Marshmallow and the Misfits

Extract from Chapter One: Dingo Finds Out

It was half-past two on a Thursday afternoon and Dingo was in trouble again. Miss Codling had caught him yawning, right in the middle of her Maths lesson. She was furious.

‘Mr Dingleberry!’ The rest of Top Class jumped in their seats. Now Dingo was for it! They knew that when Miss Codling called a boy ‘Mr’ then things were getting very serious.

‘Yeah, Miss?’ said Dingo lazily, yawning again.

‘If you could kindly give us the benefit of your attention!’ went on Miss Codling. She drew herself up to her full height of 150 centimetres (just about five foot).

Why do teachers always use words like ‘kindly’ when they mean nothing of the sort? Dingo thought to himself. He smiled round at his friends, and then stared back unblinking at his least favourite teacher.

The Deputy Headmistress scowled round the class. She was almost as round as she was tall. The thick skirts, thick black stockings and baggy cardigans she wore – even now in the middle of Summer – made her look even rounder. Her thin hair was piled on top of her head, and pulled back in a tight, grey bun. On her long, hooked nose were balanced a pair of spiky spectacles, tied to a pearl chain round her neck.

Dingo suddenly got a picture in his mind of a very tubby vulture. He saw it waiting to swoop down from a tree, but it was so fat that it couldn’t take off into the air. He clapped his hand over his mouth, and then burst out laughing. The class froze.

‘And what do we find so very amusing?’ demanded Miss Codling, glaring.

‘Nothing, Miss, honest,’ said Dingo, giggling. ‘It’s boring really,’ he muttered under his breath.

‘WHAT!’ shrieked Miss Codling. Her hearing was sharper than you thought. Her face was going redder and redder.

‘You – find – my – Maths – my Maths – BORING?’

The whole class burst into fireworks of laughter as Dingo grinned round at them, not caring. His long, brown fringe flopped over his dark-brown eyes.

‘Yes, Miss. Maths is boring and we all think so, don’t we guys!’

Miss Codling puffed herself up like a puffer fish.

‘Go to the Captain at once!’ she exploded. ‘And make sure he gives you three detentions.’

