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“This original and affecting novel is a triumph of empathy.”
—The New Yorker

“Haddon’s book illuminates the way one mind works so precisely, so
humanely, that it reads like both an acutely observed case study and
an artful exploration of a different ‘mystery’: the thoughts and
feelings we share even with those very different from us.”

—Entertainment Weekly

“A murder mystery, a road atlas, a postmodern canvas of modern
sensory overload, a coming-of-age journal and lastly a really affecting
look at the grainy inconsistency of parental and romantic love and its
failures….In this striking first novel, Mark Haddon is both clever and
observant, and the effect is vastly affecting.”

—The Washington Post Book World

“Haddon’s gentle humor reminds us that facts don’t add up to a life,
that we understand ourselves only through metaphor.”

—Chicago Tribune



“Beautifully written….Heart-in-the-mouth stuff, terrifying and
moving. Haddon is to be congratulated for imagining a new kind of
hero, for the humbling instruction this warm and often funny novel
offers and for showing that the best lives are lived where difference is
cherished.”

—The Daily Telegraph

“A detective story with a difference….[Haddon] has given his
unlikely hero a convincing voice—and the detective novel an
interesting twist.”

—The Economist

“Think Huck Finn, The Catcher in the Rye, or the early chapters of
David Copperfield.”

—Houston Chronicle

“A tale full of cheeky surprises and tender humor….A touching
evolution.”

—Milwaukee Journal Sentinel

“Funny, sad and totally convincing.”
—Time

“More so than precursors like The Sound and the Fury and Flowers
for Algernon, The Curious Incident is a radical experiment in
empathy.”

—The Village Voice



“One of the strangest and most convincing characters in recent
fiction.”

—Slate

“I have never read anything quite like Mark Haddon’s funny and
agonizingly honest book, or encountered a narrator more vivid and
memorable. I advise you to buy two copies; you won’t want to lend
yours out.”

—Arthur Golden, author of Memoirs of a Geisha

“At once funny and achingly sad, this thought-provoking debut may
leave us wondering if our worn coping skills are really any better than
Christopher’s.”

—The News & Observer

“Filled with humor and pain, [The Curious Incident of the Dog in the
Night-Time] verges on profundity.”

—San Jose Mercury News

“The Curious Incident of the Dog in the Night-Time brims with
imagination, empathy, and vision—plus it’s a lot of fun to read.”

—Myla Goldberg, author of Bee Season



B O O K S  B Y  M A R K  H A D D O N

The Curious Incident of the Dog in the Night-Time

The Talking Horse and the Sad Girl and the Village Under the Sea: Poems

A Spot of Bother

The Red House



M A R K  H A D D O N

T H E  C U R I O U S  I N C I D E N T  O F  T H E  D O G  I N
T H E  N I G H T - T I M E

Mark Haddon is the author of the international bestseller The Curious
Incident of the Dog in the Night-Time, which won the Los Angeles
Times Book Prize for First Fiction and the Whitbread Book of the
Year Award, The New York Times bestseller A Spot of Bother, and The
Red House. In addition to The Talking Horse and the Sad Girl and the
Village Under the Sea, a collection of poetry, Haddon has written and
illustrated numerous award-winning children’s books and television
screenplays.
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2.  It was 7 minutes after midnight. The dog was lying on the grass
in the middle of the lawn in front of Mrs. Shears’s house. Its eyes were
closed. It looked as if it was running on its side, the way dogs run when
they think they are chasing a cat in a dream. But the dog was not running or
asleep. The dog was dead. There was a garden fork sticking out of the dog.
The points of the fork must have gone all the way through the dog and into
the ground because the fork had not fallen over. I decided that the dog was
probably killed with the fork because I could not see any other wounds in
the dog and I do not think you would stick a garden fork into a dog after it
had died for some other reason, like cancer, for example, or a road accident.
But I could not be certain about this.

I went through Mrs. Shears’s gate, closing it behind me. I walked onto
her lawn and knelt beside the dog. I put my hand on the muzzle of the dog.
It was still warm.

The dog was called Wellington. It belonged to Mrs. Shears, who was our
friend. She lived on the opposite side of the road, two houses to the left.

Wellington was a poodle. Not one of the small poodles that have
hairstyles but a big poodle. It had curly black fur, but when you got close
you could see that the skin underneath the fur was a very pale yellow, like
chicken.

I stroked Wellington and wondered who had killed him, and why.

