
 

 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

The Scheme of Things 
A day in the life of an infant school – from a 

teacher’s point of view. 

FICTION X 2:  HUMOUR 

THE UNFATHOMABLE 
A bored teenage boy nearing the end of his summer holiday 

contemplates his family’s peculiarities. 



 
 

It was a fairly routine morning, really. Sophie Holdsworth was in a panic from ten 

thirty onwards because she’d lost her lunch box; this is a lilac and orange affair which 

would normally just about be visible from outer space. Of course, Jason Michaels was 

under suspicion immediately; almost any outrage inflicted on the girls usually 

involves him somewhere along the line.  Josie in Reception thinks she’s never before 

seen quite such a diehard misogynist at the age of six, but my personal feeling is that 

Jason has some sort of dumb caveman notions about courtship, possibly derived from 

his father, a postman widely rumoured to habitually deliver more than letters.   

 

A few of the girls were all for flinging Jason’s own lunch box, a decayed plastic ex-

Clover holder, on to the roof where they all thought Sophie’s had finished up, but 

there was something about the quality of Jason’s denials which unsettled me; Jason is 

neither subtle nor a gifted thespian, and such hot-faced indignation was more, I felt, 

than he was capable of simulating. ‘Honest, Mrs. Jephson, honest’, he kept saying, 

flushing to scarlet like they can sometimes do quite startlingly. Kids are naturals at 

getting into the spirit of it. 

 

Then, after break, Sophie came in and found she’d tucked her lunch box on the floor 

under her locker rather than in it. Sophie is a bit like that these days; a routine which 

has been established since goodness knows when will suddenly and entirely 

temporarily be flung out of the window.  A fortnight ago she took her locker key off 

her neat little key ring and put it next to the radiator; ‘it’s freezing’, she said. It seems 

to have been this way ever since her mother took up pottery; I can’t think why the two 

would correlate, but no doubt a psychologist would think of something and be richly 

paid for it.  

 

Between break and lunchtime, Arnie Simms’ raincoat had dripped on to Mary 

Faversham’s papier mache farm animals, which she’d been hiding under the 

cloakroom hooks to surprise us all with when we did Afternoon Farm.  Daisy the 

Cow, Mary’s pride and joy, was little more than a saturated brown heap, though it 

didn’t really resemble what Arnie pronounced it did, and even if it had, he didn’t 

really have to say it in so many words, and especially those words.  

 

Several boys reliably reported that John Askew had thrown up in the boys’ toilets 

again, raising suspicions that yet another batch of sandwiches had been traded off for 

a can of cider. His mother will not have it that he is anything else but a paragon of 

dietary rectitude who ‘just gets a little thirsty sometimes’. Our recently elevated  

Deputy Head Rachel, who since her elevation is only ever seen in the staffroom or her 

office, much as she will go on about the ‘front line’, thinks we might be dealing with 

a case of ‘a genetic and tragic disposition towards alcohol; understanding and 

treatment would be a more constructive response than condemnation and accusation’,  

The Scheme 

Of Things 



The Scheme of Things, Page 2 

 

at which the cleaner Karon, once again inexplicably in the staffroom, commented,  

‘well, you can clear the bloody mess up next time then’, followed by referring to a 

part of her anatomy after repeating the phrase ‘constructive response’ scornfully. 

 

In short, I was happy to leave the premises for a breath of fresh air.  Lunch 

supervision is a thing of the past thanks to our ‘lovely ladies’, as Rachel calls them, 

though Josie believes them to be ‘subversive, letting the kids tittle tattle on to them 

when we’re not there’. Josie was working in her storeroom some days ago, safely out 

of kiddie hearing, or so she thought, when she put a staple through her finger and 

muttered ‘bollocks’, since which time she has had no less than three separate children 

telling her that ‘that word’ shouldn’t be said in front of them, ‘so Mrs. Harper says’, 

or ‘so Mrs. Routledge says’.  

 

 
 

All the same, I’d decided that I really could not again take the staffroom spectacle of 

Susan Haworth making two Ryvitas and one triangle of Extra Light Laughing Cow 

last ten minutes and then sitting looking like a lost fawn fading away from hunger. I 

headed for the King’s Head, which has become a foodie pub now to the extent that 

ordering a pot of tea and a doorstop sandwich does not have a group of male 

pensioners snorting with despair over their big glasses of Carson’s Old Bizarre or 

something. 

