Then the two2 of them were moving through the rubble, the baby held to Owen’s chest as they pushed through the charred remains of a doorway and out into the rain. Then they were running across the fieeild, towards a line of trees, a bank, and a river. He could hear a lone soldier chasing them and shouting, ‘Halt! Halt, oder ich schieße!’  The trapped man was still shrieking as the sound of a shot whistled past, and another, and the clang of a bullet hitting metal. Owen and Janek ran.	Comment by Isabelle Oliveira: I’m not sure this listing works. It is difficult to imagine and takes the reader out of the moment. 



They let the river take them; the slow current like invisible hands keeping the boat afloat. Around them the rain hissed, hundreds of thousands of droplets spearing the water and splashing up again, every one a heartbeat. There wereWith no oars, and they were left to the will of river’s will, only occasionally one of them leaneding over the side and paddled a little with their hand to stop them from beaching or getting caught up amongst the overhanging branches. Otherwise, they gilded, hopelessly adrift.	Comment by Isabelle Oliveira: Perhaps add where the boat came from, the move from one scene to the other is a bit sudden. Or was this intentional.	Comment by Isabelle Oliveira: Consider this sentence structure for flow and clarity?
	The boat was flimsy, and the water rose up to just beneath the gunwale. Owen held the baby, wrapped up and kept as dry as he could within his open jacket. Tthehe infant’s arms and legs moved and his face screwed up and puckered but no tears came. Owen wore the mushroom cap Janek had given him, and had a towel acquisitioned from the farmer’s widow wrapped around his shoulders. The rain stuck his trousers and jacket to him and slowly filled the boat until there was water seeping in through the bottom of his shoes, as well.	Comment by Isabelle Oliveira: Maybe this word is inaccessible to your audience, maybe a description would work better than a technical term?	Comment by Isabelle Oliveira: Is this the right word to describe what to meant? Consider ‘taken’, ‘snatched’, ‘stolen’ or perhaps nothing at all.
	They did not talk, Owen facing forward, whilst Janek sat opposite him shaking uncontrollably, his back to the oncoming river, and shaking uncontrollably. He would not look at Owen. He starred into the water as it passed beneath them, furiously alive with rain. They were out of control, Owen thought. This boy was out of control. Brothers, Janek had said but in Owen’s mind it was starting to feel more like a knot tightening around him. 	Comment by Isabelle Oliveira: I have rearranged this for clarity purposes. What do you think?
He watched as the rain ran in laces down Janek’s face and streamed from the end of his nose. The boy wiped at his nostrils with a sopping hand and sniffed. He will catch pneumonia, Owen thought - this boy who he knew nothing about and now, more than ever, scared him.	Comment by Isabelle Oliveira: This sentence seems disjointed, what is the intention of this sentence. Are those thoughts supposed to make the reader feel a certain emotion or to convey information?


The house was tucked away behind the trees, but even from the boat stealing them past, they had seen that the ruins were empty. Tthey walked around it ,–  warily at first –, as the rain pattered down. It had peaked gables and a brown slatted roof, and all the windows were without glass, some were even withoutwithout even frames.   As they came around the side, through the thick grass and between the birch that had sprung up and pressed against the walls, they found stone steps that led up to a missing door., Iand inside there was a landslide of rubble where part of the back wall had completely fallen in. Through the paine-less windows other branches reached in like stretching arms.; and, Wwhere the roof had collapsed, grass had taken root along the top of the walls and there were nettles lined in neat rows.	Comment by Isabelle Oliveira: Not sure this is the right word to use. What do you mean here? Consider ‘ushering’ or something similar.	Comment by Isabelle Oliveira: They were on a boat, then they were walking around the house. It seems a bit sudden	Comment by Isabelle Oliveira: Perhaps ‘arranged’? For some reason ‘lined’ seems out of place
Of the There were two rooms downstairs, but only one still with  hada a roof. Inside, the cement rendering was falling away,, exhibiting the brickwork beneath. Itthat looked pink and sore, as if the rendering, now broken away, had been protecting it like a scab; cobwebs hung in congealing drips against the two window frames cobwebs hung in congealing drips.
	‘We ought to make a fire,’, said Owen. ‘For the child.’ He pointed at the grate.
	Janek nodded.
The floor was strewn with concrete dust and crushed bricks, and in amongst them were bits of wood, nails, and other signs of human life. Janek kicked at a scorched water cannister, , mumbling something to himself,, around himnd there wereas the tatty remains of a shawl, and animal bones,s and a rusty fork, and , by the crumbling stone hearth, a man’s dusty unlaced shoe by the crumbling stone .hearth.
‘Well, at least it’s dry.,’ said Owen.
	
Outside the rain was still spattering down through  the trees.. 


