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Shadrach is a very old, circus-trained Clydesdale horse, and the favourite family pet. When Hannah finds out that Shadrach has been sold to a dog-food factory, she decides to mount a heroic rescue and enlists the help of her two younger brothers.


Their plans go seriously wrong. By the time they’ve argued with the repulsive Wuff Stuff man, hidden Shadrach in a church and in a caravan, and floated him on a mussel barge, they’re in desperate need of rescuing themselves.




Joy Cowley is loved by children all over the world. Two of her novels, The Silent One and Bow Down Shadrach have won Children’s Book of the Year awards; Ticket to the Sky Dance and Starbright and the Dream Eater have both won junior fiction awards. Joy has recently published her sixth adult novel, Classical Music, to much acclaim. She now works full-time as a writer and has been awarded the OBE for her services to children’s writing.




Also by Joy Cowley


The Silent One


Gladly, Here I Come


Ticket to the Sky Dance


Starbright and the Dream Eater


Shadrach Girl




This book is for all my young friends who have taught me that it is never too late to have a happy childhood.


Especially, it is for Sam Cowley and Phoebe Glossop, who in a short span of life left us a legacy of love.







CHAPTER ONE
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They stopped halfway up the hill and Hannah said to the new girl, ‘Do you want to see something really scary?’


‘No,’ the new girl said.


‘Well,’ said Hannah, ‘it’s sort of scary if you’re young like my brothers Mikey and Sky, but not for anyone our age. It’s not far from here, just up the creek a bit. It’s our secret, Mikey and Sky and me.’


The new girl had wet brown eyes, so soft that Hannah thought she could hypnotise them if she stared long enough. Now the girl turned towards the creek and looked as though she was going to cry.


‘It can’t bite you or sting you or anything,’ said Hannah. ‘It’s not that kind of scary.’ And she felt embarrassed that she didn’t know the new girl’s name.


‘What is it?’


Hannah crossed her fingers before she spoke. ‘Hannibal Megasaurus.’


The new girl didn’t say anything. She looked at the creek and at Hannah, back and forth as though there was a line between the two.


‘On the way back,’ said Hannah, ‘I’ll show you our special horse Shadrach. He’s magic. He can do all sorts of tricks.’


‘Oh, all right then,’ the girl said with a shrug.


They continued up the slope behind the house, following the line of trees beside the creek. The earth was stony and shared by patches of grass and fern and foxgloves in flower. Spears of colour — pink, purple, white — moved in the wind which blew off the sea, and as they walked through them, pollen stuck to their clothing.


On the other side of the foxgloves, they surprised a small flock of sheep with big lambs beside them. The ewes started, stared and then rushed away with their lambs, into the trees.


‘They’re a bit wild, aren’t they?’ the girl said.


‘Sheep are always like that,’ said Hannah, feeling annoyed. ‘They have a wildness in them people never see. They only pretend to be frightened. Would you like to pick some flowers?’


‘Where?’


‘Here.’ Hannah waved at the foxgloves.


The girl wrinkled her nose. ‘My father says foxgloves are weeds. He says they’re poisonous.’


Hannah filled up with a flood of feeling for the delicate flowers around them, each one a tiny cave of purple speckled with white. ‘Some are and some aren’t,’ she said. ‘Anyway, we call them rabbit gloves.’


‘Why?’ asked the girl.


‘Because there aren’t any foxes in New Zealand.’


The girl turned to walk on but Hannah, eager to offer her something, called at her to look at the view. ‘You can see the whole bay from here.’


The girl paused. ‘Yes, it’s nice.’


Hannah pointed. ‘There’s Mikey! At the back of the house, feeding the chickens. I think Sky’s inside.’ She raised her arm. ‘That’s our mussel farm. See those black buoys halfway across the Sounds? And that’s our boat on the mooring. If you look hard you’ll see the winch for pulling in the mussel ropes.’


‘How can mussels make ropes?’


Hannah looked at the girl and breathed deeply the mixed smells of sea and bush and sheep droppings. She was feeling strong. ‘Mussels don’t make ropes. They grow on them. When they’re big enough, we harvest them. I can drive the boat. Joe and Sophie let me.’


‘Who’s Joe and Sophie?’


‘My father and mother.’


The girl laughed, her eyes looking as though they would cry. ‘You call your Mum and Dad, Joe and Sophie?’


‘No. My mother is Sophie. Joe is my father.’


‘That’s very unusual. I couldn’t call my parents by their names. If I went up to my father and said, “Hi Basil!” he’d have a fit.’


They both laughed at that, and Hannah said, ‘What’s your name?’


‘I thought you knew?’


‘I don’t. At school, Mr Gerritsen called you Ellie. Sophie said your name was Lana, and Mikey told me it was Anna. We had an argument about it.’


