
He fell headlong into sunlight, and 
his feet found warm ground. When 
he straightened up, he saw that he 
was in a nearly deserted 
playground. A single, huge chimney 
dominated the distant skyline. Two 
girls were swinging backwards and 
forwards, and a skinny boy was 
watching them from behind a 
clump of bushes. His black hair 
was overlong and his clothes were 
so mismatched that it looked 
deliberate: too-short jeans, a 
shabby, overlarge coat that might 
have belonged to a grown man, an 
odd smock-like shirt.

Harry moved closer to the boy. 
Snape looked no more than nine or 
ten years old, sallow, small, 
stringy. There was undisguised 
greed in his thin face as he 
watched the younger of the two 
girls swinging higher and higher 
than her sister.

‘Lily, don’t do it!’ shrieked the 
elder of the two.
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