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There’s a hundred ways to start this story, a hundred ways to tell it. Each one is impossible. Each one, unbelievable. But it did all happen and I promise it’s all true.

There was a boy with eyelashes the shape of crescent moons and a star-gazing girl with burning amber hair and a dark-skinned stranger from a faraway land who told us this: there is a time, there is a place, there is a moment when it will happen, and there is nothing we can do to stop it.

So I’ll just go on and tell the tale. As it was. As it is. As if it’s happening right now and I’m living it again and you’re living the story through me.



TEN …
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My name is Halo Moon, at least that’s what they call me, those who’ve known me since I was born. It was the first word I said when Gran lifted me to the window one bright shining night.

‘Look at that moon, Halo, just look at that beautiful moon.’

I stopped grizzling and looked.

‘Moo,’ I said, pointing. ‘Moo.’

Mum says I was born with my head tilted upwards.

I got my first telescope on my seventh birthday. I’m twelve now.

‘You’re on the cusp, my girl,’ Gran says.

When I ask her what she means she just winks and smiles.

It all starts in July when the new boy arrives. His bedroom is diagonally opposite mine and I keep peeping around the curtains to see if he’s there.

It’s Monday evening, about nine thirty. I’m in the front garden now, in my sky watcher’s chair waiting for it to go dark. I look up and the new boy is standing in the road, peering over our hedge.

‘What are you looking at?’ he says.

‘I’m waiting for the meteors,’ I say, ‘but it’s not dark enough yet.’

He’s taller than I thought and his eyes are different colours.

‘Can I come round?’ he says.

‘Yeah, if you like.’

His shirt collar’s turned up and he’s wearing white canvas shoes.

‘My name is Pedro. Pedro Ortega.’ He holds out his right hand.

For a moment, I don’t know what to do. I’ve never shaken hands with anyone before. I get up from my chair.

‘Halo Moon,’ I say.

‘Very pleased to meet you, Halo Moon.’

His hand is warm and soft. I sit down again feeling like I should say something. Pedro sits next to me on the grass.

‘How old are you?’ he says.

‘How old d’you think?’

He shrugs. ‘Same age as me. Twelve?’

I smile and nod.

‘Have you lived here long?’ he says.

‘I was born here.’ I look at his floppy fringe and curling eyelashes. ‘What brought you here?’ I ask.

He stares at the ground and there’s a sort of sadness in his eyes. ‘My mum got a new job.’

‘What does she do?’

‘She works in a bank. International section. She has to travel quite a bit.’

‘What about your dad?’

He looks down like he doesn’t want to say.

The sky’s starting to turn. That deep, deep blue before night comes.

‘We’ll be able to see the Perseids in August,’ I say. ‘All the burning dust and ice from the comet Swift-Tuttle. Astronomers used to think it was going to crash into Earth but they don’t think that any more.’

Pedro scowls and gazes at the sky. ‘No need to worry about that then,’ he says. ‘Is that your room?’ He points to my dormer window.

‘Yeah.’

‘Thought so. Can I come back later and look through your telescope?’

I’m surprised how confident he is. I pause. I’m not sure. But his smile is wide and lovely and I can’t help smiling back.

He bounces to his feet. ‘See you later then, Halo Moon.’ And he disappears around the hedge.

I go inside to get a snack. Mum’s seeing to Gran. She’s had a little ‘accident’ and needs a clean-up and a shower.

Dad’s at the table supping beer. ‘That the new lad?’

‘His name’s Pedro.’

‘Talks nicely.’

‘You weren’t listening, were you?’

Dad smiles. ‘Not on purpose.’

I make toast and sprinkle it with cinnamon.

‘Am I all right being out after midnight? Pedro’s coming back to look at the stars.’

Dad gives me a wink.

‘Oh, stop it,’ I say.

‘Yeah, ’course it’s all right,’ says Dad. ‘Lock the door when you come in and let me know you’re safe inside if I’ve fallen asleep.’

It’s just past eleven. I’m back in my sky watcher’s chair. It has a padded seat and leans backwards. There’s a flask of hot tea by my side and a bag of dates.

The sky is huge and sparkling and the air is cooling. Pedro turns up in a matching T-shirt and baseball cap. He spreads a blanket over the grass.

‘If we’re lucky we might see the Delta Aquarids,’ I say.

‘Stars?’ says Pedro.

‘Meteors, actually. Best after midnight, though.’ I glance at him. ‘Want to look at Mars?’

‘’Course,’ he says.

I let him sit in my chair. He leans forward and looks into the eyepiece.

‘Turn this to focus,’ I say.

He screws up one eye. He’s smiling already, then he lets out a gasp. ‘Awesome!’ he says. He looks again. ‘It’s so bright and orange and beautiful!’

He’s grinning like crazy.

