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He knew that he badly needed food, and that his arm hurt, and his eyes were scratchy with tiredness, but he couldn’t really feel it.

Extract 2
He felt hollow and cold.

Extract 3
All night he’d guarded the wreck of the spruce bough shelter, and watched his father bleed.	

Extract 4
Then the Forest exploded.

Extract 5
He smelt pine-blood and clawed earth. He heard the soft, sad bubbling of the stream thirty paces away.

Extract 6
Torak’s heart clenched. “It – it’s me,” he stammered.

Extract 7
His wound was so deep that as Torak clumsily stanched it with bear-moss, he saw his father’s guts glistening in the firelight. He had to grit his teeth to keep from retching. He hoped Fa didn’t notice…

Extract 8
He tried to be practical: to be a man instead of a boy.

Extract 9
In the Forest, a twig snapped.
Torak spun around.
The darkness was absolute. Everywhere he looked the shadows were bear-shaped.
No wind.
No birdsong.

