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Chapter S JENNINGS AND DARBISHIRE |
One . " COME TO A BOARDING SCHOOI‘1

It was the first afternoon of school
and Mr. Carter was waiting for the arrival of the train witl
sixty-seven schoolboys. Some boys were already therd
standing in front of the notice-board to be first with the
news when the other boys came.

“Oh, sir, how are yeu,! sir? Have you had a nice hoiq
day, sir?” came from ten boys at the same time.

“We had a wonderful time, sir,” said an eleventh boy.
“We went to Scotland, sir, and we had porridge every d:xy“
and, we got stuck in a bog,? sir, and my father said that'
was where they got the porridge from, but it was only ay
joke, sir.’

FEleven times Mr. Carter said that he was all right an(l\
eleven times he said that he had spent a nice holiday.

In the dining-hall where he stopped to put up. a plan
of the boys’ places at table, he saw Mr. Pemberton, tho
Headmaster, who was talking to a man and ‘a small boy.

“A new parent and a new boy,” thought Mr. Carter.

The likeness between father and son was really greal.
They had brown hair, blue eyes and spectacles. When they
opened their mouths to say something, Mr. Carter had the
impression that they were speaking in capital letters.

“Thls dining-hall, Mr. Darbishire,” the Headmaster was
saying, “has a system of overhead ventilation ® which gives
every boy three thousand five hundred cubic. yards* of
air.”

Mr. Darbishire could not see any system of overhead ven-
tilation. Suddenly he saw a tea-urn® at the far end of tho
dining-hall. Maybe the ventilation was in the tea-urn. ‘

“Most interesting!” said Mr. Darbishire, in capital let-
ters, ‘most interesting!”

! how are you — Kak HO)RHBacTe

2 got stuek in a hog — 3aBganu » TpaAcERe

3 a system of overhead [‘ouvshed] ventilation — cHCTeMA  TOjL
BECHOI BEHTHIAILE

4 eubie [kju:bik] yard — wyGugecknmii apg

5 tea-urn ['ti:o:n] — KAUATHIREAK, THTAH
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Pioe Headmastor was thinking whether it really was
thawn thousnid five hundred cubic yards of air or, maybe
thies hnmdred and fifty thousand. “T'll have to think about
t baler,"” he thought,

“Oh, ' half past four already,” said the Headmaster
beskiing |n~4 watch. “You must come to my study for a
gup nf ten,"”

My Cartor returned to his room When he heard of the
wodval of the train, and he had to answer the ‘boys’
yuealions npnin,

“Have you had a nice holiday, sir?”

“Yon, thank you, Temple. And where have you
hson ¥

“1 wont Lo Lords,! sir, 1o see a football match, and I
tood my nutopraph book to get all their signatures.”

“Awml did you get them?” asked Mr. Carter.

"l gol one, sir,” said Temple proudly.

“And wluwl was that?”

"I'm nol sure, sir, because I couldn't understand hlS
wilting, nd 1 dido’t like to ask him what his name was.
ftut if you look at it one way 2 it looks like B. K. Inman
and npuide down 2 it may be E. J. Rally.”

“"And which do you think it really is?”

“Woll, 1 think it’s probably Smith, sir, because there
wasn'l un loman or a Rally in the teams, but there was a
Fimith in both teams. So that makes it a two. to one
thiancn * that he's one of them and not anybody else.”

This timme Mr. Carter did not know what to say.

“Pu morry, sir” said one of the boys. “My mother has
Lot iy hoalth certificate. But she is sending you a letter
fo mny thal 'm quite well.” ‘

Aud ho gave Mr. Carter the letter,

“All right, Venables,” said Mr. Carter, “next boy.”

