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breadcrumb fights with Dad. The fireplace Whe

Mum and Dad used to give me my bath and o e

book if I dropped it in the water. iy
“Who are you?’ snarls a voice.

1spin round.

Standing in the doorway from the living roon,

glaring at me, is a woman..

It’s not Mum.

Mum is slim with dark hair and a gentle pale
face. This woman is muscly with hair like straw. Her
face is angry and red. Her neck and arms are too.

1 don’t know what to say.
‘Get out, shouts the woman.
‘Grab him; says a man who isn’t Dad, comingin
from the bedroom. ‘We’ll hand him over.’
1back towards the door.
‘The man comes at me.
1 turn and run down the steps. Halfway oWt
I crash into a kid coming up. As I scramble 0¥
him I see his face. He's older than he was, but It
recognise him. Wiktor Radzyn, one of the Poli

kids from my class when I went to school here:
1don't stop.

Tkeep running.

‘Clear off, Jew; yells Wil : 2
our ey off Jew! yells Wiktor behind me.





