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Dragon Pox


“You’ve got some new ones on your face,” said Ellen’s mum. “Don’t scratch them or you’ll make them worse.”


Ellen was off school with chicken pox. She didn’t feel all that ill but she did feel sorry for herself, because she was missing the school outing to the dolphin display.


“Can you read me a story?” she asked Mum. But just then the front door bell rang.


“I’m sorry, I can’t. That’s Mrs Foster-Smith come for her piano lesson. Look, here are your library books . . . and remember, no scratching.” She went out of the room.
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An illustration showing Ellen with chicken pox and Ellen’s mum putting her arm round her.





Ellen picked up one of the books. It was full of stories about princesses. She flicked through the pages, looking at the pictures. The princesses were all very beautiful, with swirly-looking clothes and hair down to their waists. None of them had chicken pox. Ellen started to read The Sleeping Beauty, but it was difficult to concentrate. For one thing, her spots were so itchy. For another, Mrs Foster-Smith was thumping away at “The Fairies’ Dance” on the piano downstairs. The way she played it, it sounded more like “The Elephants’ Dance”.


Ellen decided to have a look at her new spots. There was no mirror in her bedroom so she put on her right slipper (she had lost her left one) and padded into the bathroom.


She studied her face in the mirror over the basin. One of the new spots was right in the middle of her nose. The more Ellen looked at it, the itchier it felt . . . Her hand crept towards it. Just a little tiny scratch wouldn’t matter, surely. Her finger was just about to touch the spot when a strange thing happened. Her reflection dodged to one side and said, “Don’t scratch or you’ll turn into a toad!”
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An illustration showing Ellen looking at her chicken pox in the mirror.





Ellen didn’t reply. She was too surprised. She just stared.


“I’ve never seen such a bad case of dragon pox,” said the mirror girl.


“It’s not dragon pox, it’s chicken pox,” Ellen found herself saying. “Anyway, yours is just as bad – you’re my reflection.”


“Don’t be silly, I’m not you,” said the mirror girl, and to prove it she stuck one hand out of the mirror and then the other.
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An illustration showing Princess Mirror-Belle peeking out of the mirror. Ellen is looking at the mirror with only one slipper on.





“Come on, help me out,” she said, reaching for Ellen’s hand.


Ellen gave a gentle pull and the mirror girl climbed out of the mirror, into the basin and down on to the bathroom floor.
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An illustration showing Princess Mirror-Belle climbing out of the mirror.





“What a funny little room!” she said.


“It’s not that little!” said Ellen. This was true – there was room in the bathroom for three of the tall pot plants that Mum was so keen on.


The mirror girl laughed. “The bathroom in the palace is about ten times this size,” she said.


“The palace?” repeated Ellen.


“Of course. Where would you expect a princess to live?”


“Are you a princess, then?”


“I most certainly am. I’m Princess Mirror-Belle. You really ought to curtsy, but as you’re my friend I’ll let you off.”


“But . . . you don’t look like a princess,” said Ellen. “You look just like me. You’ve got the same pyjamas and just one slipper. You’ve even got a plaster on your finger like me.”


“These are just my dressing-up clothes,” said Mirror-Belle. “In the palace I usually wear a dress of silver silk, like the moon.” She thought for a moment and then added, “Or one of golden satin, like the sun. And anyway, my slipper’s on my left foot and my plaster’s on my right finger. Yours are the other way round.”
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An illustration showing Ellen and Princess Mirror-Belle looking at each other.





Ellen didn’t see that this made much difference, but she didn’t want to get into an argument, so instead she asked Mirror-Belle, “Why have you got the plaster? Did you cut yourself on the bread knife like me?”
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An illustration showing a wicked fairy.





“No, of course not,” said Mirror-Belle. “I was pricked on my finger by a wicked fairy.”


“Just like the Sleeping Beauty!” said Ellen. “Did you go to sleep for a hundred years too?”


“No – two hundred,” said Mirror-Belle. “I only woke up this morning.” She gave a huge yawn as if to prove it.