“IU'w e, wir,” said the next boy. ‘

That woas Mr. Carter’s first meeting with Jennings,

Phands Odun us epynuetiwur craduonos ¢ Ausauu.

une why B OjiNy cTopouy

* upride down --- b nepesepoyToM Buje

* {hink mankes 14 a two to one chance [tfa:ns] — BepoaTHOCTH 6y—
AeE i w o ojuony

» health Jholg] eertificate  [so’tifikit] — megummackoe cmme-
$eakiTI0 . :
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My. Carter saw in front of him a small boy who look
like many other small boys. His suit, socks and tie look
like suits, socks and ties of many other boys in the boardi,
school. His dark brown hair was not different from the I
of the cther schoolboys. And his face did not say much
Mr. Carter during the first meeting. So Mr. Carter learn
little from this first meeting. But later on he learnt a I

“A new boy'?” said. Mr, Carter. \“And what’s yo
name?" , '1

“Jennings, sir.’

. “QOh, yes, here you are on the hst J. C. Jenning
tweive years, two months. nght'r‘”

“No, sir, not quite right, su", twelve years, two monl
and three days last Tuesday, sir.”

“We won't worry about that,” sald Mr. Carter. On
that morning the Headmaster had shown him a letter fro
Mr. Jennings in which the boy’s father was worrying abo
his son because he had never been away from home 1
fore. Mr. Carter looked at the boy again.

“Well, ’'m sure this boy knows how to look after hii
self,” he thought

‘“We shall have to show you around ! the school,” sa
- Mr. Carter looking at the documents that Jennings put b
fore him. “And where is your health certificate?”

“l don’t think I've got one, sir,” said Jennings. I
did not know what a health certificate looked like.

“You must have,” said Mr. Carter. “How do we knc
that you're not suffermg from chicken-pox or bubon
plague?” 2

Pmosure T'm not, sir)’ sald Jennings. “I haven’t ew
got any spots, sir. Look, sirl” '

“Isn’t it a health certificate?” asked Mr. Carter, takir
the certificate from Jennings’ pocket and studying it. “Yc
I thought so. You're quite all right.”

“Not even any bubonic plague?” asked Jenmngs N¢
he was sorry that he was quite all right,

“Not even chicken-pox. That was my little Joke Nc
we must take somebody to show you around the schos

! to show around = {o show
2 that youw're not suffering from ehlcken-pox or hubon
[bjurbonik] plague [plerg] —aro T: me Gouen ocnok -umam Gqu
non quOu

|
‘ |
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o hore, Venables,” Mr. Carter said to an untidy boy of
TN

"Yua, nir,” snid Venables.

“f wanl you to show Jennings arcund the school.” Then

ahid loudly, “On my left, Venables, whom you can easily
spndee by his trailing boot-laces.! On my right, Jennings,
naw boy in school.”

At thal moment a bell rang.

“There's the lea bell,” said Mr. Carter. “Take Jennings

the dining hall and treat him as your brother.”

“Yon, nir,” answered Venables.

*Oh, no,"” said Mr. Carter. “I've seen how you treat your
oilier, ‘Froal him as you treat yourself and he will cer-
iy not to be hungry.”

"Oh, sirl” prolested Venables and took Jemnings away
warh his hands for tea.

Auothor bell rang and Venables took Jennings to the
g Lindl,

"You'd better 2 sit here, Jennings, near this other new

(2] . 113 3 7 1
Ay, maid Venables, “T say,® what's your name?

"Ciharles BKdwin Darbishire,” said the boy in capital let-
C1d,

"You won't need Charles Edwin here,” said Venables.
And youw'd belter talk to Jennings because you’re both
veow,

Then he turned to the boy on his other side and began to
Ak to hiim,

Joumings and Darbishire looked at each other without
stereet, As they had to talk to each other they could not
tink of anything Lo say. :

"Wanderlul weather for September,” Darbishire said at
a3

"Oh, yes,” Jennings answered without any enthusiasm,

"What's the name of the master* who spoke to you
ture ten?" said Darbishire again to continue the conver-
von,

I think he's My, ..., T say, Venables, what'’s that master’s

y 1y
NI

1

* iy Ws trailing boot-laces — mo ero paamsanﬂmM mMEYPKaM
Vou'd better - T 6w gygme

*any  NHocaynai

* u mpster == a leacher



“When Venables was havmg tea he’ dxd not usually hea

anythmg
foWere you talking to me?” he asked.

