
[image: ]
[image: ]
[bookmark: _GoBack]







image1.png
27—

After he'd finished telling his story, Winston fell asleep.

Ruskin stared at his dad. He looked at the wrinkles
round his eyes and the grey hairs already appearing in
his thinning hair. He looked at the dirt beneath his dad's
fingernails and the holes in the white vest. He looked at
how small his dad was ~ how thin his arms were, how
Knobbly his knees - and, the more he looked, the harder
he found it to believe that this man was responsible for
Krindlekrax.

The ticking of the clock on the mantelpiece sounded.
very loud. .

Ruskin glanced at the clock.

It was just gone midnight.

Way past Ruskin’s bedtime.

Ruskin helped his dad to his feet, took him upstairs
and put him to bed.
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Once Ruskin was in his own room, he looked out of
the window down the length of Lizard Street.

He looked at Corky’s house.

How could he talk to Corky again? How could he be
friends with Corky when his own dad - Winston
Splinter ~ had been responsible for Corky’s white hair
and limp.

At the end of the street the pub sign swung in the
breeze,

Ruskin peered at the sign. Yes, now he could see. It
wasn't a dragon with a penny in its mouth at all, It was
a crocodile. A baby crocodile. The baby crocodile that
had been taken from the zoo and escaped to the sewers.

Ececk! went the sign.

‘To Ruskin it sounded like the most terrible noise in the
world.




