od his face in his
Rand buried Wy
hear the drain g0 Ka-clunk{?:al__% ]

4 . got no friendSiEER
Once I had Sparkey and gttt
Once I had Corky and < Cork _
that’s the way it will always il
not meant to have friends eru“f i
whiles, i
But what will I do Wlthmg
continued thinking, No more
about ]| the plays I've read. No m
his stories and watching him lic
from biscuits, No mo

re hel ,

)

Lh
W






bouncing his ba
S stood there, ‘
L‘;Lhmd Elvis was Sparkey <,W

Fro
‘Not avoiding me, are you? |
‘No,’ Ruskm sald |

away.’ - :
‘I'm not avoiding you,’ R

said Elvis, pointing at 1
bouncing the ball With ’
what [ like, Right, Sp,ar






from his pocket and what Elvis wag |
rO

190 50 iy
pn;::c v::fs Corky’s medall 8w

#
J¢'s mine,’ Ruskin said fliﬂt’lyi'i b ﬁ.:: ‘
«Correction,” said Elvis, clu hing th

his fist. ‘It’s mine. Right, Spark ‘
“Yes, Sir,’ said Sparkey. 1
Golden light reflected in Eﬁrh"
at the medal. It glinted in his

look quite mad. ;t{q X
‘A medal,” Elvis sald\.f ‘T she
After all, I am a hero. ngh

‘Go away!’ said Elv:s;
The pin came away in Ruskin
‘Come on, Sparkey,’ Elvis
break some more windows.”
And they walked away’;_
Ruskm stared at theJ J

He put the pin in hi‘






watched.’ i
‘Best not to 1nter;f[

‘Polly-wolly-dood
Then added, ‘Kiss.’

Ruskin sighed and

‘“Tea?’ she asked, wq,'
No answer, ik
‘Scrambled egg ozg |
Still no answer, | |






with his two best friends,
Corky — the new caretaker =y
playground. u '
The three boys rushed
“You live on my street,”
name’s Corky Pigeon.”
‘That’s right,’ replied Co
‘Are you a teacher?’ a
‘No, said Corky. ‘It
‘What does a care
Sparkey. o

A
, )

Tlook after the sch ol, .‘
the playground and »‘mﬂ" "
and clean 4| the windc 6

i

.

¥
»
/
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vis lookea up at the SChOol.

rhere are a lot of Windows; B

..'}'Ou ages to clean them Vis said. Tt mugt
Oh yes,’ Corky said. ‘It takes me a
, Sometimes I wish I never |y t

w ever again.’ O clean another
\nd, from that day, Ruskin ang Corky becam
od friends. They talked aboyt Dlaye and il
d the dramas of Shakespeare, 2

Elvis asked Ruskin, “Why does Corky like you

" don’t know,” Ruskin answered, ‘He just does.’

‘He doesn’t like me,’ Elvis said. ‘Byt | don’t

re. I think he’s a silly, white-haired old man.

Soon after that Corky gave Ruskin a football as

present, and Elvis stole the ball and started to
, and everything changed. |

y someone knocking at the street door. He heard
ismum answer it, then call up the stairs, ‘Ruskin! 34
s for you!’ 0 1 VR

& Ol
RS

No one ever called for Ruskin. At least, not
nce he had stopped being friends with Elvis :

arkey. i 51“1\\ Q%\} ¥
Ruskin went to the top of thelf'k
er the landing,

L ga



e g. v:: .
Corky was standing at “ a«
‘Hello, my dear boy,’ he sa ‘4 |
‘Hello,’ Ruskin sai d.nﬁd ;
‘Can I talk to you? " asked C

A pauses .y i i 0N ’
‘Please,’” Corky said, Bl

Ruskin went downstai

The two of them..vsgg\,.“_ t!

Ka-clunk! went thg.;







o 24 L e

)| always want you foF & l' o
II’ >,

sald ed each Othero

Theihugsild Ruskin, ki l‘: ifﬂl cu.
w

'ﬂr

thce()s;;o rlyl?n SO tired COfky S‘Idi : v

dear boy?’ s
m X! ! ‘ R:
wl‘w;)’[;s: ' pleaded Ruskin, : 4

Corky sighed and said, “Well, I’ﬂ,
much as I can before tlridness
Corky took a deep breath. ‘When I -
about your age — I had no fne ds
me why. It’s just the way it was.

and actresses. So | played al

time. And my favourite place..l'; ) [
dump,’

“What's the dump?* asked Ruskln

‘Well, it’s not there any more,’ sai
it used to be an ap

ea of waste grour ,
play there every day, It was great f\m{"' |

and then, , , one day 1 fmﬁlhﬂ“
Corky yawned. IR



first, | coulan T maxke 1t out,’ sajqd

ng out of the ground. It was noires.
hke the hﬁ‘d of a g Jigan ?- m,c{j

;Corky yawned again,
onl’ urged Ruskin, «gwﬂ
; dear boy, COrky said, r ;
please forgive me, but I'm far tc et
¢ story tomorrow.” W 5
o began Ruskin, m&u
ymorrow,” said Corky. Qu“
1in smiled and nodded. M '
v, sald Corky. ‘Time for bec
stood up and wa,lked«*
, walkmg stick made he

» s on the cracked pavemen 2

raved to Ruskln.
nk! went the :
skin waved back.

! went the pub

the tin hclm . by
beam of lig _'




philip Ridley

The Drago
up tO T
n Wa”;?: shone the be“ S
nny- green crocodlle’fz‘.

X

Ruski
Goldeﬂ Pe

' .l the tiny
s‘g;h‘evrlethit is, thought Rus@

BNR
. lek rax. . ‘ g Lo

me Krlﬂd 3 ; AITIE, |
bcf‘-:li stood at the s1gn for’a logfe' o
it go Eeeek! in the mghf'“,me
1 f)n his way home, he fsu =
overwhelming desire to knock on —

o RN
-4 1C

Both things could wait,
Until tomorrow,

Ruskin walked home,

The noises of Lizard Stl:\jj e
Ka-clunki s
Eeeek!

Da'bOinggg! b ,.-~.t N
‘TISHOO!’ | g



