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HARBY

1rub the ache of my torn shoulder and I shudder, peeking
at the dim shape of the dead wolf back there in the

shadows I'm suddenly anxious to leave this cave Fast
‘Come on; I say. ‘Let's go.

"Where we 02" asks the boy, His eyes are wide
xpectant, asif he thinks | know what I'm doing.

We 80V Lsay, trying t0 sound all decisive and con
e N e il trusting gaze. 1 turn away 34
ol hack e Sncchi s through their 8¢¢
my mind is whirling The ugl

b £
Be'scelying on me o, | > 125 his memory ... %

Acc ... the Stone Ager .:.::, “but this . is the Ston¢

home through the Stone Agy . "IPPOsed to get U8
forese>

1 hobble out into the ¢
e, Wherg e go?'1
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walk towards the Pinnacle,

ey breath, as 1%

2 e dripping trees, searching for
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s ise the boy isn't following me. I squint

put then :
N ough hefevesof the falln tre; he's gone the
b;;m.w vay and is shuffling along the stone ledge
‘he cave mouth, under where the bridge would

outside:
e i chis was my world. Where's he going? ‘Hey, come

his way! Follow me?” T call back, checking the forest
nervously, thinking of those other howls I heard.

But the boy ignores me; he's stopped shuffling now
and s drawing back curtains of creepers, peering beneath

them like he'’s looking for something. Suddenly, the boy

ties out.

My heart lurches. Are you OK?”

He turns to me and he's smiling, his face all lit up and
solden in the strange after-storm light. ‘Cholliemurrum!”
hecall, gesturing excitedly. ‘Look, Cholliemurrum! Look
thisy
S0 1 shuffle along the ledge to him and look. Beneath
the hanging creepers, there’s a shadowy tower of hand-
prints ~all different sizes. The boy is pressing his own palm
melthonglnmm,lnmmmdunlnhum

\What'se you doing? Is this what you want to show me?”
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He looks carestly into my eyes. His hand is Testing
a print that fits it perfectly, like a piece in 4 puzle,
e says, and e sounds 50 pleased with himsel 1 "
help but smile.

‘Is that your handprint?’

The boy nods. He looks kind of stunned. ‘M |
member me!"

His memory’s coming back! ‘Brilliant!’ I say, and they
T'm so excited I almost wobble off the ledge. If he remen.
bers stuff then maybe he can help me find my way home.
1 steady myself. “That's brilliant! Who are you then?
What's your name?”

He mumbles something, blinking at me uncertainly.

“What? Pardon? Say it again.”

This time he says his name. big and proud, banging his
chestwith his fist. But I still can’t quite catch it.

“Arby?” Ltry,

A flash of iitation crosses his face, He says the same
word once more, even louder this time,

"Harby?' 1 try again,

The boy bends double, making o Ppuffing sound, like
he's choking, like he can't breathe, Alarmed, 1 reach
forward to help him eyen though I'm ot gype }:w

Then I realise e’ .

'“"‘d“*hbﬂc'-%

nz




image4.png
i

Harrbeee
me sidelongs

e says in a strange squeaky voice. He
5 ]

‘H ce?
grinning ‘Haaarrrbeeceee
jooks 2t

amile.

y(‘HOLl.IEMURRUM,‘ 1 say, making my voice all
" low and chewy just like his real voice, banging

Igetit!

thick and
chest, copying him right back.

1 Harrbeeee!” He's really giggling now.
44, Harby, | say through my own gigeles, Pleased to

my

‘meet you!

He pauses halfway through a funny puffy laugh,
s eyebrows furrowed in confusion. .. eat you?' he
echoes back

“No thanks?" 1 laugh, and he laughs again then too.

‘No tanks!” he chortles, like I'm the best joke ever. And
his big snort of laughter makes me giggle even more. My
sides start o hurt. T lean on the cool rock, looking out,
trying o stop laughing.

Even though the rain has stopped, everywhere’s still
dripping, I breathe a big gulp of fresh-washed air, steady-
ing myself; for a moment it's so quiet I can hear the gurgle
of all the lttle brown rivulets of rainwater trickling down
the sheer rock. | peek back at the boy; he peeks at me too
and we both erupt into giggles again. | don't think either

of us even knows any more what we're laughing about.
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