“Yes. That master. What did you say his name was?

“We sometimes call him Benedlck " answered Venablos
" “But his name is Mr, Carter.”

“Is that a joke?” asked Jennings.

“No, it's Latin — benedictns, benedicto, benedicta.

*“Yes, but what does that mean?”

“Don’t ask me,” said Venables. “I'm bad at Latin. 1]
ask Bod. He is good at Latin. I say, Bod,” he called th{
boy sitting at the table in front of him, “there is a new boy
here who wants to know what benedicius, benedicto, be:
nedicate means in English. You were first in Latin lad
term; you must know.”

Temple, the boy whom Venables called Bod, thought a
fittle. When you are first in Latin you must say some
thing. ;

“Well,” he said, “when they say it before meals il
means something like 2 ‘come and get it’, and after meals|
it means something like ‘you've had it " And Temple 1o~
turned to his tea.

“But if what Bod said is right — " Jennings began.

“You mustn't call him Bod,” said Venables. “New boys
mustn’t call senior boys by their nicknames till their second
term.”

“Then his name isn’t really Bod?” said Jennings.

“Of course not. His name is C.A. Temple and his ini-
tials are C.A.T., so we called him Dog.”

“But you didn’t call him Dog, you called him Bod.”

“T haven’t finished yet. It’s not a good thing to call
- him Dog, so we call him Dogsbody ® for short.” *
~ “But it isn't short,” protested Jennings. “Dogsbody is
longer than Dog.”

“You are quite right,” answered Venables. “So we call
him Bod which is short from Dogsbedy.”

After tea Venables led Jennings and Darblshxre to a

”1

! benedictus, henedicto, benedicta — sar. - fopumr upmmagTHR
benedictus, -a, ~um — GrarocAoBensLi, -as, -08
. ¢ something like — wro-ro Bpoge
8 Dogsbody = dog’s body (hody — ryaosumpe)
for shert -~ BpaTKO
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apmronm, where more than ten beys were writing post-
«da fo toll their parents of their safe! arrival.

“Wail hore,” said Venables. “If you haven’t got a post-
«, Ol Wilkio will give you one.” With these words he
ti Jennings and Darbishire who began thinking which of
v baya In the room could be Old Wilkie,

fennlugs went up to the largest of the boys who had
chehed wriling his post-card.

1wy, soid Jennings. “Are you Old Wilkie?”

i 1Ol Wilkie?” he said surprised. “Am I OQld Wil-

Aud ho began to laugh loudly. “I say, you boys,” he

4 to the other boys in the classroom, “there’s a chap 2

who wants lo know if I'm Old — Old — ha-ha-ha-ha;
< wanln to know if I'm Old — ha-ha-ha-ha.” And turning
sain o Jennings, he said, “No, I'm not.”

Junnings and Darbishire could not see anything to laugh

an thoy smiled politely and waited. Suddenly the door
anmd noivily and Old Wilkie ran in.

Mr Wilking was not really old. He was even younger
vt Mro Carter, Mr. Wilkins was a large, strong man. He
wild he pleasant when he wanted to, but he was not a
pablent mon and very often he did not understand why beys
{ twelve could not behave like teachers.

“1I want everybody’s post-cards,” he said loudly. “If you
taven't finished, then you must do it immediately. T ean't
“ult all night. 1 have a lot to do.”

“Plonse, sir, Darbishire and I haven’t got any post-
captlm, air,” #nid Jennings.

“Noew hoys? Yes, of course you are. I haven't seen your
ianpn hofore, Here you are: 3 two post-cards. Go and write
i, "

“Whoam do 1 have to write, sir?” asked Darbishire.