 

Megan Davies decided she’d join me on this occasion, and, mercifully, it was Megan 

only. She is better company on her own; in the company of Rachel or Josie, or almost 

anyone else, for that matter, she comes over as the Welsh Philosopher Queen, musing 

on ‘the societal imperatives of education’, ‘ensuring the future by safeguarding the 

present’ or whatever else she’s picked up on these Open University courses she seems 

to have been doing for about the last two centuries.  On her own, it’s more likely to be 

a Bill bulletin, i.e. the current state of her husband’s various mid-life crises, which can 

be uncomfortably intimate but is much more fun than the Philosopher Queen.  

 

‘It’s build your own kit car, he’s on to now’, she said, after she’d pulled a face at my 

doorstop sandwich and ordered herself a Tuna Melt Club – ‘let’s go berserk for once’, 

she said, though if a Tuna Melt Club is her idea of going berserk, it’s not all that  

surprising that carnal relations with Bill can get a bit samey.  She also ordered a half 

of lager, which I am reluctant about, generally, not wishing to sit there burping in 

Afternoon Farm and find Mrs. Harper and Mrs. Routledge on the case the very next 

dinner hour.  

 

 ‘I’m dreading this outbreak, even more than when he pinched my Fifty Shades, to be 
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honest. He’ll be gathering a group of them in the garage, Melvin from two doors 

down and that grotesque Stan he knows from the pub, and they’ll all be standing 

round in the garage, jingling keys in their pockets and getting covered in oil and God 

knows what else to trek in and distribute all over my cushions. A bloody mistress  

would be more hygienic’, she said, breathing fish and beer fumes at me. 

  

I was coping fairly well until I realised that she had already wolfed down her lager 

and had decided we had time for another one, which of course, we did, if she carried 

on drinking them at that sort of pace.  I thought, audience of one I may be, but the 

Philosopher Queen was about to have an outing, and so it proved.  

 

‘It is, without a doubt, Joan, the once and for ever Scheme of Things.  We weren’t 

fashioned out of a spare rib to make their lives a misery; that’s all male propaganda, 

starting with the Bible, all of which was written by men anyway’.  

 

A vicar at the bar turned round and stared with his lips pursed, as if practising a camp 

impression. 

 

‘It’s exactly the other way round. We are set off on a sane and sensible track through 

life, dedicated to improving the human lot, and they’re presented to us as a kind of 

challenge, Hercules’ tasks, except the real Hercules was some Amazon trying to set 

up the first sensible civilisation.  We give ground and give ground, from early days 

onwards – how much of the yard is dominated by boys? How much of our attention is 

taken up with their various daily outrages?’  I momentarily thought about Sophie and 

her lunch box, but I was with her general drift.  

 

‘In days gone by, women knew how to deal with the Scheme of Things, at least as far 

as schools were concerned.  As soon as males are something like sentient and 

continent, pack them off to schools of their own, to be looked after by their own, 

running and jumping and swearing and beating the living ooo-jahs out of each other, 

until they’ve grown old enough, controlled enough and cultured enough to be 

something like presentable’.   

 

At this point, the consequences of Tuna Melt and lager combined in a burp which 

caused the Vicar to give us his ‘oo, Matron’ yet again. 

 

It wasn’t the first time I’d heard Megan’s Scheme of Things, and it always sounds to 

me like a kind of Declaration of War. I remember being on a course – it has to be 

done occasionally, willing has to be shown, or some OFSTED inspector will be 

giving you that ‘why is your CV a blank page?’ look and asking you about 

Commitment – with a unit on male teachers in primary schools, mostly the total 

disappearance of.  A young man who’d spent most of the day sort of sitting and  

growling had a pint in the bar – it was residential, two day job – and held forth. 

 

‘You feminists will be so totally in control of all the primaries shortly, if you aren’t 

already, that most kids aren’t even going to see a man in their classroom until they’re  

at least twelve, and all the boys will get to adulthood having more or less already lost  

the will to live and feeling morally committed to spending all their leisure hours  
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making effing cushions and pressing effing flowers’.  

 

It also sounded like a Declaration of War, and not necessarily more sensible than  

Megan’s. Such is my problem with the Philosopher Queen’s Scheme of Things; it 

does so resemble the Philosopher King’s Scheme of Things. I mentioned this, except 

the last bit, of course, to her as we strolled back, but by this time she had been 

overtaken by hiccups and treatises on the Future Direction of Education as Related to 

Gender Issues are less convincing with a hic emerging every seven or eight syllables. 

