
‘Miss Kaz
mierski,’

Carol says
, ‘this is A

lice.’

We stop in front of a woman.  I look up 
at her; she looks a bit like Bethany.  

At the school, there are so many 
children in their uniforms it’s like a 
blue and green river flowing through 
the gates. 

I hold Carol’s hand tight, so that I 
don’t lose her. Lewis disappears and, 
when I see him next, he’s in a big 
group of boys.

Carol marches me through the 
playground.  There’s a big knot in my 
stomach and I’m finding it hard to 
swallow.  

Everyone is looking at me.  

Miss Kazmierski lowers herself 
downwards until her face is the 
same level as mine.  She smiles.  

‘Alice,’ she says, 

‘welcome to our 

school today.’