"Po your mother and father, of course, whom elze?” said
b, Wilking angrily. “No point in writing to the Archbishop
of Caterhury,” he won't be interested. Tell them you've
sirived nafely.”

tanle  ad, Gnaronoryumnii

*a chap — a boy

® flere you are - Nomanyiiera

# No point in wriling to the Archbishop [‘a:t{’bifsp] of Canter-
try |'hwendobor| - ller cmulesia nmcars apxdenmcrony - MemrepGe-
HAERUMY ’ !
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Chapter JENNINGS GETS INTO TROUBLL:
Two . ‘ :

“You sleep in this bed, Jenning:,
gaid Venables. “And you're next to? him here, Darbishirc
Hurry up, you've ounly got ten minutes to get info hed.”

The dormitory was small. There were five boys in il
Venables, Temple, Atkinson, Jennings and Darbishire. Su
there were five beds there, with a chair near each; throo
wash-basins and a large mirror in a dark corner of the room

Jennings liked the room and was very happy. He looked
at Darbishire and saw that his new friend looked very sad.

“What's the matter with you, Darbishire?” asked Jen
nings.

“Nothing,” he said sadly. “But I don't like this place,
When I'm at home my father always comes and talks 1o
me when I'm in bed and ——-Well it's all so different here,
isn't itd 3

“I dou't know,” said Jennings, “maybe we'll get usesl

1 it in three or four years.”

“In three or four years?!” exclaimed Darbishire,

“You'll have a lot to get used to,” said Venables. “Wait
till you have the Headmaster's Latin lesson.”

“He made me write the passive of ‘Audio’’ twenty—flvo
times once,” said Atkinson.

“And if you stop,” Temple decided to make the things
Jook worse,® “when you're writing it, you get a stripe.”. I gol
flfty-seven stripes for Latin last term and I'm the best in tho
form.”

1ip get into trouble ["trabl] — momamars ® Gengy
2 next to = near
3 jsp’t it? — we mpanga mm?

* to get used [ju:st] to somethmg-—npmnumﬂyrs B vzemy—n

5 the passive of ‘Audio’ — crpagarensEsii saxor ot ‘Audio’ (aar.
CHBIMTATE ) |

S to make the things look worse — mpencranurs Bte B Xymmem |
cBeTe

. % a stripe — nopra (B meroropwiz aneaulicrux umo,/mx 60 cur i

HOp COZPAMEHBL TEACCHBIE HAKAIAHUA.)
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tiathishire nnd Jonnings were greatly surprised.
What are the other masters like?” asked Jennings in a
Liipe
“Vanables, Temple, and Atkinson thought. They did not
tu.u ghiipes In their school. They all even liked the school,
they il not liko to admit it and wanted to frighten the
huyva o littlo,
Old Wilkio is awful,” said Temple. He stood up on his
“aml began to imitate Mr. Wilkins, “T— 1 — T — you —
yuu - corwumph!” he shouted. “Come here, Temple,
: Ein}f litide boy. You don’t know such a simple thing.
tu 1t s hhundred and fifty million times before tea.”
P you mean he gets angry?” asked Darbishire wonymg
vl more,
You, vory olten,” said Venables.
What'n Mr, Carter like?” asked Jennings.
Athtnson decided to be fair to Mr. Carter who was a
- Wind and clever man and whom all the boys in the
i ociding wehool liked very much. “Oh, Benedick is all
é%g'ﬂ "
“N:m what clse have you got to know?"” continued Ve-
ﬂﬁhh a "Wall, you musin’t put your hands in your pockets.”
“Whyt" aileed Jennings.
“Fdan’t know! It’s a rule.”
‘And I | want my handkerchief?” asked Darblshlre
"Yon linow what I mean,” said Venables. *“You mustn’t
walk abonl with your hands in your pockets. And you
muatp't run in Lhe corridors} you mustn’t use fountain-pens;
yuit muntin’t play noisy games in the Assembly Hall”!
Vennbles stopped. He could not:think of any more
Twnatn'ta’,
“f, yon," snid Venables; he had made up a new rule.
“Yun muintn’t eal sweets before dinner.”
"May wo breathe without special permission?” 2 asked
fenuings,
At thal moment another bell rang and nobody had time
t0 anawer Jonnings’ question.
“I'hat's the five minutes bell. In five minutes we must
ke in bada, Lol's wash ourselves,” said Atkinson.

