
Prolog 
 
He can sit up easily. The air shimmers over the sparse grass and the 
course, grey stones in  
the yard. A bee totters next to him, moving left, right. He holds still. With a 
low buzzing, it  
pulls 
away 
towards 
Grandma’s house, which stands seeped in golden sun at the end of the 
courtyard.  
Grandma calls him “ 
Schnakala! 
” Mama calls him “ 
Springinkerle! 
” The house is quiet, nobody  
calls. He’s been sleeping; a half 
- 
eaten teacake lies on the plate beside him. Ants c 
rawl all  
over it. The small of dough wafts in from the bakery, a draught cooling his 
chest. Under his  
hair is hot, as if he’d been wearing a helmet with a spike and eagle, like 
Andrezj in the  
neighbo 
u 
ring yard does. His bottle, which he’s been clutching fo 
r a long time, now feels  
empty.  
A man and a woman got out of an imposingly black car with an eagle on. Th 
ey thrust their  
arms in the air; 
Father threw his arm into the heavens in return. The azure blue sky rose up  
like a wall behind the chimneys of Grand 
ma’s house. He could count to twelve, he heard a  
faint moaning from behind, murmured, “shh, be quiet, Emil, quiet.” If they 
were good,  
Grandma would give them a bowl of freshly baked crumble topping. The 
sun beat down on  
his head. 
He carefully laid Father 
’s blue 
- 
red tin soldiers in their box, its interior gleaming like a tongue.  



He stuck his own tongue out and ran off. The stairs that Father and the 
visitors had climbed  
were rapidly approaching when something dragged him backwards.  
“Get off me!” he shout 
ed, “you  
clod. 
” He lay in the sand, gasping for breath. “You id... You  
idot.” He didn’t know what it meant. He’d heard them saying it in the bakery. 
When he turned round he saw the dog lead, coiling its way around the 
platform towards him.  
He saw Emil sitti 
ng against the trunk of the horse chestnut tree  
- 
Emil, his shoulders  
twitching, his hands outstretched, Emil, his big brother, warm and simple 
and slow with his  
club foot. He dragged himself along the lead towards him. Out of everyone 
Emil was the best  
at 
comforting him, with sweets he’d fished out of Mama’s tin and that Emil 
- 
noise. You only  
ever heard it when you lay in Emil’s lap. Emil rocked tenderly and hummed 
while he,  
Eustachius, and occasionally the bakery cat, purred softly along, curled up 
on his  
lap.  
Somehow the lead must have become attached to his trousers. Only Emil is 
there. Emil, with  
his excited, high voice, coaxing: 
“ 
S 
tachey 
,  
cm beck to mei!” 
He runs to the edge of the platform and turns around. Emil is sitting there, 
motionless.  
Whene 
ver Father’s hunting friends 
came to visit, Emil was taken into the kitchen. Only he,  
Eustachius, little Stach,  
Stachey, 
was allowed to stay in the study. But today it was all wrong,  
he’d been put on a lead like a dog, and it had already been half an hour  



or five days, the  
difference looked long on the clock in the parlour; the clock wasn’t there. 
Max leapt up and  
lay down again, his silky light 
- 
brown front paws outstretched, his long 
- 
nosed dachshund  
head cocked. The fact he couldn’t sit like that frustrate 
d him, and as he grew more frustrated  
and tried to shift himself to the outmost edge of the platform, Father’s face 
appeared, lit up  
against the steps. The woman and man raised their hands in the air, and as 
if of its own  
accord his hand thrusted into the  
sky, and because he’d forgotten what they always said, he  
called: “liv ai swet!’, because you always had to shout something good, and 
he thought it  
would be good to shout ‘sweet’, because then tod 
ay there would be more crumble  
topping  
and 
pastry.  
Father  
looked at him, looked him, Eustachius, in the eye, came right up to him, but 
whistled  
only to Max, who bounded away, while he, Stach, who had already laughed 
out loud, sat  
back in his place, still on the lead, as if he were immobile, as if he were 
worth le 
ss than the  
dog.  
Father hit the dog less than he hit him. He never hit Emil.  
The car engine roared; only the man and woman had taken a seat inside. 
When the dust  
settled, the yard was empty. He didn’t cry, his cheeks just got wet from his 
eyes; he didn 
’t  
cry, he just wiped his face with his forearm. He sneaked a glance around 
him. Emil was  
curled up on his side asleep, his legs drawn up, the thick boot with the club 
foot lay open, the  
fat leather gleaming in the sunlight. Emil dreamed  
and he,  



Stachey 
, didn’t  
cry, just sniffed as  
if he could have cried, boys didn’t cry, but there was no reason for that, it 
just had to be like  
that, Father had no idea he was tied up here, Father thought he was playing 
with Emil, and it  
was lovely, Father was lovely. 
He 
sniffed and crawled onto the dog’s blanket, the smell comforted him, he 
counted the ants,  
the ants crawled,  
Schnakala 
, he counted for hours or for five minutes, always up to twelve.  
The midday sun was working furiously, from top to bottom it 
extinguished 
everything in its path, streamed 
over Grandma’s roof, the roof disappeared, it streamed onto the rain gutter 
and that  
disappeared too, it streamed over the honey 
- 
gleaming wall, silently, thick as honey over the  
uneven steps, step by step down to the yard 
, melted 
the grass between the stones 
into streaks, melted 
the stones, reached him. His fawn brown sandals began to flicker, his 
healthy, straight teeth  
became brighter and brighter.  
He looked on curiously. He felt nothing.  
He mounted thin air and rode  
away. 
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