


‘People are like that, my dear boy,” Corky said, sweep-
ing some rubbish into a bin bag.

After they’d cleaned the playground, Ruskin and
Corky locked the iron gates and started to walk down
Lizard Street.

Ruskin jumped over cracks in the pavement.

Tell me,” Corky said, tapping one of the cracks with
his walking stick, ‘do you know what made the cracks?’

‘No,” Ruskin replied. ‘What?’

‘Well,” Corky began, ‘the cracks were caused by -’

Corky was interrupted by a voice exclaiming, ‘All
sparkling and new!’

The voice belonged to Elvis’s dad, Mr Cave.

Mr Cave (along with Mrs Cave) owned The Dragon
and the Golden Penny pub. He was a small, bald, fat
man who always wore a black track suit and always had
a cigar in his mouth.

At the moment of exclaiming, ‘All sparkling and
new!” he was up a ladder and had just finished replacing
a broken window. As he spoke, ash fell from his cigar
and landed on Ruskin’s head.

‘Another broken window?’ Corky asked.

‘Elvis broke this one this morning,” Mr Cave said,
coming down the ladder. ‘He got Mrs Walnut's shop last
night.”

‘Theard,” Corky said. “You should take that ball away
from your son.’

‘He means no harm,” Mr Cave said.

Abovethemthepubsignswunginthesummer
breeze.

Eeeek! went the sign.

‘I must oil that sign,” Mr Cave said, puffing his cigar.

The sign had a painting of a bright green creature on
it. The creature was supposed to be a dragon and it had
a golden penny in its mouth.
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