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Claire’s Cookery Lesson
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Claire Coughdrop was a typical 10-year-old girl, due to the fact that she was more than 9 and less than 11, and wasn’t a boy. She lived with her parents in an old fisherman’s cottage by the sea, with the old fisherman preferring to live in their old house in the country. Just like any typical 10-year-old, one minute she could be sweet and kind, and the next minute she could be a proper pain in the neck. Of course, she didn’t mean to be a pain in the neck, but it didn’t stop her from being what her daddy used to call “an 18-carat ear-ache” from time to time. More often than not her daddy would make her laugh at the things he said. The one time he didn’t was when he called her “chocolate E”. She would say “Why do you keep calling me that”, and he would say, “It’s because you remind me of my favourite cake”. She knew he was only teasing her, but she would always say very crossly, “You’re always talking about food, but I’m Claire, not a chocolate Ė-clair”.
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On one particular day, Claire came home from school and announced that she had decided what she was going to be when she left school, she was going to be a deck chair attendant. “That’s very interesting,” said her daddy, “but I had hoped that one day you would become an international chef, and would cook me really magical meals. I have lots of favourite things that you could make for me, do you want to know what they are?” 
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“No I don’t”, said Claire, “and I don’t want to be a chef either, it’s too boring.”

“Believe me Claire,” said her daddy, “being a deck chair attendant is probably the most boring job in the whole world. It’s much more boring than being a chef, or even going fishing in a little boat all on your own, which is what I’m going to do tomorrow, it’s a pity you have to go to school and can’t come with me, it’s going to be such a lovely day and we could catch a fish for our tea.” 

“No thank you daddy,” said Claire, “I’d rather have fish fingers from the freezer, than fishy fingers in your boat.” 



Claire’s daddy smiled at her and gently ruffled her hair, then disappeared into his garage and started to get his little boat ready for the next day, leaving Claire playing “deck chairs” in the lounge. After tea, Claire went to bed early to read her new book, “101 things to do with a deck chair”, and after getting herself nice and comfy, turned to the first page and began to read…” things to do with a deck chair no.1 - unfold your deck chair, no.2 - sit in your deck chair”, all the way to “things to do with a deck chair no.100 - get out of your deck chair, and no.101 - fold up your deck chair”. After learning all 101 things, Claire fell asleep. 
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As she slept, she started to have the most wonderful dream. She dreamt that she was a princess living in a huge palace, and today was the day that she was allowed to explore the whole palace on her own. One by one, she opened the door of every room of the palace and saw that inside each room there was at least 3 huge deck chairs. Some were made of gold and silver, while others were made of wood. There was even one made of chocolate, and another made of date and walnut cake: she half expected to find one made of chocolate éclair’s, but she didn’t. In all, she counted 101 deck chairs, but before she had a chance to think about why that number sounded familiar, she opened the very last door in the palace and found herself in the palace kitchen. She looked around and saw that there were lots of pots and pans hanging up, with barrels of vegetables dotted around a huge table that was full of tins of baked beans and sacks of flour. But she couldn’t see anyone that looked like a chef until, from the other side of a great big cupboard, a very large hat suddenly appeared, underneath which was a very small man, and, before you could say boo to a goose, she was being shown all the secret recipes of the royal kitchen by the head cook and bottle washer, known to everyone in the palace as the “wizard who did the business”, but who preferred to be called “the Wiz who did the Biz”. Apparently, the Wiz could “cook up the weather”. Claire thought that these weather spells must be the most deck chairingly special things ever, and was determined to get the Wiz to show her how he could “make” the weather by using the palace kitchen and simple, ordinary ingredients, so she offered to help him so long as he would teach her. Even in her dreams Claire could be an “18 carat ear-ache”; so, after what seemed like 2 hours of hearing Claire plead with him to know how it was done, the Wiz finally said to her,
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This should be a secret known only to the Wiz 

But I’ll show you the way that I make weather Fizz

And when I mix things up to make special weather

I must say these words – “I wish I was a feather”.
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After telling her this, the Wiz finally let Claire gaze upon his previously private magic cookery book which detailed how he managed to cook the weather. These secrets included such things as cooking a fried egg to make a sunny day; letting cold water run through a sieve to make rain; banging pots and pans together to make thunder; making clear soup in a saucepan to make a nice clear day; making thick pea soup in a saucepan to make a foggy day; cooking a thin pancake to make a calm sea; dropping potatoes into a saucepan, causing a big splash, to make a stormy sea; putting flour through a sieve to make it snow; and cooking baked beans just long enough to make the south winds blow. There were many more tremendous magic weather recipes, but before Claire could read any more, she heard the Wiz cry out a warning –
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You can only cook 

With a happy look 

It will turn out bad 

    If you’re feeling mad 





and with that poem ringing in her ears, Claire suddenly woke up. 
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While she was at school, Claire told all of her school friends about her dream, and how it all seemed so real that she felt certain that she could “cook the weather”. Needless to say, her friends didn’t believe her, so she told them that she would prove them wrong during their cookery class later in the day. When it came time for the cookery class Claire couldn’t remember what to do. Nothing she did seemed to work, which made her get more and more cross. The trouble was that the crosser she got the worse the weather got, until there was a terrible storm outside. Despite everything, Claire’s friends didn’t think that the change in the weather had anything to do with her, or what she had been doing in the kitchen, in fact, Claire was beginning to wish that she hadn’t told anyone about her dream, and was extremely glad when the bell rang and class was dismissed for the day.
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