"

' Aaamnhly Hall - - axropuiit 3am
= Muy we bree ullm |bri:d] wnthout special ['spefsl] permission
{pe'silun]?- - A mopaio ppunats Ges CHENEANLEOIO paspermeHus?
HOTO - Paspe

73



“Oh, and there’s another rule, Jennings,” said Venable
“You have to wash your feet every night.”

, The boys quickly took off their clothes and ran to

wash-basins., But there were only three wash-basins in f
dormitory. According to the tradition ! new boys had to w.
till other boys washed themselves. Jennings did not kuo
that and was first at the wash-basin.

“1 say, Jennings,” shouted Venables, “what are you dou
at that basin?” :

“Washing,” said Jcnnmgs. “You said I'd got to wi
my feet,” !

“But you can’t have that basin first; it’s Bod’s. He uu
it last term; new boys have to wash last.”

“Well, I'm here now,” said Jennings.

Temple came up to the wash-basin.

“That’s my basin, Jennings. Get out!” 2 he said.

“Well, I didn't know,” said Jennings.

“You had to know. Get out!”

“1 was here first and I'm going to wash first,” sau
Jennings.

“Well, I'm going to count three, Jennings, and if yn
don’t get out, T'll squeeze this wet sponge down you
back.” 3 w

J ennings did not like the situation. Temple was the lary
est boy in the room. At the same time he decided to stanJ
up for himself.*

“I won't get out,” said Jennings when Temple was say
ing “Three.”

“All right then,” said Temple and squeezed the sponge

The water was very cold and Jennings gave a grew
shout.

At that moment Mr. Carter came in to see if the boy
were in bed. He had heard Jennings shout® and when h
came into the room everything was clear to him.

! According [o'ko:dip] te the f$radition [tre’difem]— o wpa
fEEIRIL
A 2 Get out! — ITposanusaii!

8 'l squeeze [skwi:z] this wet sponge [spand3] down you
back — fI mpuURMY 9TY MORpy® ry6my Tefe Ha cHoumy

4 to stand up for himself — mocrogrs za ceba

5 He had heard Jennings shout — Ou capiman, xax J[Drenmmu
BaKPHIAL ‘
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waa vaaponsibhle for that noise?” he asked,
= alr, It was Bod’s foult, sir, Temple, T mean,”
mga, "Ho m!mmzml n wol sponge down my back,
wia all wal '
00 Atk and Venadbles said in a whisper,
ot My Carvter dbd not hear themw, buat he did.
vt don't quite undorstand,” said Mr, Carter.
who ‘mde’ that noise, | asked who was re-
M Garter atopped, Nobody spoke. “But 1
s gnawer to oy gquention. Well, who was re-
o ahonial!
st Pemplo.
complo. We'll talle abone that in the morn-
e aftar hroakifant "
Ulemple,
sted while the boya wanhed,
cerybndy )" B anbid and efU the dormilory.,
long vnongh 1HE Mr. Cavler was at the
o, then he whiapeosd, " Yoo little sneak,
At UH bash you up tomorrow,”
spdte vight, Bad," sald Atkinson. “Do it be-
!im bipat time," :
v ot to o do oanylhing bad, bul maybe I did,”
Eeniﬂgi :
a’t wry Fault,” he protosted loudly., .
At AW st be silent,” whmpm'c(l Atkinson. “That
avoat tidh Inoa whmpm
atter van hiear you even when he is at the far
conridor,"” sald Vonables.

o owaan'l my fnnlt,”  repeated  Jennings in a

aan fowan,” maid Temple, “You didn’t have to
umlly."

nu ' ROITY Imnplc- gaid Jennings.

bodght)" unhl F'emple, “but don’t do it again.”
Abboa doeddod 1o stiv things up 2 again.
woare nob going W forgive him, Bod, are you?" he
Toven Mo Carter knew Jennings was not right”
sight" andd Tomple, “then T'Il bash him up tomor-

s anenh |ani k] - nBopn v
to abls things wp — puiroan ccopy . -

17
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““That's Not ‘Fair,” ‘Darbishire protested in eapit
‘ters. ‘“You've already forgiven him, haven't you? It w
be fair if you bash him up. My father says you musl w
go back on your word.”

