Extracts from Way Home by Libby Hathorne


A dog barks and this cat with no name scrambles up a fence. 
This boy called Shane sees the little cat and yells.

‘Hey, you!  Scaredycat!’

‘Heey, wild cat! Wildcat!’ the boy called Shane laughs. 

‘Heey, I like you, Spitfire, Kitten Number One!’

He reaches out slowly, slowly to the ball of spiked fur,

‘Sure I do. I like you.

And you like me, don’t you?…

Yeah – you’re with me now, Cat. You’n me, Cat.
And we’re going way away home.’

‘That lot down there, they don’t like me.

Don’t panic now, Catlegs. Act kinda cool. Cool, right. That’s us.’

The boy called Shane glances back.

‘Uh oh, they’re coming. Gotta get out of here. Away from them.’

He pushes the little catface, right down into his jacket.

And runs hard. But they run hard too. 

Six shiny sportscars, all in a row and one of them raised way up high on a floor that’s turning and turning. 

‘You can come out now Whiskettes.

No worries. Hey, just take a look.

Vroom, vroom. You and me in a Jag. Vroom vroom.

Huh, but they’ve only got red… and we want green.’

But a dark shape comes bounding out of the long lane. 

And the cat with no name sees a flash of cruel teeth, hears the angry loud bark of the monster dog, smells the blood and the hunger and danger.

The boy called Shane way up in the tree, stares over the streets and lanes. Across the rise and fall of the big sea of city below. 

‘Not far now.

Yeah. It’s spooky right here. But we got each other, right?

Tread light, Shane boy. Real light.’

The boy looks up and looks down. 

Then he crawls quickly, quickly through a hole in a fence. 

‘Here we are We’re home.’
