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A rattly cough.
~ ‘Cholliemurrum?’ mutters the boy’s gruff voice.
wenly my eyes fill up with tears. I sniff and bitemy
t the tears pour out anyway and 1 sob so hard I'm

all over.
You cry, Cholliemurrum?’ asks the boy's voice it

* 1 say, my own voice all strange and choked.

cry, Cholliemurrum.’ The boy speaks softly.
limping footsteps coming towards me, ¢
d outline silhouetted in the yellowish stor™
‘beside me in the dark; I can feel the
M his human smell. I turn to face
ith to speak but no words come out.
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Cholliemurrum,’ says the boy again, and he
heek. His skin is rough but he's gentle.
ry and I feel like I'll never be able

‘Not €1/
s my wet ¢
| shudder and T ¢

stop-
“Walf breath gone, Cholliemurrum,’says the boy.

I feel his hand grasp mine and pull it gently towards
lifeless body. I try to draw back but the boy

the wolf’s
holds on tightly, guiding my hand across the wolf's furry

belly. His hand shows my hand a place where the wolf’s

fur is warm and sticky with blood; I curl back my fingers

but his hand holds me there.

‘Wolf in spirit sleep, whispers the boy. ‘I kill wolf

dead.’

‘I know, I say, sniffing. Thank you.’

I stretch out my fingers and wrap them tightly around

the smooth wooden spear, imagining that it was me who

had thrown it, swift and true through the dark. The boy

puts his big hand around mine. Together we wrench the

spear free.

The boy lays his palm on the wolf’s wound.

‘I give thanks, he says. For a moment | think he's

thanking me, but then | realise he's talking to the wolf
“Why?'  say, wiping my €yes with my Tshirt. ‘'Why

are you giving him thanks? He nearly killed me!’
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For a long moment the boy says nothing and 1
f he didn’t hear me, O if he just didn’t understan, ;'_I:"
e says plainly, Wolf give spirit 1 give thanks’ o
1 shake my head. “Thank you, more like," 1 say, but

m’g answer.
T about to pass him the spear when 1 realise T'ry
only holding hal! of it
Oh no;’ 1 whisper, fingering the splintery wood. “Your
spear! Your spear is broken! TI'm so sorry!’
He takes the snapped spear, examines it in the dark.
“The spear is part of him, really important, and now it's
v

‘broken. I wait for his rage, for him to yell or cry or thump
me. But he doesn't do any of those things. Saying nothing,
helimps very slowly to the cave mouth.  suddenly notice
that outside the storm has passed. The boy stands there,
in the strange amber light, wiping the broken spear’s
b is deerskin.
after him, my legs feel all wobbly still. Outside
is only drizzle now, somewhere a blackbird is
athing starts to steady itself as 1 gz
es of the toppled tree at this Stone
it but 50 very new to me: the clos
forest; the boy. 1 look sideway;
blue bandage on, even





image4.png
up a bit. This is his home and he knows how to

ve in this wild place. Without him I'd be dead.
dead. 'You saved me," | whisper quietly,

ooks at me and does a funny little half-shrug,

e safe, he says, plain as toast, like that's just the

ehings are. Then he touches his bandaged head.
u make safe me, Cholliemurrum.’ He does his little

ug again.

e safe, T echo back. I guess he's actually right.

ut me, he'd be dead — I saved him too. Maybe now
even.

aybe now we're ... friends. From nowhere, a nervous

de gigsle bubbles up inside me What would Beaky el

mont say? My Stone Age friend! T shake my head, half

ent, half in disbelief T sense the boy looking at

him out of the corner of my eye to and a

tle tingle zigzags through my bones. Fear? Excitement?




