512050
ISBN-13: 978-1497512054
ASIN: B00HWHC4J4
Price Paperback: $9.99
Price eBook: $2.99
Available from online retailers

Independently published by
Nova Sky Books
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Chapter One Excerpt
Dust and Shadows

Delilah Dusticle has a special gift: she can wholly and completely eradicate dust. Using
a duster from her special quiver pouch, she can run up walls, duster in hand, reaching
all the cracks and crevices others just can’t. However, if she wasn’t concentrating, or
if she felt sad, the opposite would happen and dust would fall from her like heavy
snow.
A sad story on the radio could start the shimmering shower of grey. Or, if she was
daydreaming about her boyfriend Duncan, the vacuum cleaner would simply start to
wheeze silvery dust all over the floor instead of sucking it up.
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Fortunately, this happened very rarely as Delilah had lots of fun with her best
friend, Abi, building up their business, Dustbusters. Since the war, grand houses could
no longer afford live-in staff, and Dustbusters filled this void by offering a mansioncleaning service and staff for fancy parties. Their reputation had grown so much that
they were being called on from all over Britain. Even by royalty.
Photos of Delilah and Abi were appearing on all the newspapers’ front pages,
alongside interviews about Dustbusters and Abi’s line of very beautiful feather
dusters. On a giant billboard at Piccadilly Circus was an advert of the Dustbusters
dressed in overalls with vacuum cleaners in hand, posed and ready to clean. On the
back of London buses, the Dustbusters were dressed in tuxedos holding trays of
cocktails. A Dustbuster could easily be recognised by the company badge, which was
a shield with a duster crossed with a cocktail glass. Engraved below were the Latin
words, Pulvis et servitium, meaning ‘Dust and Service’.
Delilah would sometimes pinch herself to make sure it was all real. She had come
a long way from being a maid in the Fenchurch-Whittington house, where a broken
heart led to her talent taking an unexpected turn. From the day Charlie FenchurchWhittington the Third brought home his fiancée, Delilah began to lose her ability to
eradicate dust. In her melancholy, she showered soft grey powder wherever she went.
She made more of a mess than she could clear away and was asked to leave the
Fenchurch-Whittington house.
Delilah eventually found a room and lived in solitude until a chance meeting with
Abi, now the wife of the man who had broken her heart, changed everything. They
became close friends, sharing their fears and joys. Over time, Delilah began to feel
like herself again, and together they created Dustbusters.
After Delilah had left the Fenchurch-Whittingtons’ household, others in their
service were also let go. The family business in music halls was in steep decline, and
they could no longer afford so many servants. This meant the whole family had to
pitch in with the cooking and cleaning, and even drive their own car. It was Abi’s
elegant feather dusters and her share in Dustbusters that ensured that the Fenchurch10

Whittingtons were able to keep the family home, as well as their housekeeper, Mrs
Finch.
Dustbusters had grown so much that they even had a headquarters based in one of
the Fenchurch-Whittingtons’ disused theatres. It was a beautifully ornate theatre, with
powder blue and gold leaf cornices and paintwork. The dressing rooms were used by
staff to change into their uniforms. The back offices and old workshop were used as
design rooms, a repair shop for old hoovers and administration.
It certainly was an exciting and busy time. However, during quiet moments Delilah could be found sitting
alone with small particles floating woefully around her, like a silent snowstorm in the forest. Secretly, Delilah
felt like there was something not right. No one else could do what she could do with dust, and she had begun
to discover she could do more than just eradicate it.