“Shut wup,! Darbishire,” whispered Venables, “‘nuli
asked you.”

“If you say anything else, Darbishire,” said Ten
“I'Il bash you up tomorrow when I've finished with |
nings. And you can tell your father so.”

Atkinson decided that he could make the situation !
still worth. '

“I say, Jennings,” he said. “Temple won the :l
boxing ehampionship ? last term.”

“Well, I don’t think it's fair —" began Darbishire.

“Shut up, Darbishire,” said Venables and Templo.

“You know, Jennings,” continued Atkinson, “T'en
sometimes does wonderful things. Do you know what Lo

last term? He went to tewn on a bus, and school rules
allow to do that. When he was in town he went to Va
" ti’s, a sweet shop, and he brought back sweets in «
with the shop’s name on it to prove that he had 1
there.”

“It’s easy if you know how to do it,” said the 'l
- “Nobody else has ever done it. Well, good night, boys....
‘Atki? tell me to bash Jennings before tea tomorrow
forget.”

Jennings and Darbishire were new hoys:in the boar
school, and, of course, they could not know that nn
nine times out of a hundred these threats were n
carried out,® and very soon the boys beécame fii
again.

“It’s not fair,” protested Darbishire again.

“And if Darbishire says one more word I'll bash
up too,” said Temple.

“I don’t want to be you tomorrow, Jennings,” said
nables.

“Don’t worry about me,” said Jennings,

1 Shat up — 3aMoman

2 boxing championship - neprencrso mo GoxCy

8 Atki ['wtki] — skort for Atkinson

4 these threats [6rets] were never carried out— atm yrpoun
HOT/[A He BLINOJHANHACE
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Chapter | JENNINGS GETS OUT OF
Three , TROUBLE!

Jennings remembered: very lhw
what happened the following morning. It seemed to
that all the time he got into long lines 2 which went oy
where when he heard a bell. Where the line went ho wu
sure, but when it stopped a master always asked him
name and how old he was. After that, the master ni
him some exercise-books, or a pair of football socks
some other things.

He was very happy when lunch time came. Bul wi
the lunch was over a bell rang again and everybody by
fo line up again. Jennings thought that he had had cnoy
and when the line went round a corner he left it and wi
into the school yard. At the far end of the school yard
saw Darbishire.

“What ave you doing here, Darbishire?” he asked. ")
have to go somewhere in a long line.”

“I know,” answered Darbishire, “but I don’t wan!
I don’t like the boarding school; everything is so aw
here.”

“Well, I'm not feeling too good, either,” said Jennu
“] want to see my father; he could ® tell me the besl 1k
to do during bashing-ups, maybe there's something you
do, if you know what.”

“My father says we must always — began Darbishl

“I say,” said Jennings as a wonderful idea came lo h
“1 say, Darbishire, I’'ve got an idea! Let’s run away.”

“Run away?” Darbishire was surprised.

“Yes, let’s go home. Then you can tell your fathor y
don’t like it here, and my father can tell me how to sty
up for myself against the school boxing champion.”

“But how can we run away?”’ said Darbishire, "It
will not allow us.”

1 to get ont of trouble — smi6parsca ua Genpr
2 to get into line — cramoBuThCa B mMepeury
3 could — 3@. mor O8L

20



ald wall along the road and take a bus to the
i go home, And we could ask Mr. Carter for our
v o wo conld bhuy our tickets.”

+ only gob ninoteen shillings.”

#1 he quite enough to buy a ticket with,” said

win nol sure that his friend’s idea was won-

i1 they enteli us?”’ he asked.

thaght o little, Of course Darbishire was right.

L wnid after a moment's thought, “we can
g

Coolvew, Then oven if they see us, they will not

hoarde nnd alse noses?” asked Darbishire.
s Jonnings.

