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It was getting dark outside.

Clutching the medal tightly, Ruskin walked down
Lizard Street towards his home.

He looked at the cracks in the pavement and the holes
in the road and the dark bricks, and unagmed
Krindlekrax walking up and down Lizard Street —
hugelmlcracldn&ituharpchwsdigging,itshotbreath
scorchhxg-lookh\gforCorkyPigeon.Hem\agmed
Krindlekrax looking in through windows, peeping
through curtains, watching people sleep and dream.
Perhaps Krindlekrax had even seen him - Ruskin
Splinter — curled up in his bed, and wondered who this
small, thin, red-haired boy was, sleeping contentedly in
a room full of actors’ photographs.

Ruskin stood on the large drain in front of his house.
The metal drain-cover wobbled from side to side,

Ka-clunk! went the drain-cover.

Ruskin thought, This is the largest drain in Lizard
Street. I¥'s from this drain that Krindlekrax rises when
he’s searching for Corky.
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Ruskin went inside.

His mum and dad were sitting at the kitchen table,
MWMNM}&MW-&A““
in his bottoms and a white vest with holes in.
The front of the vest was thick with baked-bean and

Yes please.

Every evening Wendy said Kiss', followed by Tea?
then ‘Beans on toast?’ (or pos &amﬂhﬂ
awﬁudmym kissed her
and said ‘Yes please’ to both questions.

Ruskin sat at the table.
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womtﬂﬁngmviscandoisﬁppapa-instead c;fsmashing
glass.’

‘But it looks silly, Dad.’

‘It's not my fault.’

‘Oh, polly-wolly-doodle-all-d\e-day,' Wendy said,
handing Ruskin some tea and putting some bread in the

The toast popped out of the toaster Wendy buttered
it,pom'edsomebakedbeanson top and handed it to
Ruskin.

‘We have toast with everything,” Ruskin said.

Tlove toast,’ Wendy said ecstatically.

‘But we can’t eat all of it,” Ruskin said, looking at
hismeal.'lmean,whathappemtoallthe-bastleﬂ
over?’




‘I throw it away,” Wendy said, staring at the television
set.

Thepersononthetelevisionwassaying,'...paintis
peeling,wallsama'acldng.peoplearegetﬁngsunstmke,
drains are ing ...

Ruskin asked, ‘Where do you throw all the toast?’

‘Down the drain of course,’ Wendy replied.

Ruskin looked at his mum. The light from the televi-
sionsetreﬂectedinhereyes,makingtlmlookﬁkecar
headlights.

‘Have you always thrown our uneaten toast down the
drain?’ he asked.

‘Always,” Wendy replied.

The drain outside?’

‘Of course, Wendy said. ‘After all, it'’s the biggest
drain in Lizard Street.

Ruskin ate the rest of his meal in silence. Afterwards
hewentuptohisroomandsatbythewindow.

Nowheknewwhythebabyaomdﬂehadgrownso
big. Corky said that it had been eating toast when he
first saw it. And that’s what it had continued to do. For
ten years. A daily diet of toast and butter, toast and
marmalade,toastandbakedbeans,toastandpoached
egg (or scrambled egg or fried egg). And the toast had
madethecrocodilebigandstmng,hadgivmitatail
and sharp claws and fiery breath, had transformed it
fromatiny,brlght—gteenbaby,nobiggerﬂ\anashoe.
into a gigantic, dark monster that drained the colour
from Corky’s hair and nightly damaged Lizard Street.

T'm going to sit here all night,’ Ruskin said, looking
out of the window. ‘I'm going to stay awake and wait for
Kn‘n dlElﬂ'ax ’