Once, while cleaning a particularly dirty sitting room, Delilah’s eye was caught by
an exceptional painting of a storm and a boat being tossed around by the waves. She
began to think about Cockles, the seaside town where she had grown up, and recalled
how the waves would crash over the seawalls in a storm. She stirred from her thoughts
as the dust around her formed into a huge wave, roared across the room and
submerged her completely. Her head emerged from the wave and she spat out dust in
astonishment.
These occurrences were happening more and more, and she did her best to conceal
them. What if someone saw what she could do? How could she explain what she was
doing when she did not understand it herself? She felt people already thought she was
unusual, and she did not want to stand out any more than she already did. As these
thoughts ran through her mind, soft grey powder would settle mournfully around her,
until she forced herself to snap out of it and eradicate the dust into thin air.
Delilah also could not shake the feeling that she was being watched. Sometimes,
when walking home, a shadow would appear beside her shadow. This always surprised
Delilah as she could not hear any footsteps, nor did she sense that anyone was behind
her. She would turn to see who it was, but there would be nobody there, and the
shadow would melt away as quickly as it had appeared. Perhaps it was a trick of the light,
or a silhouette of tree branches blowing in the wind, Delilah would think to herself.
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Sometimes, when alone in her house, she would feel the sensation of being
observed. She would go to the window and peer out, but the street was always
deserted. Delilah felt that, if she told Abi or Duncan, they would think she was mad;
or worse, they would worry unnecessarily. Delilah decided to keep all these fears to
herself. At least until she could start to control her dust-making episodes, and catch
the person whose shadow would sometimes skip beside her own.

12

“…highly recommended is the spooky sequel, "Delilah Dusticle's
Transylvanian Adventure", in which Delilah and the Dustbusters
are invited to Transylvania, to cater for the Hallow Eve Ball - but
events take a dramatic turn when Count Dracula has a unique
request!”
Midwest Book Review, Small Press Bookwatch, April 2015

“Books like this create long term readers out of young children as
the fantasy of Delilah’s world flies by!”
Dianne, tometender.blogspot.com

“I loved the magical little details throughout that reminded me of
the fun magical detail in Harry Potter. However, at the same time,
Delilah's adventure is unique and original.”
AngieTaylor, goodreads.com
"Imaginative, magical and fun, Delilah Dusticle’s Transylvanian
Adventure will entice and amuse all ages, in the tradition of good
old-fashioned fantastical storytelling."
Sheila Deeth, goodreads.com
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Delilah Dusticle and the
Cursed Tempest
In this exciting instalment, Delilah Dusticle and the Dustbusters
travel to the vibrant and mystical land of India. On arrival, they are
tasked with a quest to overcome a powerful curse and save a life.
It soon becomes clear that it is Delilah, who must find the strength
and the power to defeat the curse. This is the third in a series of
stories following Delilah and the Dustbusters on adventures
around the world. Fully illustrated and packed with adventure!

Title: Delilah Dusticle and the
Cursed Tempest
Author: A.J. York
ISBN-10: 1499568274
ISBN-13: 978-1499568271
ASIN: B01F6KY2XE
Price Paperback: $9.99
Price eBook: $2.99
Available from online retailers

Independently published by
Nova Sky Books
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Chapter One Excerpt
Bombay Dreams

Dev wiped the sweat from his forehead and gasped at the hot soupy air. Footsteps
pounded on the flimsy roofs above, echoing all around the slum. The smell of rubbish
and waste was overpowering.
He pushed himself further out of view into a crevice between two frail dwellings. The Bombay sun
was setting, but the heat was stifling and swaddled his body like unwanted fur.
The sound of footsteps melted away and a door slammed in the distance. The slum was unusually
quiet. The paths that snaked around the makeshift houses were empty. All doors were firmly shut and
those lucky to have windows had covered them up.
Squeezing himself out of the crevice, he began to run. Shadows loomed around a corner and he
changed direction. He disappeared into a dark passage and stood flat against the wall, breathing hard.
“Welcome Dev, we have been expecting you,” whispered a soft female voice from an open door.
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Dev looked over. Standing in front of him was a short, elderly Indian woman with blue eyes, dressed
in a blue sari. She led him inside. The room was bare and, sitting on the dirt floor, were three grey-haired
women dressed in saris and four elderly men in tunics. They sat in a circle around a fire.
“I had a dream,” said Dev to the blue-eyed woman in front of him. “They plan to take her. They plan
to sacrifice Kirin.”
“We know, Dev,” said the woman. “We, the elders, sent you the dream. It was the sign to come to
us. They have already taken her.”
Dev stood shocked for a moment and then made long strides to the door. “I shall go and…”
“No, Dev,” said the woman. “That is why we are meeting here, in the slums of Bombay, and not in
our village. I knew you would try to rescue her. It is difficult to understand, but you are not to do this.
There is only one now who can save Kirin, who can save us all. Do you have it with you?” She led Dev
back to the fire.
Devastated, he gripped the locket hanging around his neck. “Yes,” he whispered.
“Come sit with us,” said a voice from the circle, “and we will see if she is the one.”
Dev sat down and opened the locket. The speck of dust inside glistened as he placed it on the tip of
his finger. The blue-eyed woman sat beside him and then blew the speck from his fingertip. They all
watched as it floated gently into the fire. There was a moment when nothing happened. Suddenly, white
shooting flames exploded from the fire, up through the chimney and into the sky like fireworks.
“Feisty,” said a voice from within the circle.
The blue-eyed woman turned to Dev. “You must bring her here. It is your destiny. If you fail, Kirin will
not survive and nothing will change.” Dev nodded silently. The blue-eyed woman looked out of the
window.
“It is dark enough that you will be hidden. Go, save my granddaughter, save your sister,” she said
with her hand softly on Dev’s cheek. Dev kissed his grandmother’s hand and then jumped out the
window.
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Eliza Bluebell
In the picture postcard village of Blossom Brook, Eliza Bluebell
arrives and decides to stay for a while. With the help of her playful
shadow, they transforms an empty shop into a tearoom. It
becomes the heart and soul of the village and the residents soon
notice how things just seem to be better. Eliza and her shadow can
only stay long enough to scatter a bit magic, before moving on. But
always long enough to change the lives of the locals forever.

