Mr Stink

the evil headmistress, who was in fa
ct

CMpregg

of vampires.

The tale unravelled all night. Chloe finished the
story just before dawn as Lily finally droye her
hockey stick through the headmistress’s hearr,

“... Mrs Murk’s blood spurted out of her [ike
newly struck oil, redecorating the sports hall 4
dark shade of crimson. The end.”

Chloe turned off the torch, her voice hoarse
and her eyes barely still open.

“What an absolutely gripping  yarn,”
announced Mr Stink. “I can’t wait to find out

what happens in book two.”

“Book two?”

“Yes,” said Mr Stink. “Surely after killing the
headmistress Lily is moved to another school.
And all the teachers there could be flesh-eating
zombies!”

That, thought Chloe, is 2 very good ideq

A (i

9

A Little Bit of Drool

Chloe looked at her alarm-clock radio when she

o bed. 6:44am. She had never

ever. Adults didn’t even g0

finally dropped int
been to bed that late,
to bed that late. Maybe very naughty rock-star

ones, but not many. She closed her eyes for a

second. )
«Chloe? Chloeee? Wake up! Chloeeeee?

shouted Mother from outside the door. She

knocked on the door three times. Then paused

and knocked one more time which was especially

annoying, as Chloe hadn’t expected her to. She

looked at the alarm-clock radio thing again.
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Mr Stink

6:45am. She had either beep as|

e
da)’ oraw ¢p fOl' a whOle

hole minute, Ag she ¢
eyes, Chloe guessed it must hay

« 7 j”
‘t 1
baaddt..u - she sald

ouldn’ Open hep
¢beena Minyge,

» and was shockeq
b
deep and gravelly she soundeg Tell; y
. ng

stories all night had turped Chloe’s voice
into

that of 3 SIXty-year-

hO“r

old ex-coa] miner whe
smoked a hundred roll-ups a day.

“Don’t ‘whar’ me, young lady! It’s time you
stopped lazing in bed. Your sister has already
completed a triathlon this morning. Now get
up. I need your help today on the campaign
trail!”

Chloe was 5o tired she felt like she had grown
into her bed. In fact, she wasn’t sure where
her body ended and the bed began. She slid out
from under her duvet and crawled to the

bathroom, Blinking in the mirror, Chloe thought

for
2 moment that she was looking 4t |
1er

118

A Little Bit of Droal

n. sighing, she made her way

The
na.
g o the kitchen table.

irsand t |

downsta! o l

“\We ar€ going campaigning today,” sa d
e Yy

sipped her grape
motorway tailback of vitamin

her as she fruit juice and
Mother

swallowed the

11s and food supplements she had lined up
P

neatly on the table.
«I¢ sounds booorrrring,” said Chloe. She made

the word ‘boring’ sound even more boring by

making it longer than it really needed to be- On

Sunday mornings, Mother would allow the

television to be switched on so she could

watch programmes about politics. Chloe liked

- g
watching television. In a house where viewing

d, even an advert for a Stannah stair

However, these political

was ratione

lift was a treat.

i on
discussion shows — which for no apparent reas

’ 1 - were
were broadcast on Sunday mormngs

bum-numbingly boring. They made Chloe think
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Mr Stink

that she wanted to be 3 kid forey

er if this y,
what the grown-up world was Jike. ;

Chloe always suspected that her mother had
another motive for watching: she had 5 crush op
thc Prime Minister. Chloe couldn’t see it herself
but lots of women her mother’s age seemed to’
find him dishy. To Dad’s amusement, Mother
would always stop whatever she was doing to
watch the PM if he came on the news. Once,
Chloe had even spotted a little bit of drool ooze
out of her mother’s mouth when there was some
footage of the Prime Minister in denim shorts
playing Frisbee on a beach,

Of course, even the sight of her mother
drooling didn’t make those politics shows any

less boring. But Chloe would have watched a

hundred of them jf It meant not having to spend

the day campaigning with Mother. That was how

boring it was going to be,
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A Lirtle Bit of Drool

Well, you are coming whether you like it or
[ c 5

ot,” said Mot |
ought you for your birthday. You

her. “And put on that frilly yellow
n

dress that I b

look almost pretty in that.”

