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The Walk of Death
This is an extract from the novel Tribes written by Catherine MacPhail. In this extract, Kevin wants to join a gang called the Tribe, but before Doc, Torry and Salom allow him to join their gang he has to complete an initiation test to prove his bravery.
 It was an ugly old building, red brick, with every window smashed and half the inside missing. At night, whenever Kevin would pass those broken windows, they reminded him of sunken skeleton eyes. Now, as they approached it in the twilight, it looked even scarier. He had often imagined how terrifying it would be to be trapped in there in the dark. Now, with a shudder, he had a feeling that was going to be his fate.
 ‘Is that where we’re going?’ he asked.
 Salom grinned. ‘That’s where we’re going.’
 Kevin felt his pulse quicken and his heart began to beat faster. He had a notion to run then but, at that every moment, Salom slipped an arm around his shoulder, friendly, yet very firm, leading him inside the gaping mouth of that redbrick monster.
 ‘Come, my friend,’ he said. ‘There’s no turning back now.’
 It was really dark inside the building, but Kevin wasn’t given a chance for his eyes to become accustomed to the blackness. Doc pulled a scarf from his jacket pocket.
 ‘What are you going to do with that?’ Kevin asked him.
 ‘Blindfold you,’ Doc said stonily.
 ‘What? Are you not going to let me see what I’m doing?’
 Maybe they were going to make him eat something awful, then guess what it was. Doc tied the blindfold roughly round his eyes. This boy didn’t like Kevin, that was for sure.
 ‘If you’re going to tie me up here all night,’ Kevin said, trying to sound as if the thought didn’t bother him at all, ‘someone will have to tell my parents I’m staying over with them.’
 Again it was Doc who answered sarcastically. ‘You think it’s going to be that simple? Stay the night in the old dark warehouse?’
 ‘That’s kids’ stuff,’ Torry said.
 ‘You’ll soon know what it is, Kev,’ Salom said, at the same time guiding him gently. ‘Be careful. We’re going up the stairs.’  
 Going up. That phrase scared him too. Kevin was scared of heights, always had been. He could visualize the stairs in this old building. Broken, crumbling, dangerous. And he was going up them, blindfolded. This had to be the daftest thing he had ever done. Step by faltering step he climbed, held gently but firmly by Salom, who encouraged him in his soft voice. ‘One more step here, Kev. Now we’re turning. Almost there.’
 Sometimes a hand would push him roughly forward. He knew who that belonged to – Doc, pushing him so hard he almost tripped. And he could hear |Torry skipping up the stairs behind him, laughing. Looking forward to what was ahead. What was ahead? How high were they going? It seems to Kevin that they had been climbing for ever. He was breathing hard. But it wasn’t from the climb. He knew that. It was nerves. But where was he going? 

 He could hear faint traffic noises far below.
 Far below.
 How far?
 He tried to remember how many storeys this warehouse had. Seven? Eight? He’d never counted, in all the times he’d passed here and looked up. Now he wished he had.
 They came to a final step and, as Salom turned him on to the landing, Kevin felt a gust of cold night air from a broken window.
‘We’re here,’ Salom said, turning Kevin towards him. ‘Doc, take off the blindfold.’
As roughly as he had put it on, Doc whipped it off. Kevin blinked. It took a few seconds for his eyes to grow accustomed to the darkness. And it was dark now. No moon. No stars. A cloudy sky overhead.
 He looked around him. They were high in the building, not quite on the top floor, but near enough. Dust and broken glass lay everywhere. Behind him, the crumbling stairs he had just climbed. In front of him …
 Kevin gasped and stepped back. In front of him was nothing. He was standing at the edge of a gaping chasm, a hole that stretched to nothingness below. At the other side of the chasm, it looked a million miles away, was a minute stretch of floor and a smashed window. And all that connected the floor Kevin was standing on to the other side was a narrow wooden beam. Kevin looked at Torry. He was smiling, his hands on his hips. He looked at Doc. There was something malevolent in his eyes. And then he looked at Salom. He stepped on to the beam like an acrobat. Kevin gasped.
 Salom grinned. ‘You get to the other side, and you are a fully paid-up member of the Tribe.’
 They couldn’t be serious. They expected him to cross over there. Below him, a sheer drop? No way!

 Salom stepped back and gestured to the beam, like a magician. ’Welcome,’ he said, ‘to the Walk of Death.’
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