
But I’m not going to help.

I don’t want to leave.  

I’m supposed to be helping.  
I’m supposed to be packing my stuff.

 ‘Alice? Alice!
 WHERE ARE YOU?’

Over the fence, in my garden, I can 
hear my parents shouting...

I heard the removal van earlier when 
it rumbled up the street and parked 
outside our house.  That’s when I 
called Tilly and we climbed in here, 
where no one can see us.  

Tilly shifts herself to get more comfy, 
squashing me. Her fur is soft but 
sitting right beside her is kind of 
hot and, truth be told, she is a little 
smelly today. But that’s okay.  


