
Abandoned.
Winter came with a howl and a shriek like it had every year for the past three years, this was the fourth. My father had abandoned me, his fifth son, here four years ago. He had not wanted me, so he brought me into this place with the rest of my family. He said that we were looking for mushrooms so I went into a cave to pick some that were growing on a ledge and when I came back out, I stood transfixed watching the light shimmer through the raindrops on the leaves. Suddenly it was quiet -too quiet- where had everyone gone? 
“Hello?” I yelled, but there was no reply.

That is how I was abandoned, at thirteen, by my own family. I don’t know their reasons and I highly doubt I ever will. Slowly day became night, sunlight became moonlight and I was all alone in this freaky forest. I got up and started looking for shelter, a nice overhang or warm cave would do. As I stumbled on, the moon rose and soon everything was washed in its silvery light. Up ahead seeing the darkness of the mouth of a cave I ran towards it just as it started to drizzle. Inside the cave I collapsed onto a bed of moss, just too tired to move a muscle - I was out like a light.

When I woke in the morning a ray of sunshine was shining on my face and blinding me when I opened my eyes. I struggled up rubbing my stiff muscles and as I did so there was a growling from behind me. As I slowly turned around, I realized that I had spent the night in a wolf den.  The whole pack approached flicking their tails and started growling at me. I was sure I was dead meat until two youngsters ran towards me and started playing with my feet. Their mother then came forward and then, deciding she liked me, sat down under the sunlight, yawned and stretched. She was still watching her cubs, but she trusted me. I have lived with them ever since. 

By Miriam Cosgrove.


  
