
The Cthulhu Macula 
and the Brass 

Knuckles are dark regions 
on the surface of which 
celestial body? Solve the 
crossword, then read 
down the yellow squares. 
The yellow shaded 
squares will spell out the 
competition answer.

ACROSS
1 Take in a child (5)
4 TV presenter, _   
 Perkins (3)
5 Pen for pigs (3)

DOWN
1 In addition (4)
2 Very overweight (5)
3 Capital of Japan (5)

Your answer:

TO ENTER 
Turn to page 56 for details or visit  

comps.lifedeathprizes.com/puzzles 

LITTLE 
ONE

£20 
Puzzle 13

WWIINN
3 x

Chat is supporting the annual Child of Britain Awards 2023, recognising the efforts and  
achievements of courageous children, their families and the charities that support them.  

The ceremony will be taking place in 2023, with many opportunities to be involved being unveiled  
shortly. Category sponsorship is now open, and nominations will be open later this year.  
If you’re interested in getting involved by purchasing tickets or sponsorship, please visit  

childofbritain.com or contact ashleigh@childofbritain.com 

C
radling my 
newborn,  
I breathed in 
his scent.

Counted  
his tiny  

fingers and toes.
‘He’s beautiful,’  

I smiled at my husband 
Sean, then 27.

It was March 2014  
and we couldn’t believe 
our luck.

As weeks passed and 
Harry gained weight and 
hit his developmental 
milestones, it felt like  
a miracle. 

Because we’d already 
suffered utter heartbreak.

When our daughter 
Olivia arrived in August 
2012, I noticed her hands 
were turned inwards and 
her head was oversized.

Tests revealed she had 
a complex condition, 
causing deadly seizures.

There was no cure.
Our precious girl  

never saw her  
first birthday. 

At eight 
months, she  
left our arms 
empty and our 
hearts broken.

Deciding to  
try for another 
baby had been  
a leap of faith. 

What if history 
repeated itself?

But now Harry 
was here, and healthy. 

He learned to toddle 
and then run, never 
stopped chattering. 

The one thing he 

wanted most was  
to be a big brother.

In September 2019,  
he finally got his wish. 

When baby Reuben 
was born, I felt blessed. 

Only, as I gazed 
down… I just knew.

‘He looks like Olivia,’  
I told Sean, tears springing. 

Tests revealed the same 
deadly genetic condition. 

With less than 20 cases 
globally, it was so rare, it 
didn’t have a name.

We brought Reuben  
home, knowing we could 
lose him any day. 

But Harry didn’t see  
any of that. 

‘Love you Reubear,’ he’d 
grin, stroking his hair  
and singing lullabies.

Reuben couldn’t walk or 
talk, so he communicated by 
smiling and chuckling.

Nothing made him 
happier than 
Harry beside 
him, holding 
his hand.

Against  
all odds, 
Reuben 

celebrated his first birthday.
But he suffered countless 

daily seizures, causing  
him to stop breathing. 

We’d have to act fast,  
fit his oxygen mask. 

Harry would help.
‘My superhero,’ I’d say.
Sean and I wanted more 

children, but were scared. 
However, genetic tests let 

specialists detect the faulty 
gene and we were told that 
there was only a one-in-four 
chance of another baby 

having the condition. 
We decided to try.
Thankfully, an 

amniocentesis test early 
in my pregnancy, in 

August 2020, showed 
this baby was clear.

Such a relief. 
Harry was also busy. 
He wanted to  

raise money for two 
children’s hospices 

supporting our family. 
‘I’m going to walk the  

distance between them,’ 
he said in January 2021.

He couldn’t walk the 
actual 45-mile route 
from Naomi House & 
Jacksplace to Julia’s 
House, due to Covid 
restrictions, so Sean  

He adored his little 
brother and now he  
was going to prove it 

 
devised a circular route in 
our area, over three days. 

Walking 15 miles a day 
was tough, especially when 
it snowed on day three, but 
Harry was determined. 

When I posted about it  
on Facebook, sponsorship 
flooded in.

There was more joy in 
March 2021, when baby 
Felix arrived, healthy.

But Reuben’s condition 
was worsening.

More seizures, more fear.
With Sean away with the 

Army, I couldn’t risk driving 
Harry to school alone, in 
case Reuben had a seizure.

So with Felix in a carrier 
and Reuben in his pushchair, 
we’d walk three miles to 
school and back each day. 

‘I love you to the moon 
and back,’ Harry would  

tell Reuben.
It gave him 

another idea  
for fundraising 
– walking the 
distance to the 
moon and back.

We realised that 477,710  
miles was too ambitious, so  
settled on racing around the 
moon instead – 6,786 miles.

Over three months, we 
totted up all the miles Harry 
did walking to 
school, running, 
skipping, 
hopping, 
scooting, cycling 
or swimming.

We also 
enlisted friends 
and family.

After three months, we’d 
been around the moon twice 
and raised lots more money.

But Harry wasn’t finished.
After Reuben’s second 

birthday in September 2021, 
he wrote to Santa, asking 
him to bring Christmas  
gifts for Reuben and other 
poorly kids.

I’ll donate my £11 pocket 

money to help, he wrote.
I posted his Christmas 

wish on Facebook and people 
donated toys and cash. 

Harry wore a Santa  
outfit to hand out toys. 

He couldn’t wait to help 
Reuben open his gifts on 
Christmas morning.

But he never got  
the chance. 

On 20 December 2021, 
Reuben died in his sleep.

We were all 
heartbroken,  
but no one more 
than Harry, who 
climbed into bed 
with his little 
brother for one 
last cuddle.

At the funeral, 
Harry gave a tribute.

We raced around the moon, 
swam, played and laughed 
like we were in a cartoon…

He also made plans to 
honour Reuben’s memory.

‘I’m going to climb  
a mountain for Reubear,’  
he vowed. 

We didn’t doubt it.
In April 2022, we did the 

Yorkshire Three Peaks 
Challenge, climbing 
Pen-y-ghent, Whernside 
and Ingleborough in 
under 12 hours.

Felix came too – in  
a baby carrier. 

Harry was exhausted 
but elated to finish.

Thanks to all his 
efforts, in just over a year  
he’d raised £41,500 for 
the hospices.

Amazing. 
We were thrilled when 

we heard that he’d won  
a Child of Britain Award. 

At the ceremony in 
June 2022, Harry had the 
best time dancing and 
chatting to celebrities.

Yet he doesn’t 
understand the fuss. 

‘I’m an ordinary boy,’  
he shrugs.

But I disagree.
Because, my darling 

Harry, you make me 
proud every day. 

You’re my superhero. 

Harry 
vowed to 

climb a 
mountain 

for Reuben

Harry with Felix 
and Reuben 

HaHarrrryy the hero  the hero 
Sophie Byrne, 30, Larkhill, Wiltshire
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Harry during his 
45-mile walk 

Reuben and Harry 
were inseparable

Us after our Three 
Peaks Challenge