Fhiven™t gol a lwmd And T'll look silly if I wear
boshiort trousers.”
mavhe not Im;n-ds, then. But I could wear your
vl you could —
sl Darbishire have?

sihl

you could walk with a limp,”! Jenmngs

Hial thue since he had come to scheol, Darbi-
to onjoy himself.
dw, look!” he said and began to walk with a

s Hhl the idea himself.
tmomidd, Il walk with the limp. I can do it

1}

you !
wut falr,” protested Darbishire.. “You said I

i

and you are gmng to have my spectacles, so
shylhing for me.

wun'l. woar your spectacles,” said Jennings,
I n disguise not to wear something.”

ran earry a stick and turn your collar up.”

sir my sun hat,” agreed Darbishire happily.

kal

c-mber nol Lo wear our school caps, because
Phi dinguise,”

ik go wond find Mr. Carter and ask for our
al donnings, and  quite happy they ran to
alindy,

with o limp - xopnTh DpuxpaMbiBasg
te snllar up oy, vopoTHUK
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Chapter ~ JENNINGS GETS OUT OF
Three TROUBLE ! :

Jennings remembered very bac
what happened the following morning. It seemed to h
that all the time he got into long lines 2 which went son
where when he heard a bell. Where the line went he wag
sure, but when it stopped a master always asked him !
name and how old he was. After that, the master g
him some exercise-books, or a pair of football socks'
some other things.

He was very happy when lunch time came. But wh
the lunch was over a bell rang again and everybody beg
te line up again. Jennings thought that he had had enoug
and when the line went round a corner he left it and we
into the school yard. At the far end of the school yard
saw Darbishire.

“What are you domg here, Darblshlre?” he asked *
have to go somewhere in a long line.” :

“1 know,” answered Darbishire, “but I don’t want
I don’t like the boarding school; everything is so av
here.”
“Well, I'm not feeling too goed, either,” said Jenni
“T want to see my father; he could ® tell me the best tl
to do during bashing- -ups, maybe there’s something you
do, if you know what.”

“My father says we must always —' began Darhlsh

“I say,” said Jennings as a wonderful idea came to I
“I say, Darbishire, I've got an idea! Let’s run away.” '

“Run away?”’ Darblshlre was surprised. ]

“Yes, let’s go bome. Then you can tell your father
don't hke it here, and my father can tell me how to sl{
up for myself against the school boxing champion.’

“But how can we run away?” said Darbishire, “T
will not allow us.”

1 {o get out of trouble — srifparsesn ms Gemet
2 to get into line — cramoBuTHCH B IMepeHTy
5 could — 39. Mor 651
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“We could walk along the road and take a bus to the
tion and go home. And we could ask Mr. Carter for our
kel money, so we could buy our tickets.”

“I!uL I've only got nineteen shillings.”

“I'hat will be quite enough to buy a ticket with,” said
1|||IIQ§C‘

Darbishire was not sure that his friend’s idea was won-
Inl, “And if they catch us?” he asked.

lonnings thought a little. Of course Darbishire was right.

| know,” he said after a moment’s thought, “we can
‘uise ourselves. Then even if they see us, they will not
wrnize us.”’

What, beards and false noses?” asked Darbishire

Yes,” said Jenmnings.

But 1 haven't got a beard And Tl look silly if T wear
ard with short trousers.” :

Well, maybe not beards, then. But I could wear your
tncles and you could — "

Vhat could Darbishire have?
You could — you could walk with a limp,” ! Jennings
wlndd,

I'or the first time since he had come to school, Darbi-
o bogan to enjoy himself.

“like this, look!’ he said and began to walk with a
i

Ionnings liked the idea hlmself

“No,” he said, “Tll walk with the limp. T can do it
tor than you.” !

“I'hat’s not fair)” protested Darbishire. “You gaid I
ild have it; and you are going to have my spectacles, so
ne won't be anything for me.”