“Did you put the plaster on before you went to sleep or after you woke up?” asked Ellen, but Mirror-Belle didn’t seem to want to answer this question. Instead she put the plug into the bath and turned on the taps.


“Hey, what are you doing?” asked Ellen.


“Getting the cure ready, what do you think?”


“What cure?”


“The cure for dragon pox, of course.”


“But I haven’t got dragon pox!”


“Well, I have,” said Mirror-Belle, “and I’ll tell you how I got it. I was in the palace garden last week, playing with my golden ball, when—”


“Weren’t you still asleep last week?” Ellen interrupted. “Didn’t you say you only woke up this morning?”


“I wish you’d stop asking so many questions. As I was about to say, an enormous dragon flew down and captured me. Luckily a knight came and rescued me, but when I got back to the palace I came out in all these spots. My mother the Queen sent for the doctor and he said I’d caught dragon pox.”


“Well, my doctor said mine were chicken pox,” said Ellen.
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An illustration showing a dragon capturing Princess Mirror-Belle and a knight rescuing her.





“I suppose you were captured by a chicken, were you?” said Mirror-Belle. “Not quite so exciting, really. Still, I expect the cure’s just the same.” She picked up a bottle of bubble bath and poured nearly all of it into the water.


“That’s far too much!” shrieked Ellen. But Mirror-Belle was too busy investigating the cupboard on the wall to answer.


“This looks good too,” she said.


“But that’s my dad’s shaving cream,” said Ellen.


“It’s nice and frothy,” said Mirror-Belle, squirting some into the bath. “And this looks just the job,” she said, taking the cap off a tube of Minty-Zing toothpaste, which had red and green stripes.


“Nice colours,” said Mirror-Belle, squeezing most of the toothpaste out into the bath.


Ellen was a bit shocked at first but then she giggled.
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An illustration showing Mirror-Belle squeezing toothpaste into the bath.





“Shall we put some of Luke’s hair gel in too?” she asked. Ellen’s big brother had started getting interested in his appearance recently and was always smoothing bright blue sticky stuff into his hair.


“Good idea,” said Mirror-Belle. Ellen scooped the gel out of the tube and into the bath. That would serve Luke right for all the times he’d hogged the hairdryer.


Mirror-Belle poured in a bottle of orange-coloured shampoo and eyed the bath water thoughtfully. “We still need one more ingredient,” she said. “I know!” She picked up Mum’s bottle of Blue Moon perfume and began spraying merrily.
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An illustration showing Princess Mirror-Belle spraying perfume into the bath. Ellen looks shocked.





Ellen, who had begun to enjoy herself, felt rather alarmed again. Mum only ever put a tiny bit of Blue Moon behind her ears. By now the bathroom smelt like a flower shop.


“Let’s get in now,” said Mirror-Belle. In another moment the two of them were up to their chests in bubbles, cream, gel and toothpaste.
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An illustration showing Ellen and Princess Mirror-Belle in the bath. Princess Mirror-Belle has a blob of toothpaste on her nose.





“I can feel the cure working already, can’t you?” said Mirror-Belle, and flipped some froth at Ellen. Ellen flipped some back, and a blob of toothpaste landed on the spot on Mirror-Belle’s nose.


Ellen noticed that Mirror-Belle, like her-self, had a pale mark round one of her wrists.


“We’ve both got watch-strap marks,” she said. “Did you lose your watch like I did?”


Mirror-Belle looked at her grandly and said, “This mark isn’t from a watch. Oh no. It’s from my magic wishing bangle.”


“A wishing bangle! Can you wish for anything you want?”


“Naturally,” said Mirror-Belle. “And for things that other people don’t want.”
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An illustration showing a hand with a wishing bangle on the wrist.





“Such as?”


“Well, once I wished for a worm in the palace garden to grow to the size of a snake and give the gardener a fright.”


“And did it?”


“Yes. The only trouble was, it didn’t stop growing. It grew and grew till it took up the whole of the garden. Then we had to banish it to an island, but it still kept growing.”