Title: Eliza Bluebell
Author: A.J. York
ISBN-10: 1502973812
ISBN-13: 978-1502973818
ASIN: B00QFZ6XLO
Price Paperback: $6.99
Price eBook: $2.99
Available from online retailers

Independently published by
Nova Sky Books
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Chapter One Excerpt
Eliza Bluebell and her Shadow

Eliza Bluebell became best friends with her shadow at a very young age. Having
spent her life travelling from place to place, she never stayed anywhere long enough
to make friends. As soon as she found someone she liked, Eliza would suddenly find
herself on an adventure to somewhere new. She wasn’t able to take friends with her
on her travels. But her shadow would go with her wherever she went.
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When they were small they would play hide and seek. Her shadow was very good at
hiding. She could slip down cracks in the floorboard or merge with another shadow
in the room. When on quests to find sweets, Eliza would send her shadow ahead to
see if there was anyone coming. Fortunately, only Eliza could see her shadow doing
these things. Her shadow was invisible to other people - unless of course, her
shadow was doing what normal shadows do.
Eliza spent her youth moving from home to home and from family to family. She
grew up to be a magical girl and, with the help of her shadow, she could do
wondrous things. As soon as she was old enough, they set out into the world
looking for her real family.
They would visit big cities and small hamlets, staying long enough to make things
better for those whose paths they crossed. They would watch over each other on
their many journeys. Like best friends, they were inseparable and together they were
a team. Really, they were one and the same. And so, it was the village of Blossom
Brook that was to become home for Eliza Bluebell and her shadow. But just for a
while.
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“Quick, lively and entertaining reading specifically written for
children ages 8 to 12, A. J. York's fantasy trilogy is very highly
recommended for family, middle school and community library
collections.”
The Midwest Book Review, Small Press Bookwatch, April 2015

“Eliza Bluebell is an adorable story that your children are going to
love! It is magical and wonderful!”
Christy’s Cozy Corners Book Blog

“The writing offers a uniquely English blend of fairytale and
modern storytelling, beautifully suited for children and adults
alike.”
Sheila Deeth, Goodreads.com

“… I would heartily suggest that you read this story to that special
little one in your life. You won’t regret the fun I am sure you will
have together.”
Krystle, kookiekrysp.com
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About the Author

A.J. York is a middle grade fantasy author and teacher from the
UK. Her books include Eliza Bluebell, Delilah Dusticle, Delilah
Dusticle's Transylvanian Adventures and A Fairy Extraordinary Christmas
Story. She has a BA in Theatre with Visual Arts, a PGCE in Drama
and Master’s in Arts Administration and Cultural Policy. A.J. York
currently lives in Gothenburg, Sweden.
Contact A.J. York for further information by visiting the following links
Website: www.ajyork.com
Twitter: www.twitter.com/delilahdusticle
Facebook: www.facebook.com/delilahdusticle
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Contact the Illustrator: www.gavinchilds.com
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