In the adjoining room, where the roof was in tatters and there were bars at the window, Janek had found an old bathtub and cleared out the rubble. Now he lay in it beneath the one bit of roof that was still intact, the baby’s papoose hood pulled deep over his eyes and his bag placed as a lumpy pillow behind his head. His arms and legs dangled like spiders’- legs over the side.	Comment by Isabelle Oliveira: This is an offensive term in some places and contexts. Though it can be used in this sense, perhaps it would be better to opt for another?
	Owen gave the child the last of the milk as he sat by the fire., Tthe baby vomiteding it up almost immediately and then starteding to wail. When Owen undid the baby’s clothing, the onlyne nappy they had was soiled through. As the baby screamed (his little face straining puce), OwenHe hesitantly took it off as the baby screamed, his little face straining puce, then jerked his head back at the sour stench. He had never seen diarrhoea so yellow. The skin around the baby’s bottom and sides was a fiery pink and there was a rash developing across the baby’s cheeks that felt like sandpaper. ‘No wonder you’re making a fuss.’ He prayed to God the child wasn’t ill. 	Comment by Isabelle Oliveira: It was confusing who was jerking their head back, perhaps this structure makes it clearer? Let me know 
He cleaned him up as best he could, trying to soothe him with fake reassurances and holding his legs  him by the legsup while as hehe screamed and gently tipped ing water from the canister over him. 
‘I’m sorry, Little Man’, he said, ‘I know, I know. I should never have picked you up. But we couldn’t leave you, could we, eh? No. And you can kick and scream all you like, Little Man, but I’m going to see you right. I promise. I’m going to see you right’.


The fire cracked, flickering light across the floor and casting strange shadows that reached up the brickwork and spread thin limbsed across the ceiling. Clean and warm, the baby slept, but his breathing came so light that Owen had to keep checking that the child was still alive. 
	Janek huddled, brooding in the corner. There was no water left, no bread, no tins, just half a packet of biscuits that had gotten so soggy in the downpour that not even Janek would touch them. He poked nonchalantly around with a stick, and then scratched the familiar curling wings of a ‘v’ into the dirt and then the smaller ‘v’ beneath it and marked a box around them both.
	‘What is that?’ He’d seen it before.	Comment by Isabelle Oliveira: What had he seen before? What does he recognize from Janek’s drawing?
	Janek rubbed it out. He looked at Owen over his shoulder. Then, as if he had been considering something, he sat himself down again and, pressing the stick hard and flat in the dirt, he swept out a space. With careful precision he drew the two ‘v’s. 
	He pointed at the larger one in the dust with his stick. 	Comment by Isabelle Oliveira: I did not know what he was saying, I thought he meant bird. Do you want your reader to know or do you want them to be guessing like Owen is?
‘Křídla,’ he said. ‘Křídla.’ He flapped his arms like wings. 
‘Ah,’ said Owen. He looked more closely. ‘Oh. And this one.’ He pointed at the smaller v beneath it. ‘That must be a head. Yes?’
‘Ano, yes.’ He said	Comment by Isabelle Oliveira: It sounds like he is saying that ‘ano’ is head. Perhaps we need to work on this section of dialogue so it 100% clear to the reader
‘Yes,’ said Owen, ‘I see. It’s a bird.’
‘Ano,’ said Janek. He nodded. ‘Bird. Yes. How you say…?’ He thought hard, his mouth trying to shape words that he couldn’t find. He glanced about the room but what he wanted to say wasn’t there. He tried coaxing the words out with his hands, and then huffed. ‘I don’t know. Er… bird, yes? We say sokol. It is sokol. Yes?’	Comment by Isabelle Oliveira: This section is also not clear. ‘Sokol’ is falcon but that is not mentioned other than the bird of prey comment.
	Owen nodded. He wasn’t sure. It looked like a bird of prayprey. 	Comment by Isabelle Oliveira: Perhaps add a description of what made him think that.
	Janek then drew the box around it. He put the stick down and motioned with his hands, making cubes and squares, then shaking his fists and murmuring words in Cech that Owen didn’t understand. 
	‘Box?’ Owen guessed. ‘Cage? Trap?’ 
	‘Cage. Yes, ano.’ The boy smiled now, pleased with their progress. He pointed at the bird again. ‘Československo. Ano? People.’ He signaled at the cage. 	Comment by Isabelle Oliveira: I don’t think he would keep repeating it if he knew how to say yes
‘You’re saying the bird is the people?’ Owen said. ‘In a cage, yes?’
‘Cage. Yes,’ said the boy.  ‘But… mm.’ He thought about it. ‘One day.’ He rubbed out the box and moved his hand through the air.
	‘Oh,’ said Owen. He nodded. He understood now.
	‘One day. Ne Deutsch,’ the boy said. ‘Ne… er… Ruština. Ne Bolševická. No Komunistický. Only Čech. Czech. Yes?’
	‘Yes,’ said Owen. ‘You’ll be free.’
	The boy gave Owen a grin.
	‘And this man today, then?’ asked Owen. ‘Who was that?’
	The boy’s grin went and his face tightened. 	Comment by Isabelle Oliveira: Perhaps a different synonym? ‘Went’ reads unnaturally. 
‘I don’t understand,’ he said. But Owen was sure that he did.
He stared at the bird still scrawled in the dust. 
	‘He was the same man, wasn’t he,’ said Owen, ‘that we saw at the farmhouse. Do you remember? You know what I mean, don’t you.’
	‘He is Nemecek,’ said Janek. 		Comment by Isabelle Oliveira: Is it his name?
	'Is that his name?' he said.
	‘He is traitor,' he said. He glanced at the fire. 'Like Kateřina.’
	Then he scuffed out the bird with his hand and went out of the room.	Comment by Isabelle Oliveira: I don’t think I understand this section
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