“But couldn’t you just wish it small again?”


Mirror-Belle looked annoyed for a second but then her face cleared and she said, “No, because I dropped the bangle in the sea and it got swallowed by a fish. Luckily, though, I caught the fish last week.”


Ellen thought of reminding her once again that she had said she was asleep last week, but she decided not to. It would only make Mirror-Belle cross. It was more fun just to listen to her stories, even if some of them sounded a bit like fibs.
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An illustration showing a worm the size of a snake in the palace garden. Princess Mirror-Belle is giggling in the bushes behind and the gardener looks frightened.





“I don’t feel quite so bad about missing the dolphin display any more,” she said.


“Is that all you’re missing?” asked Mirror-Belle. “I’m missing the sea monster display.”
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An illustration showing an octopus riding a bike with a sea monster balanced on top.





The two of them played at being dolphins and sea monsters for a while, splashing a lot of water and froth out of the bath.


“Your dragon pox hasn’t gone away yet,” said Ellen.


“Don’t be so impatient,” said Mirror-Belle. “We haven’t done Stage Two yet.”


“What’s that?”


“Get out and I’ll show you,” said Mirror-Belle. They both got out of the bath and Mirror-Belle picked up a roll of toilet paper. She began winding it round and round Ellen, starting with her legs and working upwards.


“I feel like an Egyptian mummy,” said Ellen, laughing.
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An illustration of a toilet roll.





Mirror-Belle reached Ellen’s face. She wound the paper round and round until Ellen couldn’t see out.


“Now you have to count to a hundred,” she said.
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An illustration showing Princess Mirror-Belle wrapping toilet paper around Ellen.





“What about you?” asked Ellen.


“We’ll do me later,” said Mirror-Belle.


Ellen started to count. She could hear Mirror-Belle moving about the room and from downstairs came the sound of Mrs Foster-Smith playing “The Babbling Brook”. The way she played it, it sounded more like “The Crashing Ocean”.
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An illustration showing some musical notes.





When Ellen got to about eighty she heard Mirror-Belle say something which sounded like, “Ow! Stupid old taps!”
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When she got to a hundred she tried to unwind the toilet paper but it got into a tangle.
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“Help me, Mirror-Belle,” she said. But there was silence.
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Ellen managed to tear the toilet paper away from her eyes, but Mirror-Belle was nowhere to be seen.


“Mirror-Belle! Where are you?” called Ellen. Mirror-Belle’s pyjamas had disappeared as well. Could she have put them on and gone out of the room?


Ellen opened the door. Maybe Mirror-Belle had gone downstairs. Ellen was still half-wrapped in toilet paper but she didn’t bother about that. She set off downstairs in search of Mirror-Belle.


When she was six stairs from the bottom, two things happened. Ellen tripped up and fell down the stairs, and Mrs Foster-Smith came out of the sitting room. Ellen went crashing into her, and Mrs Foster-Smith let out a shriek.
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An illustration showing Ellen tripping over the toilet paper and falling down the stairs.





“Ellen! What are you up to?” asked Mum, following Mrs Foster-Smith out of the room.


“It’s Stage Two. It’s all to do with dragon pox,” Ellen began explaining. “Mirror-Belle said that the cure for chicken pox was just the same. You need bubble bath and toothpaste and hair gel and . . .”
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An illustration showing Ellen wrapped in toilet paper. Ellen’s mum looks displeased with her arms folded and Mrs Foster-Smith looks shocked.





“The child’s raving – she’s delirious,” said Mrs Foster-Smith. “I think we ought to call the doctor.”


“I don’t think it’s that bad,” said Mum. “Go and put your pyjamas back on, Ellen, and I’ll be with you in a minute. I’ll see you at the same time next week then, Mrs Foster-Smith. And as I said, maybe you could try playing the pieces just a little more quietly.”


Back in the bathroom, Ellen finished untangling herself. She had just got into her pyjamas when Mum came into the room. She looked round in horror at the empty jars and bottles and the froth everywhere.
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