‘You’re all partly right,’ the new girl said. ‘It’s Eliana,’ and she spelled it out for Hannah.


‘That’s very unusual,’ said Hannah, mimicking her voice, and they laughed again.


‘Where’s this magic pony?’ Eliana asked.


‘Horse,’ corrected Hannah. ‘Over that way. But first I’ll show you this other thing.’


At the edge of the creek there was a thick stand of manuka trees, dark green and dusty and smelling like incense. The girls pushed under the branches, following a sheep track which led to the water.


The creek was not wide but it was swift flowing, jumping from stone to stone, pool to pool, under an archway of branches. The banks on either side were high and loosely covered with dry leaves but at the edge of the water the earth was still moist from spring flooding and green with ferns and moss, rich with its own wet smell. The only sound down here was water music and there was no movement except for the cool breath of the creek.


‘We’re close now,’ whispered Hannah. ‘When we get there, you can close your eyes if you want to but you can’t talk.’


‘Is it something dead?’ Eliana asked.


Hannah didn’t answer but crossed her fingers one on top of the others until her hands looked like the roots of trees.


‘I don’t care much for dead things,’ Eliana said.


‘Shhh!’ responded Hannah.


Without sound, Hannah moved her lips to say ‘Apricot!’ three times to build a three-ringed wall of protection round her and Eliana. A few more steps along the edge of the stream, a short detour round a fallen log, and they were there.


In this place the creek fell down the slope like a straight skein of white water which was divided about halfway along by a rock the size of a dining table. The water splintered against the rock and then rushed round it, two fierce flows becoming one again on the other side. The rock, about a metre high, was almost straight-sided and was covered in mosses and small ferns that shivered and dripped with spray. Draped across the top of the rock, like a queen on a throne, was the great Hannibal Megasaurus.


‘It’s only the skeleton of a sheep!’ said Eliana.


Shock went through Hannah. She thought, Whoever shall speak aloud in the presence of Hannibal Megasaurus, verily all their food shall taste like mud for one week.


‘You told me we were going to see a dinosaur!’ Eliana stood on her toes. ‘How did a sheep get up there? Oh, I suppose it fell down the bank and killed itself landing on the stone. Yuk! Its bones have turned green. How utterly gross!’


Apricot, apricot, apricot! Hannah chanted frantically in her head.


Eliana turned and started back the way they had come, flicking twigs and seeds off her sweatshirt. Hannah followed her up the bank and when they were out of the trees and in open sunlight, she said, ‘I did not tell you it was a dinosaur.’


‘What did you say then?’


‘Hannibal Megasaurus! That’s her name!’


‘Her?’ Eliana laughed. ‘Skeletons aren’t him or her. If you think it’s a her, why did you give it a masculine name like Hannibal?’


Hannah didn’t know and didn’t want to know.


‘I suppose it’s because Hannibal sounds like Hannah.’


That thought had never occurred to Hannah. She was feeling cheated, her secret damaged. ‘Let’s go back to the house,’ she said.


‘What about the horse?’ Eliana asked.


Hannah hesitated, feeling the same protective instinct for Shadrach that she’d felt for the foxgloves and now Hannibal Megasaurus. She wished she hadn’t asked the new girl home, but Eliana had looked so helpless at school this morning, sitting there with her wet eyes and quietness, Hannah had felt sorry for her. It just went to show you could never tell with quiet people.


‘All right. We’ll go and see Shadrach.’


They went along another sheep track which cut across the side of the hill and wound down to a little gully at the back of the house. They’d put Shadrach there last week because the feed was better than in his usual house paddock. The gully was the most fertile spot on the farm and grass grew as thick as hair with clumps of buttercups in the damp patches.


Hannah put her fingers in her mouth and whistled.


‘Oh!’ cried Eliana. ‘Do show me how you do that!’


The moment was lost however, for there was an immediate answer from under the trees, an eager noise whiffling through the nostrils and lips of the old draught horse as he came lumbering out in something between a trot and a hobble. He went immediately to Hannah, nuzzling against her face, her hair. Hannah glanced back at Eliana and explained, ‘He’s very very old.’


Eliana didn’t speak. She simply looked, her mouth half open.


Hannah hugged Shadrach’s neck, filling herself with the smell of him and telling him fiercely that he was beautiful, beautiful. But at the same time she could see him through Eliana’s eyes, an old arthritic horse with the bones sticking out of his coat, a hairy protruding lower lip which hung open showing stumps of yellow teeth. She screwed up her eyes. What was it about Eliana that made everything seem so ordinary?


‘Did you say his name is Shadrach?’ Eliana asked.


‘Yes.’


‘That’s in the Bible.’


‘I know.’


‘What about all these tricks he’s supposed to do?’