 

And so, as Pepys would have it, to the afternoon, and my virtue enabled me to get 

through Afternoon Farm entirely without flatulence, though a sound emerging from 

Megan’s Quiet Library Reading suggested further titbits would be heading the way of 

Madames Routledge and Harper tomorrow.  Joey Clarkson farted during Dance Time 

again, clearing the customary circle for him to operate more freely, though I suspect 

his outbursts have less to do with Discontented Masculinity than the hard little apples 

his mother insists on putting in his lunch box.  Ruby and her friends had prepared 

another Girls Aloud thing to do, and had, of course, brought the music to do it; as they 

strutted, smiled and wiggled their bottoms in perfect formation as ever, I wondered 

how long it would be before someone would have them doing it in bare-legged 

glittering costumes, no doubt part of a standard theatrical training.  

 

Geoff Pearson, a one-off child if ever I’ve seen one, had brought in his little pair of 

tap dancing shoes – his parents do a lot of old-time stuff in the social clubs – and the 

boys were, for once, absolutely transfixed by Dance Time and not full of scorn and 

bile for any boy seen dancing voluntarily. I could see them mentally assimilating into 

their scheme of things the possibilities of dancing, showing off and making a lot of 

noise simultaneously; perhaps we might at last be able to move on from Fight Scenes 

in the Movies.  

 

Home time, and various mini-crises had to be gone through before I could collapse 

into the usual heap of despair and exhaustion.  Jason lost his coat, and alleged that 

Mary Faversham had used it to wipe up the remains of Daisy the Cow; this is not as 

fanciful as it sounds, as Jason and Arnie are buddies in crime and an attack on either 

of them can qualify as a Girls Strike Back.  When Jason’s coat is subsequently 

discovered in the girls’ loo, with Daisy remains still clearly visible, boy indignation 

rises to such a pitch that telling Mums and Dads enters the equation; so much for 

schoolboy no-snitching code.  However, the guy attempt to grab the moral high 

ground collapses into confusion when Wendy Roberts alleges that Jason has put wet 

chewing gum in her coat pocket and Jason’s low chortle is admission enough. 

 

Suitably battered and bruised, I head for a restorative staffroom tea before braving the 

commuter traffic. It’s a good deal easier to be Solomon when you have several 

thousand soldiers at your back to enforce your every decision, I think, watching 

Megan snoring lightly away in Rachel’s favourite chair. 

 

The Scheme of Things, as I see it, remains a little blurred around the edges.    

 

 



 
  

The ‘best days of your life’ is what Uncle Malcolm keeps on calling school days 

when he talks to me, or rather at me, so I conclude he must mean I should be enjoying 

every cosmic minute of mine, because he did his.   As Uncle Malcolm is so loaded 

he’s practically papering the walls, you can’t help thinking his schooldays really must 

have been something else, Bermuda Kid Dream Academy, maybe, with a lagoon for a 

school pool and people hoola hooping happily around the school gates. The trouble is, 

he also says his school was a grim Victorian pile in the north where being caught 

smoking could easily cause you to be beaten to a pulp. Maybe Uncle Malcolm is a 

closet masochist, whose seven holidays a year are all a front. 

 

I discovered the word ‘masochist’ from my brother and he, believe me, would know. 

He’s still at university, and seriously into athletics; he says it has the potential to bring 

glory to his country and family, but I think it’s mostly about stopping himself from 

spending money.  At the back of the big lawn, there’s a sort of wood and iron 

arrangement which Mum calls a summerhouse, Dad calls a shed, and we call the Park 

Bog, and when it’s raining, which is most of the time, Sam’s in there doing his 

training, panting away on treadmills and heaving dumb bells up and down. He keeps 

saying to me, you ought to be doing this too, Mark, keep you fit for next year and all 

those exams.  

 

 
 

The guy’s insane. I tell him, listen, you maniac, you don’t need to be fit to do exam 

courses. In fact, being unfit is better,  because then it’s easy to sit for hours with 

people talking at you non-stop, your bum numbing as your will to live drains away, 

without worrying about your muscles, pecs or PBs. Sam’s always on about PBs. I 

thought at first it was some weird sexual position only athletes are capable of getting 

into (Pelvis Bending?) until he said it meant Personal Best. ‘You should always’, he 

says, when he forgets that he’s my brother, not my dad, ‘seek to improve on your 

Personal Best, whatever you’re doing’.  