 

3.  My name is Christopher John Francis Boone. I know all the
countries of the world and their capital cities and every prime number up to
7,057.

Eight years ago, when I first met Siobhan, she showed me this picture



and I knew that it meant “sad,” which is what I felt when I found the dead
dog.

Then she showed me this picture

and I knew that it meant “happy,” like when I’m reading about the Apollo
space missions, or when I am still awake at 3 a.m. or 4 a.m. in the morning
and I can walk up and down the street and pretend that I am the only person
in the whole world.

Then she drew some other pictures

but I was unable to say what these meant.
I got Siobhan to draw lots of these faces and then write down next to

them exactly what they meant. I kept the piece of paper in my pocket and
took it out when I didn’t understand what someone was saying. But it was
very difficult to decide which of the diagrams was most like the face they
were making because people’s faces move very quickly.

When I told Siobhan that I was doing this, she got out a pencil and
another piece of paper and said it probably made people feel very

and then she laughed. So I tore the original piece of paper up and threw it
away. And Siobhan apologized. And now if I don’t know what someone is
saying, I ask them what they mean or I walk away.

 



5.  I pulled the fork out of the dog and lifted him into my arms and
hugged him. He was leaking blood from the fork holes.

I like dogs. You always know what a dog is thinking. It has four moods.
Happy, sad, cross and concentrating. Also, dogs are faithful and they do not
tell lies because they cannot talk.

I had been hugging the dog for 4 minutes when I heard screaming. I
looked up and saw Mrs. Shears running toward me from the patio. She was
wearing pajamas and a housecoat. Her toenails were painted bright pink and
she had no shoes on.

She was shouting, “What in fuck’s name have you done to my dog?”
I do not like people shouting at me. It makes me scared that they are

going to hit me or touch me and I do not know what is going to happen.
“Let go of the dog,” she shouted. “Let go of the fucking dog for Christ’s

sake.”
I put the dog down on the lawn and moved back 2 meters.
She bent down. I thought she was going to pick the dog up herself, but

she didn’t. Perhaps she noticed how much blood there was and didn’t want
to get dirty. Instead she started screaming again.

I put my hands over my ears and closed my eyes and rolled forward till I
was hunched up with my forehead pressed onto the grass. The grass was
wet and cold. It was nice.

 

7.  This is a murder mystery novel.
Siobhan said that I should write something I would want to read myself.

Mostly I read books about science and maths. I do not like proper novels. In
proper novels people say things like, “I am veined with iron, with silver and
with streaks of common mud. I cannot contract into the firm fist which
those clench who do not depend on stimulus.”*1 What does this mean? I do
not know. Nor does Father. Nor does Siobhan or Mr. Jeavons. I have asked
them.

Siobhan has long blond hair and wears glasses which are made of green
plastic. And Mr. Jeavons smells of soap and wears brown shoes that have



approximately 60 tiny circular holes in each of them.
But I do like murder mystery novels. So I am writing a murder mystery

novel.
In a murder mystery novel someone has to work out who the murderer is

and then catch them. It is a puzzle. If it is a good puzzle you can sometimes
work out the answer before the end of the book.

Siobhan said that the book should begin with something to grab people’s
attention. That is why I started with the dog. I also started with the dog
because it happened to me and I find it hard to imagine things which did not
happen to me.

Siobhan read the first page and said that it was different. She put this
word into inverted commas by making the wiggly quotation sign with her
first and second fingers. She said that it was usually people who were killed
in murder mystery novels. I said that two dogs were killed in The Hound of
the Baskervilles, the hound itself and James Mortimer’s spaniel, but
Siobhan said they weren’t the victims of the murder, Sir Charles Baskerville
was. She said that this was because readers cared more about people than
dogs, so if a person was killed in a book, readers would want to carry on
reading.

I said that I wanted to write about something real and I knew people who
had died but I did not know any people who had been killed, except Mr.
Paulson, Edward’s father from school, and that was a gliding accident, not
murder, and I didn’t really know him. I also said that I cared about dogs
because they were faithful and honest, and some dogs were cleverer and
more interesting than some people. Steve, for example, who comes to the
school on Thursdays, needs help to eat his food and could not even fetch a
stick. Siobhan asked me not to say this to Steve’s mother.

 

11.  Then the police arrived. I like the police. They have uniforms
and numbers and you know what they are meant to be doing. There was a
policewoman and a policeman. The policewoman had a little hole in her
tights on her left ankle and a red scratch in the middle of the hole. The
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