He was leaning back in his chair, feet up on the desk, flicking through the pages of the book Moderation for Dummies. A cooling mug of coffee and a half-eaten slice of Gladys Crabbe's Christmas cake sat a desultory arm's length away next to his computer, it's cursor blinking silently on a screen that had had little use these past few days.
A deep sigh escaped as he noisily flicked over another page.

'Really Eric! Must you turn those pages quite so loudly? I've lost count of my stitches now.' Gladys Crabbe scolded as she paused in her knitting.

'Well I'm bored. There's nothing to do. Three days now without a single damn thing happening. The most controversial thing that's occurred is a conversation about bloody buttons for fu..'

'Language Eric!'

'It's all right for you, you've got your knitting and I'll be damned if I'm going to learn to knit.’ Eric replied sullenly. ‘Think I might wander down to the Crossword Setter's to see what's coming up'

'Excellent idea Eric.' Gladys suggested 'Don't rush back...'

One flight of stairs and a short walk down a corridor saw Eric outside the door of the Crossword Setter's office. He poked his head around the doorway, expecting to see her hunched over sheets of crossword grids and opened dictionaries. Instead, there was a young girl sitting cross-legged on the floor, surrounded by sheets of crossword grids and Beano Annuals opened at the puzzle pages.
'Er, who are you?' a surprised Eric asked.

'My name's Amy and I'm seven' she replied in a confident sing-song voice.

'Really? Is your Mummy in?' Eric asked hopefully.

'Yes but Mummy's had a bad, bad headache for three whole days and she's resting on the couch in the other room and... and... I've been having lots of fun cos Mummy's been letting me make up all the crosswords...'