THE UNFATHOMABLE 
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So here I am, on an August day almost warm enough to be summer, attempting to 

improve my PB on getting through the day without being bored out of my skull.  I’m 

going to wander about the garden with a mobile, discreetly hiding myself and 

attempting to record for posterity, whatever that is, what the barking members of my 

family are up to, so when school starts back up and I go back to being bored out of my 

skull in classrooms, I have at least some footage to show my fellow sufferers who 

didn’t believe me when I told them what my doolally family get up to in August.   

 

Being slim and not too tall – I’m sixteen, don’t ask, there’s still time – concealment is 

not much of a problem. Neither is using a mobile for the purpose, because everyone 

here still thinks mobiles are just for making phone calls.  

 

So we begin our family documentary, our Journal For Our Times, behind the Park 

Bog, concealing ourselves, me and my high tech gadget, behind a tree beside the 

largest window. Sam’s in there, and for a horrified moment I think he’s naked. I’ve 

got nothing against Sam’s nakedness apart from chronic feelings of envy, inadequacy 

and despair.  But, no, he has shorts on, and he looks warm enough to make me 

thankful that I’m out here and he’s in there. ‘It’s not just for running races and stuff, 

you know, keeping fit, Mark’, he says to me, usually that rolling eyes thing he does 

when he talks about anything to do with sex.  He’s got a girl friend called Maddy, and 

that’s a good name for her, because she spends almost her entire life obsessing over 

some detail of her face which she still considers not beautiful enough or something – 

lips, eyebrows, eyelids, cheeks, mouth, nose. It seems to me that it would be easier for 

her to find a mask which looks like what she wants to look like and then clag it on and 

save herself all the bother. Then I found out her name is Madeleine, so it’s not 

surprising that she wants to shorten it.  Maybe she’s not so crazy after all. 

 

Finding Sam and Maddy together in the summerhouse or shed really would be 

something, especially if they were ‘at it’, to use Uncle Malcolm’s phrase. Apart from 

what I could make at school from private viewings, I could blackmail Sam with it for 

the rest of eternity, particularly as I happen to know that Maddy’s Ma  and Pa think 

Sam and Maddy are keeping themselves ‘chaste’ before marriage. I’ve seen Maddy 

chased all right, at that place by the riverbank where they go and they don’t know I 

know, but I’ve also seen what happens when he catches her, and I’m pretty sure it’s 

not what Mr and Mrs Maddy have in mind.   

 

Anyway, the chances of Maddy being in there while Sam is working out are not that 

good, because Sam sweating like a horse is not at his romantic best.  He’s in there, or 

his top half is anyway, and because he’s running without going anywhere, I’d say he’s 

on his treadmill.  He’s got stickers on his chest, measuring his heart, just to be sure 

it’s still there, I suppose.  Why he’s even indoors on a day like this, I just don’t 

understand. Completely barking. 

 

Moving on down the side of the lawn, through a clutch of apple trees which produce 

hard little apples that no-one can eat so you wonder why anyone bothered, I can see 

Maddy in person.  I thought I’d seen her earlier.  True to form, she’s with my sister 

Kate – she probably spends more time with Kate here than she does with Sam.  

They’re about the same age, nineteen or so, don’t press me.  
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They can’t actually see me behind this tree, but they probably wouldn’t notice if they 

could. They are both lying, stark naked apart from two tiny bits of cloth top and 

bottom, in the full sun, in that kind of gob-smacked torpor which they get into on days 

like this. It’s sort of shit or bust, TOWIE or melanoma. They’re both brown and 

hairless. I’ve seen them; if they ever find as much as one tiny hair anywhere, they 

practically have a breakdown and start putting great strips of Elastoplast stuff all over 

it to tear it off and screech a bit. Theirs and my attitudes to hair differ a little; I think, 

thank you whoever, something is finally happening and I’m not going to spend the 

rest of my life with the physique and sexual magnetism of Pinocchio.  They think, 

somebody – like – has to help me, or  within three months I’ll be – like - all over 

YouTube as the sensational Bearded Lady. 

 

I don’t linger around with this, partly because there’s not a lot happening except the  

occasional sigh and a turning over to give the back a go, but mainly because I should 

not be getting a bonk on looking at my brother’s Intended. That’s what my mother 

calls Maddy. Sam’s Intended.  You can hear the capital letter, as if she’s trying to 

convince herself. I often wonder how much it would be worth to brother Sam for me 

not to pass on the news that he’s kind of moved on from Intending, but I have to bear 

in mind, of course, that it might be worth not getting his boot in my backside.  

