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To Val and John,
and other considerate dog walkers.


[image: image]




1 Close Encounters of the Worst Kind
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Rudi dropped his bike with a clunk against the back steps and sauntered into the kitchen.


‘Where have you been?’ I asked without looking up.


‘Riding.’


My big brother’s response really didn’t tell me much. Rudi gives pathetic answers. I looked up— and frowned.


‘Where?’


‘Out the front. On the grass.’


Rudi walked towards the breakfast counter. Mum looked up from the Sandbar Weekly and frowned. ‘Mitch Smith got Student of the Week. The star pupil. Never one of my boys.’ She paused and sniffed, ‘Rudi?’


‘Rudi’s got mud up the back of his shirt,’ I pointed out.


‘Been raining,’ he grinned as if I was dumb.


‘It’s not mud,’ I said slowly. ‘Wrong colour.’


That got Mum’s attention. She sniffed again.


Rudi frowned.


‘Turn around,’ ordered Mum.


‘Gee! It’s only mud!’ Rudi complained. Mum moved in to examine the splatter on Rudi’s shirt.


‘Good grief! Don’t you look where you’re riding?’ cried Mum.


Suddenly I knew I shouldn’t get too close.


‘Mud doesn’t smell like that!’ snapped Mum. ‘Get that shirt off. Outside!’


Rudi looked confused. His rear wheel had flicked doggie poo up the back of his shirt! A nice wide spatter of little globs was hardening on Rudi’s shirt.


‘Perrrk!’ I gasped, holding my nose and backing against the wall. ‘It’s in his hair too!’


‘Out!’ ordered Mum. ‘Shirt off and hose your head. And shirt.’


Rudi pouted but obeyed, giving me a savage glare as I pressed hard against the wall as he slumped past.


‘Nerd!’ he muttered. I held my breath—and my nose, with my elbow out wide.


When Rudi had been outside for ten minutes hosing furiously I decided it was safe to check his progress.


‘What are yer looking at, Weed?’ he growled.


Rudi was bare-chested and his dripping shirt was hanging from the clothesline. He had given it a real drenching. He had hosed his helmet too. The one with the scorch across the top. It lay in a sloppy patch of lawn.


‘Going to hose the drive too?’ I asked innocently and he frowned again. His eyes drifted to the driveway. There was a bike tyre treadmark along the cement path straight to his bike.


I looked at the back wheel.


‘Phew!’ I gasped. ‘It’s stuck in your tyre.’ A greeny-brown gunk. I screwed up my face.


‘Shuddup Morris!’ he yelled and fired the hose at me. I backed off down the drive avoiding the trail of doggie poo.


Outside I could see the indentations Rudi’s wheels had left on the grass.


I followed them to the offending turd. It was a sloppy pile. Rudi had gone straight through it as if he meant to turn it into road kill!


Flies were making a party of the disgusting mess.


I felt like vomiting.


I scurried into the backyard. Rudi was scraping the poop out of the tyre tread then hosing it violently from a safe distance. He grunted at me.


‘What’d I do?’ I whined as I slipped through the screen door.


I tramped down the hall to the kitchen. ‘Rudi’s nearly finished,’ I called to Mum, enjoying Rudi’s predicament. That’s rubbing salt into the wound, but he deserved it. Bringing that into the house! Hopefully Mum had done something about the stink!


I felt superior to Rudi for once! I enjoyed the feeling.


I stopped and sniffed. The pong was still there, although the air freshener was sitting on the bench. How could Mum stand the smell? And in the kitchen!


‘Mum,’ I started. ‘The smell’s still …’ That’s as far as I got.


‘Morris!’ Mum cried. ‘Look what you’ve done!’


I stopped dead in my tracks, and slowly turned to look where Mum was pointing— open-mouthed.
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