[bookmark: _GoBack]Winston and Hannah were close behind but cannoned round the corner straight into a woman pushing a pram.

 “Watch where you’re going,” she yelled, stumbling but grabbing the handle.

 “Sorry,” they mumbled. Hannah got up and examined her cut knee. She looked as if she was going to cry.

 “I can’t see Mac any more,” Winston announced when the woman had gone on her way. “I thought we’d catch up with him by the ducks.” 

A few minutes of racing along the sodden paths in the park, finally convinced the children that they had lost Mac. But they could not give up yet. Grandma. Winston was keen to keep trying. Hannah wanted to report him missing to the police. They both wished their Mum was with them. While arguing about the best course of action, they left the park and made their way up the High Street.

 “We’re never going to find him by ourselves,” Hannah persisted. “I bet he’s frightened now, poor little thing.”

 “I should hope he is!” Winston said, rather unkindly. “Look at the trouble he’s put us to! Oh look,” he yelled. “A bus! Come on! Let’s go home and phone Mum.” Before Hannah could argue, he had pulled his sister onto the bus and paid their fares. 
