[image: image1.png]






The Harp

So it's true he thought, it's really true.
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It has been said for many years, that out on the island, across the lake, in the forest, lays a harp, with the most beautiful sound you have ever heard. Many claim that it sits on a rock, near a crystal clear pool of water with an ever flowing waterfall. Though the journey through the jungle is dangerous, many have tried and failed. The only person to ever come back was never quite stable again. He is always mumbling about snakes eating bananas.  

Now Henry Lincoln was always an adventurous boy from the moment he learned to walk.  He was always trying to climb from his second story room to the roof. Scaring his poor mother out of her wits when she goes outside to see why Max, their dog, is barking, only to find Henry dangling from the flower bed outside his window. So naturally he loved adventure stories, especially the isle story that his grandfather always told him before bed when he was little. Henry has always dreamt to be the first person to ever see the harp and hear her music. Now at 14 he has been planning the journey across the water, to the harp, for two whole years now. His mother made him wait until now because in her opinion, even though she thought fourteen was too young to go to the island, it was better than twelve. Plus she doubted she could hold this off for much longer.

So there Henry and Max stood at the beach with Henry's mom, getting ready to set out to the island on his grandpa's old fishing boat. Sure it still smelt like catfish, but it would do. Only a short half day trip across the water, then a couple more days to trek though undiscovered lands. Of course, this is only a theory because no one knows for sure. In fact, Henry thought, no one even knows if the harp even exists. It has crossed his mind that he may never come back. But he has to try, or he will never relax. 

“Good-bye Mom, don't worry we will come back,” spoke Henry with Max barking in agreement.

“Good-bye Henry, good-bye Max. You two; be safe now,” she yelled as the pair sailed away to the island.

On the fishing boat Henry and Max started sorting the supplies. Max using his mouth to empty stuff out of the backpack and Henry piling them so they can be sorted and put back into the bag, easily assessable for whatever they might need. 
Now twelve hours later, the duo stood on the foreign beach, almost to the goal. From here they will start the journey through the lush green jungle.
“Let’s go Max,” Henry said excitedly, for his dreams have finally started to come true.  He was here, only a jungle between the harp and him. Then he started into the wilderness.  

 
“There was no turning back now.  I would have to keep going. That is the only thing Henry thought as he passed large aerial root trees over 12 feet above him. There were bamboo trees and monkeys. Max was chasing a tiny one down the earthy and wilderness run path. There was a glint of light near the end of the path before if goes west. Then there was a howl from the path. It was the baby monkey!  It fell into a chasm and was hanging by his tail; Max had the monkey’s leg in his mouth trying to pull it up. Henry ran over and yanked on the monkey’s tail, pulling it out of the pit and falling on his butt with the infant monkey on his chest. 
Back on the path again, Max in lead, Henry sets out, leaving the monkeys behind. He wanted to cover more ground before the sun sets and he and Max need to stop for the night.  Even though saving a monkey was the most exciting thing that happened so far, doesn’t mean that this jungle was safe.  
Two hours later, he was tiring and Max had fallen asleep. It was clear to Henry that they need to camp out here for the night.  So he pulled out the tent and started a fire. Then after dragging Max into the tent, he crawls into his sleeping bag and is out cold.   
The next morning was warm and sunny. “A perfect day to find the harp,” Henry told Max as they walked off the trail and  on to a train track, just as his grandfather told him he should.  Then Max whined. Henry, who was looking at a cobra in a banana tree, did not notice that two feet in front of him was the pond of water from the story. The waterfall was there too.  And as Henry turned his head to look across the pond, his eye caught a glint of gold. So it's true, he thought, it's really true. There laid the Harp.  His dream came true. Her music was powerful, but light. It sounded strong, but soft. It was the most breath taking sound that ever reached Henry’s ears. 
“How could I be here,” he thought. “Is this true?”
“Woof. Woof.” Max howled as he ran around to the lake, to the Harp.
“I am coming too Max.  Slow down!” Henry yelled across the lake. The he broke in to a run to follow.  

Now out of breath, Henry caught up with Max and the two stood at the edge of the water staring at the Harp. The Harp spoke. 