‘It’s not a matter of “Suppose”,’ cried Hannah. ‘He really does do tricks. Years and years ago he belonged to a circus. There were three Clydesdale stallions and their names were Shadrach, Meshach and … and …’


‘Abednego,’ said Eliana.


‘Yes. They were called after the three men in the story about the fiery furnace. These men wouldn’t bow down to the statue of the king so they got thrown into a huge bonfire.’


‘But they didn’t get burned,’ said Eliana.


‘The circus act was taken off that story. Joe told me about it. There was this man dressed up as a king and he would say, “Come to me, Shadrach. Come to me, Meshach. Come to me … um …” ’


‘Abednego.’


‘You know what would happen? The horses would walk backwards away from him. Then he’d shout, “Don’t you walk away! Look me in the eye!” That’s when the horses would turn their backs to him and flick their tails. Everyone laughed, Joe said. So then the king got really mad and he yelled to each one of them, “Bow down!” Every time he told them to bow down, they’d rear up on their hind legs. In the end he got so angry he said they had to go into the fiery furnace.’


‘Not real fire!’ said Eliana.


‘Yes, real fire. There was a big burning hoop and the stallions had to jump through it.’


‘How utterly cruel!’ Eliana said.


Hannah smiled at her, warming to the emotion in her voice. She rubbed Shadrach’s whiskery nose. ‘It was awful, that’s for sure. Some circuses used to do terrible things to animals, Joe said. But the Society for the Prevention of Cruelty to Animals stopped the act and the circus had to sell three Clydesdale horses who’d been trained to do the opposite of what they were told. You watch this.’ Hannah stepped back from Shadrach and said, ‘Look me in the eye!’


The old horse came forward and nudged at her hand for a piece of apple or a sugar cube.


‘No, Shadrach!’ Hannah stepped back again. ‘Look me in the eye!’


He paused like a stuck wind-up toy, then he sidestepped in a circle until his tail was presented to Hannah.


Eliana clapped her hands. ‘That’s clever!’


Hannah went round Shadrach and kissed him on the nose. ‘Sophie and Joe bought him the year before I was born. That’s how long we’ve had him. They thought he’d be good for a plough and cart but Shadrach had other ideas. Joe says there was no way he could make him work. But he was really good with children. Only a year ago we were still riding him to school, Mikey and I. On the way home, if he got hot, he’d go into the sea with us on his back. But he’s too old for riding now.’


‘Does he still remember the other circus tricks?’ Eliana wanted to know.


‘You bet he does. You’re really magic, aren’t you, Shadrach?’


‘Can he still bow down?’


‘Of course! He hasn’t done it for ages but he still remembers.’ Hannah stepped well away from him and called out loudly, ‘Bow down, Shadrach!’


He tossed his head a little and flicked his tail at the flies which settled on his flanks. Sweat made his coat shine as though it had been oiled.


‘Bow down, Shadrach!’


He knew the words and he whinnied, shuffled, gathered energy for his response.


‘Bow down, Shadrach!’ Hannah shouted.


He seemed to be drawing strength into himself, tensing his muscles. His head went back and the next thing he was up, his great hairy fetlocks pawing at the air, his hind legs shifting about in the grass. Up he stayed, his eyes rolling with the effort of it, and then suddenly he fell. Instead of coming down on all fours, he went sideways, his body hitting the ground. The sound was like that of a falling tree.


Neither Hannah nor Eliana moved.


Shadrach seemed dead. His eye was turned so far back it showed only red. A muscle twitched in his leg but apart from that he wasn’t moving, wasn’t breathing. Then, after a long time, there was a noisy pull of air into his lungs. He shuddered and gave another deep gasp.


Hannah got down on the ground and tried to lift his head. ‘Shadrach!’


The shuddering, twitching movements increased and he tried to sit up. His legs flailed uselessly as though he no longer knew what they were for, and he lay flat again.


Eliana said in her matter-of-fact way, ‘He’s probably got a broken leg!’


The words brought such a huge pain to Hannah that she couldn’t speak. She knew that if it were true, Shadrach would have to be shot, and it would be her fault.


‘Do you want me to go and get someone?’ Eliana offered.


Hannah nodded, stroking Shadrach’s muzzle. Then, as soon as Eliana was on her way to the house, she started to cry.

OEBPS/images/common.jpg





OEBPS/images/titlepage.jpg
BOW DOWN
SHADRACH

JoyCowley





OEBPS/images/1000000000001.jpg
BOW DOWN
SHADRACH





OEBPS/images/Art_logo1.jpg
E hachette

NEW ZEALAND





OEBPS/page-template.xpgt
 
 
  
   
 
  
   
 
  
   
 
  
   
 
  
   
        
       
        
  
 

 
  





