Hatchet: Chapter 8
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At first he thought it was a growl. In the still darkness of the shelter in the middle of the night his eyes
came open and he was awake and he thought there was a growl. But it was the wind, a medium wind in the
pines had made some sound that brought him up, brought him awake. He sat up and was hit with the smell.

It terrified him. The smell was one of rot, some musty rot that made him think only of graves with
cobwebs and dust and old death. His nostrils widened and he opened his eyes wider but he could see
nothing. It was too dark, too hard dark with clouds covering even the small light from the stars, and he
could not see. But the smell was alive, alive and full and in the shelter. He thought of the bear, thought of
Bigfoot and every monster he had ever watched, and his heart hammered in his throat.

Then he heard the slithering. A brushing sound, a slithering brushing sound near his feet—and he
kicked out as hard as he could, kicked out and threw the hatchet at the sound, a noise coming from his
throat. But the hatchet missed, sailed into the wall where it hit the rocks with a shower of sparks, and his
leg was instantly torn with pain, as if a hundred needles had been driven into it. “Unnnngh!”

... His fingers gingerly touched a group of needles that had been driven through his pants and into the
fleshy part of his calf. They were stiff and very sharp on the ends that stuck out, and he knew then what
the attacker had been. A porcupine had stumbled into his shelter and when he had kicked it the thing had
slapped him with its tail of quills.

... I can’t take it this way, alone with no fire and in the dark, and next time it might be something
worse, maybe a bear, and it wouldn’t be just quills in the leg, it would be worse. I can’t do this, he thought,
again and again. I can’t. Brian pulled himself up until he was sitting upright back in the corner of the cave.
He put his head down on his arms across his knees, with stiffness taking his left leg, and cried until he was
cried out.

1. At what point in the plot does this episode take place?

How do you know?
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"I know I'm not an ordinary ten-year-old kid. I mean,
sure, I do ordinary things. I eat ice cream. I ride my
bike. I play ball. I have an XBox. Stuff like that makes
me ordinary. I guess. And I feel ordinary. Inside. But I
know ordinary kids don't make other ordinary kids
run away screaming in playgrounds. I know ordinary
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