Chapter 167. 

from The Curious Incident of the Dog in the Night-Time.
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Intro:
“Welcome to our podcast of The Curious Incident of the Dog in the Night-time.  Today we will reading an excerpt of chapter 167.  Jenna Floyd will be playing the role of Christopher Boone, while Jennifer Janssen will be acting as Christopher’s father.  Alyson Brucker is the environmental analyst.  We edited the selection to focus in on the main points in the story.  The script of the selection can be found under this hyperlink.”
“Within this chapter, we find Christopher and his father at odds over a misunderstanding.  Previously, Christopher found out that his mother had not died of a heart attack, but had simply left their family.  However, Christopher’s father had neglected to show him the letters his mother had sent, and when Christopher came upon them quite by accident, he was upset.  We also learned why Christopher thinks the way he does.  In this chapter we solve the mystery of who killed Wellington, and we see many layers of family conflict that wasn’t brought out before.”
Christopher:  After Father had given me a bath and cleaned the sick off me and dried me off with a towel, he took me to my bedroom and put some clean clothes on.  Then he said:

Father: Have you had anything to eat yet this evening?

Christopher: But I didn’t say anything.  Then he said:

Father: Can I get you anything to eat, Christopher?

Christopher: So he said:

Father: OK.  Look.  I’m going to go and put your clothes and the bedsheets into the washing machine and then I’ll come back, OK?

Christopher:  I sat on the bed and looked at my knees.  So Father went out of the room and picked up my clothes from the bathroom floor and put them on the landing.  Then he went and got the sheets from his bed and brought them out onto the landing together with my shirt and my jumper.  Then he picked them all up and took them downstairs.  Then I heard him start the washing machine and I heard the boiler starting up and the water in the water pipes going into the washing machine.  That was all I could hear for a long time.  I doubled 2’s in my head because it made me feel calmer.  I got to 33554432, which is 
[image: image1.wmf]25

2

, which was not very much because I’ve got to 
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 before, but my brain wasn’t working very well.  Then Father came back into the room again and said:

Father: How are you feeling?  Can I get you anything?

Christopher: I didn’t say anything.  I carried on looking at my knees.  And Father didn’t say anything either.  He just sat down on the bed next to me and put his elbows on his knees and looked down at the carpet between his legs where there was a little red piece of Lego with eight nobbles on.  Then I heard Toby waking up, because he is nocturnal, and I heard him rusting in his cage.  And Father was silent for a really long time.  Then he said:

Father:  Look, maybe I shouldn’t say this, but…I want you to know that you can trust me.  And…OK, maybe I don’t tell the truth all the time.  God knows, I try Christopher, God knows I do, but…life is difficult, you know.  You have to know that I am going to tell you the truth from now on.  About everything.  Because…if you don’t tell the truth now, then later on…later on it hurts even more.  So…
Christopher:  Father rubbed his face with his hands and pulled his chin down with his fingers and stared at the wall.  I could see him out of the corner of my eye.  And he said:

Father: I killed Wellington, Christopher.

Christopher:  I wondered if this was a joke, because I don’t understand jokes, and when people tell jokes they don’t mean what they say.  But then Father said:

Father:  Please.  Christopher.  Just…let me explain.

Christopher:  Then he sucked in some air and said:

Father:  When you mum left…Eileen…Mrs. Shears…she was very good to us.  Very good to me.  She helped me through a very difficult time.  And I’m not sure I would have made it without her.  Well, you know how she was round here most days.  Helping out with the cooking and the cleaning.  Popping over to see if we were OK, if we needed anything…I thought…Well…Christopher, I’m trying to keep this simple…I thought she might carry on coming over.  I thought we were friends.  She said some thing I’m not going to say to you because they’re not nice, but they hurt, but…I think she cared more for that dog than for me, for us.  Anyway, we had this row.  So we’re yelling at each other and Wellington’s in the garden relieving itself.  So when she slams the door behind me the bugger’s waiting for me.  And all I could think about was that she cared more about this dog than she did about you or me.  And it was like everything I’d been bottling up for two years just…
Christopher:  Then Father was silent for a bit.  Then he said:

Father: We all make mistakes, Christopher.  You, me, your mum, everyone.  And sometimes they’re really big mistakes.  We’re only human.

Christopher: And then I knew that it wasn’t a joke and I was really frightened.  Then he held up his right hand and spread his fingers out like a fan.  But I screamed and pushed him backward so that he fell off the bed and onto the floor.  He sat up and said:

Father:  OK.  Look.  Christopher.  I’m sorry.  Let’s leave it for tonight, OK?  I’m going to go downstairs and you get some sleep and we’ll talk in the morning.”

Christopher: Then he said:

Father: It’s going to be alright.  Honestly.  Trust me.

Christopher: I had to get out of the house.  Father had murdered Wellington.  That meant he could murder me, because I couldn’t trust him, even though he had said “Trust me,” because he had told a lie about a big thing.  But I couldn’t get out of the house straightaway because he would see me, so I would have to wait until he was asleep.  I got out my Swiss Army knife and opened the saw blade so that I could defend myself.  Then I went out of my bedroom really quietly and listened.  I couldn’t hear anything, so I started going downstairs really quietly and really slowly.  And when I got downstairs, I could see Father’s foot through the door of the living room.  Father was lying on the sofa with his eyes closed.
Christopher: He was asleep.  That meant I could get out of the house if I was really quiet so I didn’t wake him up.  Then I went upstairs again really quietly, but it was difficult because my legs were shaking.  I went into my room and I picked up Toby’s cage.  Then I carried him downstairs again.  Father was still asleep.  I went into the kitchen and I picked up my special food box.  I unlocked the back door and stepped outside.  Then I held the handle of the door down as I shut it again so that the click wasn’t too loud.

Christopher: Then I walked down the bottom of the garden.  At the bottom of the garden is a shed.  It has the lawn mower and the hedge cutter in it, and lots of gardening equipment that Mother used to use, like pots and bags of compost and bamboo canes and string and spade.  It would be a bit warmer in the shed but I knew that Father might look for me in the shed, so I went round the back of the shed and I squeezed into the gap between the wall of the shed and the fence, behind the big black plastic tub for collecting rainwater.  Then I sat down and I felt a bit safer.

Narrator: This was chapter 167 from The Curious Incident of the Dog in the Night-time, where Christopher’s father apologizes for lying about the whereabouts of Christopher’s mother.  He also reveals that he was the one who murdered Wellington, and this upsets Christopher very much.  In the end, Christopher decides that he must leave home because his father might turn on him next.  This excerpt has been performed by Jenna Floyd, Jennifer Janssen, and Alyson Brucker.  Thank you for listening to this chapter from The Curious Incident of the Dog in the Night-time.  If you would like to view a transcript of this podcast, feel free to click on the hyperlink below this podcast link.  To continue on through the twists and turns of The Curious Incident of the Dog in the Night-time, simply browse the homepage of This Curious Life. 
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This podcast was written and produced by Alyson Brucker, class of 2007, Jenna Floyd, class of 2008, and Jennifer Janssen, class of 2009.
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