[image: ]
[image: ]
[bookmark: _GoBack][image: ]
image1.png
But it doesn’t matter. ‘Come on!’ | g,
Y, throyy
giggles. ‘Let’s get down from here before m

'y
e fil
break our necks.’ d

Harby shakes his head, 2 vague smile i,

lips Who sou, Cholliemurrun?” he say, pecring
curiously like 'm a specimen in a muscum, Wiy s

come here?

Suddenly I see myself through his eyes. If I think s
looks 0dd, he must think I look a thousand times odder [
mean, I've done a whole topic at school on the Stone Age:
But he's never even imagined a somebody like me -1
glance down at my bloody knee, my muddy trainers my
raggedy blue Tshirt. ‘Cholliemurrum,’ I murmur in his
gravelly voice, and a mad little laugh slips out. I barel
recognise myself.'Why did I come here?” I say to the boy
“Ihonestly have no idea.”
He looks utterly confused. ‘No eye deer?” he echoes
::m:i at the painting of the deer just visible through
cave mouth. L giggle, but then I think sbout all th¢
other wild creatures in the caye. Paintings and my laugh
pops like a bubble. =

1ok at Harby. He's .
dancing, twinkling laughte hay g " CVery trace of
‘which are staring hard at me, ined from his eyes
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‘What?" I say.

Holding my gaze, he grabs my wrist, tight like an
eagle claw.

Oil 1 say, squirming to take my hand away.

But he ignores me. ‘I know why you come here,
Cholliemurrum,’ he whispers, tickly close in my ear.

‘Why?" 1 blink at him

He presses my palm to the handprint wall, right on
top of the smallest, freshest handprint of them all.

“You come help me find my sister!” says Harby
triumphantly, letting go of my hand.

1 peel my palm away and gaze at the tiny handprint;
something twangs, painful and hollow, deep down
inside me.

‘Mothga,' I murmur.

Then suddenly my heart flurries. ‘Mothga!” I grab
Harby's wrist, tight like he grabbed mine. ‘Mothga! Yes!
Harby, I think you're right! I think I do know where your
sister is My words come tumbling out, all in a rush.

Harby cocks his head on one side; screws up his eyes

like he hasn't understood:

‘Mothga, I say. In there. 1 point at the cave depths.
stares at me, eyebrows raised in stunned surprise.
e says, shaking his head slowly. n wolf kayff?"

He
“Mothga?"
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“Yes. Mothga in wolf cave. I think I heard her, earlier
on, before you saved me. 1 rub my sore shoulder. Before
the wolf came. I'm sure [ heard a baby crying, way back
in the cave.

‘Come;’ I say, beckoning Harby to join me. And this
time he does follow me as I shuffle back along the ledge,
through the net of branches, right up to the mouth of
Deadman’s Cave. | take a deep breath, then, acting so

much braver than I feel, I put one hand on the damp
stone wall and step back into the dripping dark.




