Book Talk: 28/09/20
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If it weren’t for Mr and Mrs Mukhtar, who
were constantly checking up on Tariq like two
circling guard dogs scenting danger, thereby
restricting Laura’s visits to once or twice a week,
life would have been close to perfect.

One afternoon, Laura was helping Tariq
unpack some boxes of vegetables and thinking
how exhausted he looked, as if he hadn’t slept
for days, when his sleeve slipped back and she
saw purple bruises on his arm.

‘Tariq, what happened?’ she cried. ‘Who did
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that? Did somebody hit you?’ Instantly she
thought of Mr Mukhtar. If he could strike Tariq
for helping to stop a dog fight, what else might
he be capable of?

Tariq leapt to his feet and shook his head
vigorously. He pointed at the stairs at the back
of the shop, which led up to the Mukhtars’ living
quarters - an area into which Laura had never
been invited - and performed a funny mime of
falling down the steps.
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holiday now. Your father is on his way. I suggest
you say goodbye to your friend and get this mess
cleaned up before he arrives.’

She gave Laura one of her special white smiles
that never quite reached her eyes. ‘So nice to see
you again, Laura,” she cooed. ‘T hope it’s not too
long before you can visit us again. Our best to
Mrs Webb. Safe trip home.’
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Laura didn’t believe him, but she could hardly
call him a liar. She was trying to decide what to
say or do next when Mrs Mukhtar wafted in on a
cloud of perfume. Judging by the shopping bags,
she’d been on a spree. Her gold bangles jingled
as she pointed at the vegetables on the store
floor and said: ‘Tariq, my boy, you are not on