 

I think briefly about stripping down to my Marks and Sparks slip ons (no rubbish, in 

the undie department) and going right over there to join them.  Free country.  But it’s 

not that hot an idea, really.  Apart from getting burnt to a crisp unless you smear that 

stinky goo all over yourself, the thing even worse than having a bonk on looking at 

your brother’s Intended is said Intended seeing you have a bonk on looking at her, 

meaning being grassed up by sister to both parents as a newly discovered Pervert.  

 

I move carefully on to the group collected on the lawn, consisting of my dear father 

and mother, alongside Maddy’s folks.  They’re all gathered round a white wrought 

iron thing which my Dad sometimes makes out to be a Family Heirloom, though I 

know for a fact that he got it three years ago at Do It All.  It’s Distressed, he says, and 

I’m not surprised, standing out in all weathers having tea and wine chucked all over it 

and Duke the labrador peeing up its legs from time to time.  

 

The main reason I’m moving carefully is because if my mother sees me, it’s going to 

be, ‘Mark, darling, come and join us’, followed by the aside to Mrs. Maddy – ‘he’s 

absolutely slogging away with A level courses starting next  year, but all work and no 

play, really’. Then it’ll be not exactly join us but sit there and keep schtum until we 

think of whatever it is we’ve left in the house, then it’s ‘would you, Mark darling’ and 

I’m off to the house without knowing where the sauce/wine cooler/mayonnaise/bottle 

opener is any more accurately than they do, meaning trailing back to them like a prat 

for my mother to tut loudly and say ‘if you want a job doing etc.’  And, even if they 

don’t need errands, there isn’t a chair because they’re on all four of them so I’ll be sat 

on the ground with lawn damp slowly soaking my pants and hundred legged garden 

insects dropping down my neck or crawling up my leg. And I’ll have to watch them 

doing what my mother calls Socialising. 

 

When I asked her to tell me a bit more about what she meant by Socialising, she  
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talked about ‘conversation, dear, social niceties, communicating with people and 

allowing them to communicate with you’. My word, or rather three words, is Putting 

It On. Take my dad, for example, with Mr. Maddy, or let’s give him his proper name 

for once, Mr. Metcalfe, Christian name Don.  

 

Now I happen to know Dad thinks Don Metcalfe is something of a hole in the bottom, 

with similar levels of charm and culture. ‘Philistine through and through’, I’ve heard 

him say. ‘Never attends concerts, never goes to the theatre.  The kind of man who 

thinks Handel’s Largo is a light ale’.  Yet here he is, grinning away at Don and 

occasionally even nudging him.   

 

‘Beer on the lawn, Don old man. Not often the opportunity arises, in this pestilential 

climate of ours’. 

 

Don is looking like he always does, very like our English teacher Harry Phipps once 

described my semi-mate Jed Michaels, ‘amiably vacuous’. Eyes engaged enough, 

quite bright, as a matter of fact, just nobody home.  A few beers have obviously 

already gone down the hatch, because Dad is even looking at Don with a reddish 

grimace of something like friendship, instead of slyly peering at the guy when he 

thinks no-one can see him as if Don had only just dropped out of the drainpipe. 

 

Mum is also, at the moment, all over Mrs. Metcalfe, Doreen, like a rash. Personally, if 

someone had christened me Doreen, I’d either hang myself or flee the country.  But 

here she is, Doreen, spread over her wrought iron chair like a landed Zeppelin, an acre 

or so of buttock exuding on either side. How a woman of her size can be related to 

slimline Maddy, who only bulges where she ought, if you see what I mean, I don’t 

understand. I suspect that Doreen may have been ready to have quadruplets and 

Maddy was the only one who managed to get out.  

 

 

 
 

By carefully weaving in and out of patio plants, barbecue ovens and tall gas outdoor 

heaters, which Kate sits toasting herself next to when Socialising demands sitting out 

on an autumn evening, I manage to avoid being eyeballed and reach the safety of the 

trees and shrubs in the garden bottom left; ‘a bit of genuinely environmental 

wilderness in the larger, more managed garden’, says my mother, which basically 

means no-one can be arsed to trim the stuff down.  Here lies my soul mate Duke, with  
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the good sense to keep out of it all and just take it easy while occasionally breaking 

off for a little not very strenuous butterfly-chasing. 