Chloe did not look anywhere near pretty in
it. She looked like a Quality Street. If that wasn’t
she looked like one of the

bad enough,

unpopular flavours that get left in the tn unul

way into the New Year. The only colour she

really liked wearing was black. She thought black

was cool, and even better it made her look less

chubby. Chloe desperatcly wanted to be a Goth,
but she didn’t know where to start. You couldn’t
buy Goth clothes in Marks & Spencer’s. And
:m;fway, you also needed the white make-up and
the black hair-dye, and most importantly the

skill of looking down at your shoes at all imes.

How would she go about becoming a Goth?

Was there an application form to fill our? A
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committe
e of super-Goths who woy]
ould
et Yo
u

t}’? Ch]OQ had

once seen a real-life G
oth hangj
8Ing around |,
Ya

bin in the hi
gh street and be
come incredip
ly

Cl

excited. She reall
y wanted to go ov
erand ask he
r

successful Goth.

. .

b ;
ecoming a Goth, she would look like this

A Little Bit afDraol

o the story ..
Chloe,” said Mother, when

airs in the horrible Quality
How about that

Ler’s ger back ©
uIt’s CO]d OUtSidC’
oe came downst

«you’ll need a coat.
your grandmother made

chl

S[reet dreSS-

tangerine—coloured coat

you last Christmas?”

Chloe reached 1nto the room under the stairs.

s was where everyone in the family kept their

Thi
coat

the d
there by mistake?
s> She switched on the light. Peeking out

s and wellington boots. She heard a rustle in

arkness. Had Elizabeth the cat got shut in
Or had Mr Stink moved

indoor
from behind the bottom of an old fur coat was a
frightened face.

“Dad?”

“Shush!”
«\What are you hiding in here for?” Chloe

whispered. “You are meant to be at work.”

“No, I'm not. lost my job at the factory,”
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said Dad sorrowfully.

“What?”

“A whole load of us got made redundant gy,
weeks ago. No one is buying new cars right now,
It’s the recession, I suppose,”

“Yes, but why are you hiding?”

“I'm too frightened to tell your mother. She’ll

divorce me if she finds out. Please, I beg you,

don’t tell her.”

“I’'m not sure she’d div—~

“Please, Chloe. I’ll sort all this out soon. It’s
not going to be easy, but I'll get another job if
I can.”

He leaned forward so that the hem of the fur
coat was draped over his head, the thick fur

looking like a mess of curly hair.

“So that’s what you look like with hair!”

Chloe whispered.
“Whar?”
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nitely Dad on that CD cover. With

¢ was deft ed just like he did in

he fur over his head, he loo
[ . -

he photo with that astonishing perm!
the 3

[f you need 2 job, you could always go back
[ y C:

) . : Serpents of Doom,”
10 playing guitar with the Serp

said Chloe. |
Dad looked startled. “Who told you I was 1n

a band?”
«] saw your CD and I asked Mother, but

she—" .

«Shh!” said Dad. “Keep it down. Wait...
where did you see this CD?”

“Er... T was... um... looking for my old
hamster cage in the shed and 1t was in a box
with a load of old junk. There was a burnt
guitar with it.”

Dad opened his mouth to say something, but
just at that moment, a door slammed upstairs.

“Come along, Chloe!” boomed Mother.
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“Promise you won’t say anythip
losing my job,” whispered Dad.

“I promise.”

g ab()ut Me

Chloe shut the door, leaving her dag on a|

| n
fours in the darkness. Now she had two § ;l
- . u y
grown men hiding around the house, Wy
, s

next? she thought. Am | going 1o find Grandag
in the tumble dryeré!

i B a
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Slightly Chewed

Being on the political campaign trail meant
Chloe knocking on what seemed like
everybody’s front door in the town and Mother
asking people if she could “rely on their vote”.
Those who said they were going to vote for
Mother were instantly rewarded with a big smile
and an even bigger sticker to put in their window
proclaiming ‘Vote Crumb’. Those who said they

weren’t voting for her were going to miss an

awful lot of daytime telly. Mother was the kind

of person who wouldn’t give up without

a fight.
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