


’s mum was very small, extremely thin,
bush of frizzy red hair. She wore a green
ress that showed off her knobbly knees,
reen slippers that made her feet look too
green dressing gown that made her arms
like twigs, and glasses with lenses so thick
yes appeared the size of saucers.

s another hot day,” Wendy sighed, pouring
in his tea. “We haven’t had any rain for weeks
. I've never known a summer like it. Poor
Lace’s window boxes are withering away.
s so hot my glasses keep steaming up,
[ly-wolly-doodle-all-the-day.’

Whenever Wendy got flustered, she said “polly-
olly-doodle-all-the-day’. Once, for example, she
ad no bread to make toast, and really panicked.
She ran round the house crying, ‘No toast with our
tea, polly-wolly-doodle-all-the-day! What shall we
do? Toastless tea, polly-wolly—dOOdle'a11'the'da)’-’

It was left to Ruskin to go to Mrs Walnut's
shop and buy a loaf.

Since then, Ruskin’s house has always been well
stocked with bread (and teabags, because that’s
another thing Wendy can’t live without). Some of
the bread turns green and mouldy and has to be

thrown away, but at least they are never without




slices of

toast and baked beans, or

eggs (or poached eggs or fried
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marmalade on his toast. ‘Don’t be

feel dressed without my shppets’ g
had a visitor and I opened the
feet? They’d see my toenails and |

feet. Oh, what a thought, Ru
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of it.’ gt a
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remarked. ‘No one ever knocks on ot
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tall and covered in muscles, with a voice like
thuﬂdel' -’

‘Excuse me,” Wendy interrupted, ‘but what's
that you're twittering on about?

It’s the hero’s speech,’ Ruskin explained. ‘From

the play we're doing at school. I've been telling
you about it for weeks. Remember?’
‘Er ... no.

‘Mr Lace found the play buried in his back
garden. Remember?’

‘Er. . V0 Rok

‘But ... it’s all I’ve been talking about. Every
breakfast. Every teatime.’

‘Well, why don’t you tell me again and see if it
rings any bells” '/ A

Ruskin took a deep breath and began, “The
play’s about a village that’s being pestered by a
dragon. The dragon lives in a cave and every night
it comes out and digs up the pathways and burns

the farmers’ vegetables and cracks planks of

wood. Until, one night, a boy does battle with the
dragon and throws a golden penny into its mouth
and - Ruskin was just about to add that the
village in the story was supposed to have been on
the same site as Lizard Street is now ~ that’s why
the street is called Lizard Street in the first place
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That’s right,” Ruskin replied. -f, ‘z‘;;
‘Let me hear the speech again’ ‘_,:‘,:
Ruskin took a sip of tea, coughed to ﬂ‘

mbs of toast from his throat, then beg:

am brave and wise and wonderful and h i
and tall and covered in muscles, with a vo
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 don’t want to interrupt again,’ Wenc
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O dear. s R
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