 

Duke is the only creature in this place who always exhibits pleasure when he sees me, 

and he is up, tail wagging, before I’m within ten feet of him. I’m taking a picture or 

two of old Duke, for once, and I’m sure he’s coming over all starstruck on me, when a 

substantial clod of earth hits me square on the forehead. For a few seconds, I’m 

wondering when the old dog acquired the ability to chuck dirt around, but then a 

definitely non-canine like cackle from the branches above puts me in immediate 

contact with my sweet little brother Philip.  And a more high-pitched cackle suggests 

his little pal Barry Thorpe is also up there.  

 

We’ve done care for the environment and sympathy with our fellow species in 

Geography and Biology, and there’s a lot of stuff about how all the creatures who live 

on the planet have a value and a right to be there, and I can only conclude that 

whoever put the courses together had never met my brother Philip.  He’s now aged 13 

– Sam 22, Kate 19, Me 16, Phil 13. We were talking about it once and concluded 

either that my mother has an elephantine gestation time, for some reason, or they just 

decided on two off, one on. Our birthdays are all suspiciously close together round 

March and April time, and my folks habitually take a holiday in June or early July, 

‘before the hordes, dear, and the heat’.  Maybe it’s Dad firing blanks 66.66% of the 

time. Anyway, we’ve also speculated that Phil might be a New Life  

Form, whose being is devoted to making an expletive deleted nuisance of himself and 

who is only ever really happy when someone in his vicinity in spattered with 

something or jumping up and down in rage.  My Dad doesn’t go much for physical 

punishment, but with Phil, I’ve seen his eyes glinting from time to time. 

 

In this case, my brotherly protests get as far as ‘Phil, if I have to come up there –‘ 

before another spatter of something unspeakable has landed on my top, one of my 

bluest, prizest and coolest, which even Alison Shaw looked at me in for more than 

four seconds, and I reckon that was little Barry. Now being spattered by your own 

flesh and blood is one thing; being spattered by some alien little effer quite another. 

But before I set off on an errand I’ll probably regret, since the pair of them can climb 

trees like little chimps, I note one or two points and my phone is directed towards 

their grinning little faces. An accompanying line or two might be enough. 

 

‘So – trip to Brighton beach next Saturday, little boys wanting to go, I think, aren’t 

they? 

 

I’m right on Phil’s chirpy features, now not quite so chirpy.  

 

‘I wonder what your mummies and daddies are going to make of my home movie, 

lads. Little Phillie’s high up a tree, one of the ones Daddy’s particularly told him not 

to climb, hasn’t he? Little Phillie’s in his best shoes, the ones Mummy’s very 

forcefully told him not to wear for things like climbing trees, hasn’t she?  And what’s 

that I can see just peeping out of Barry’s pocket?  A can of something, I think, isn’t it 

Barry?  Something Barry’s Daddy has said he shouldn’t be drinking if he doesn’t 

want Daddy to go off his trolley again, I think, isn’t it?’ 
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Now they are both gratifyingly silent and I can see Phil’s eyes going all pleady. 

 

‘You wouldn’t grass us up, Mark, would you?’ 

 

I take the phone away from my eyes, feeling a pang of something like pity, sad git 

that I am.  

 

‘No, probably not. Just don’t pelt me with crap, brother. Is that too much to ask? I 

came here to talk to someone sensible’.  

 

I sit down next to Duke and let the little boys scatter off to be pests somewhere else. 

 

‘You know, Duke’, I say, and he’s all ears – well, and tongue, and tail.  ‘The bugger 

of it is, that if him and me could swap, and I could go off messing about in trees and 

chucking mud at people, playing at monster alien mutants while taking swigs of cheap 

cider, with one pocket full of chewies and the other plastic dog mess, spiders and 

stuff...’ 

 

A shriek from the other side of the lawn as Maddy suddenly leaps to her feet indicates 

clearly enough where one plastic spider/dog mess has just been in action. 

 

‘…I suppose I probably would. As it is, I’m going to have to do all these hem hem 

exams and in a few years’ time, I’ll probably finish up in the shed with Sam, sweating 

buckets and working on my PBs. Life’s a mystery, Duke. Life, my old pal, is the 

unfathomable’.   

 

And they say dogs don’t nod. 

 

 

 

 

 


