98, 99, 100

“They’ll never find me in this wardrobe” she thinks, “I’ll be still as a statue.”  
“99, 100! Ready or not, here we come.”  
She can hear them, giggling, scuffling.  The bedroom door creaks open, two small faces peep in.
 “Are you in here, mummy?” and then triumphantly “Got you!”  
Soft skin presses up against hers, smooth arms that smell of chocolate and marzipan.  “Tell us a story.”   But she is tired. 
“Not now, off you go and play some more”.  
Outside, matron comforts them.  
“Don’t upset yourselves.  She’s happy, but doesn’t really know you’re here: it takes some like that.”

