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To Rod, who told this story so brilliantly






Jack and his mum lived by the sea.

Mum was ill. Each day, she got worse.
She got thin. Went to bed early. She got

up later and later.




One morning, she didn’t get up at all.

There was a knock at the door. Who

could it be?

“I've come for your mum,” the stranger

said.

Jack knew the stranger. It was Death.






“No!” yelled Jack. “No! No! You're not

taking her!”

Jack grabbed a broom and hit Death

hard. Again. Again!

It was very odd. Each time Jack hit
Death, Death got smaller. And smaller.

And smaller.