‘That is… the coolest thing … Halo Moon.’ And he nestles in the chair again and stares and stares.

It’s not long before he jumps up and starts jigging around. He rubs his arms and legs then glances at his phone. ‘Eleven-thirty,’ he says. ‘I’m going to run up the hill.’ He’s got a mad look on his face and his eyes are twinkling.

‘What for?’

‘To warm up.’ He sets off over the garden.

I glance at the telescope. You can’t see it from the road and I’m sure no one’s going to pinch it, but I drape the blanket over just in case.

‘Wait. I’m coming with you,’ I say.

We’re standing in the middle of Halley Road grinning at each other. It seems like madness but there are no cars. Pedro charges and I follow. Full pelt. Usain-flipping-Bolt. Past the Fitchetts and the Thackreys and the Howeths with their garden gnomes. Past Doctor Shah’s on Heatherlands Nook and the Prestons and the Ackroyds. I grit my teeth as the road gets steeper. I’m even closing on Pedro as we reach the top. We crash into the wall by the churchyard. Our chests are heaving and we slump in the gloom by the gravestones to catch our breath.

‘Completely crackers,’ I say.

Pedro leans over and pants. ‘Feeling a bit warmer now,’ he says.

A car passes. Its lights streak over us and we press ourselves to the wall like fugitives on the run. We glance at each other and grin. Then we giggle. Then we catch the laughing bug that makes your eyes stream and your ribs ache and you can’t stand up any more. Minutes later we’re sitting by the road trying not to look at each other. We’re bunching our lips together to stop the giggles seeping out.

‘What if we can’t stop?’ I say. ‘What if laughing’s like an incurable virus?’

Pedro has both hands locked over his mouth but his eyes give him away. Laughter bursts out again and we’re rolling on the ground in fits of giggles.

A man walks past with his dog and we calm down a bit and take deep breaths.

‘Where were you before you came here?’ I say.

Pedro fills his lungs and blows out slowly like it’s going to be a long story.

‘An international school in Switzerland. My sister was there, too. She’s sort of always been there to look after me.’ He shrugs. ‘But we’ve lived all over.’

‘All over the world?’

‘Yeah, wherever Mum or Dad’s job has been. We were in the US before Switzerland, and Singapore before that.’

The world suddenly bursts open in my head. It expands beyond this village, beyond Yorkshire, beyond London, to places on the other side of the globe.

‘And you’ve ended up here?’ I say. ‘In the middle of flipping nowhere?’

Pedro shrugs. ‘It’s been all right, so far,’ he says.

It’s nearly midnight. Meteor time. We get up and stride back down the hill. I leave Pedro in the garden and creep into the kitchen to get him a cup so he can have some tea. Dad pops his head around the door.

‘How many?’ he whispers.

‘Haven’t seen any yet.’

‘Hungry?’ he says.

‘A bit.’ I grab a couple of apples and my NASA mug and dash outside again.

Pedro’s flat-out on the blanket. I settle down next to him and show him how to find the constellation Aquarius. We fix our eyes on that part of the sky.

‘Keep watching,’ I say. ‘And don’t blink, not even once.’

The night is still. Just the faint rumble of a car somewhere. We hold our breath.

‘There!’ I point.

A brilliant white dust trail hurtles above.

‘Yes!’ says Pedro.

More meteors streak like silver rips in the blackness. We squeal every time. I glance at him. See the brightness in his eyes.

‘Makes you think, doesn’t it?’ I say.

‘What does it make you think, Halo Moon?’

‘How small we are. How piddlingly insignificant we are compared to all of that.’

Another one streaks away. And another. Pedro’s clapping now. He’s stamping his feet. Punching the air. He shakes a fist at the sky.

‘Come on! You’re showing off!’ he shouts.

We’re making far too much noise but we don’t care. Those fireballs, those burning pieces of ancient space rock are the same age as our solar system – four and a half billion years old. If you can’t shout about that, you can’t shout about anything.

It’s nearly one in the morning. We’ve counted seventeen. We’ve gobbled the apples and slurped the last of our tea.

His phone beeps and we see his sister at the window.

‘I should be getting back,’ he says. He does a funny bow then puts on a posh voice. ‘I thank you, Halo Moon, for a night never to be forgotten. I will see you tomorrow.’ And he turns and strides away across the road.

The sound of ‘tomorrow’ lingers in the cool air. I take everything inside and lock the door. I whisper to Dad that I’m back, then race upstairs to peep through the curtains. I don’t know what I’m expecting. Maybe he’ll wave.

Minutes pass. I see his light go on, then off again.

Then nothing.
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her stories. After graduating with a first-class science
degree, Sharon became a scientific writer. Her passion
for children’s fiction emerged following the birth of
her first son and she completed the Open University
Children’s Literature course, gaining a distinction.
She has three children and lives with her husband,
an ex-international sprinter.
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