“Wall, you won’t wear your spectacles,” said Jennings.
"Hut il isn't a disguise net to wear something.”
“\Wall, you can carry a stick and turn your collar up.” 2
“You, nnd wear my sun hat,” agreed Darbishire happily.
fa munl remember not to wear our school caps, because
i will wpoil the disguise.”
Wl lol’s go and find Mr, Carter and ask for our
pnitl Jennings, and quite happy they. ran to
ropM nludy. , ‘

to walk with a Timp — x0T IpEXpaMbIBag
twin your collar up — nopusTL BopoTHEK
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At the deor of Mr. Carter’s study a new idea cam
Darbishire. I say, Jennings,” he said, ‘‘¢an’t -we: both \
with a limp?”

Jennings hadn’t got time to answer because at that
ment they went into Mr. Carter’s study.

Mr. Carter looked up from his desk. “Hallo,” he d
“What do you two want?”’ !

“We want some of our pocket money, please, sir,’
Jennings.

“How much?” asked Mr. Carter.

. “I want a pound, and Darbishire wants nineteen §
ings.” |

“That’s a lot, isn't it? What do you want it for?”

This was a difficult question.

“Do we have to say what it's for, sir?’ as
Jennings.

“Well t's a lot of money. I'm afraid I can’t let,
have it if you don’t tell me why you want it.” |

Darbishire decided that the game was over, But .
nings did net think se.

“Please, sir,” he asked, “how much can you give u
we don’t tell you what it's for s1r?” !

“Well,— maybe a sixpence,” said Mr. Carter. 1

“Oh.... Well, if that's all, can we have sixpence
then, m\‘” ;

Mr. Carter gave it to them. “You won’t spend it on
thing silly, will you?” he said.

Mr. Carter smiled as the door closed. He already
an idea that something was ‘happening but decided no
hurry. He opened the door and followed the boys.

On the far end of the schoel yard Jennings and Da
shire stopped.

“Well, I think that’s all,” said Darbishire sa
“And I wanted to walk with a limp with my ec
turned up and' look like Richard Burton.! But th
‘over now.” - , ;

“No, it isn’t,” said Jennings. “We've got sixpence e:
that’s enough to get to the station on the bus.”

“But what about ? train fares?”

“We'll go by taxi,” said Jennings. “We’ll get a-

! Richard Burton — nonympnbzu EUHOAPTUCT
2 what about ... — rax HacYer .
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"I can’t see, Keep your head down. Oh, 1ts Mr. Cmter
lie's coming here.”

Mr. Carter walked slowly to the bus stop. He saw the

# hehind the hedge, but he did not want to show it to
. “If 1-show it to them too early,” he thought, “T'Qi

er know what is happening. They will simply stand on
foot and won't say anything. So I'd better wait.”” He
w‘d the bus stop and dlsappeared round a bend in the
I

“He’s gone,” whispered Jemmngs. “A good thing he
V'l see us.”

“Ave you sure he didn't?” asked Darbishire.

"0l course not. How could he see us behind the hedge?”

Al that moment they saw a bus coming to the bus stop.

The bus was almost full, but two seats in the front were

nnt, and a man who had sat near the entrance got off

lennings and Darbishire got on and hurried to the fromt

.

“You needn’t go on limping now,” Jennings said to Dar-

lire as they were walking along the bus. “We'll pass
Carter in a minute,” he continued, “so we’ll have to

ich down 2 very low in our seats; then he won’t see us.’
The boys crouched down in their seats and the bus start-

Snddenly it stopped.

“Why are we stopping?” asked Darbishire. “We've only
. started.”

.Iemungs locked out of the window. What he saw made
crouch down quickly again. Mr. Carter was standing in
road. It was he who had stopped the bus.

Mr. Carter got on the bus and tcok the seat near the

ance. He decided not to look at the front seats. Jennings
Darbishire were crouching so low that people could

ik that their seats were empty.

“Ile’s sitting near the entrance,” said Jeanings in a

sper, “and he hasn’t seen us.”

“He is looking out of the window,” whispered Jennings

joment later “If those two fat ladies?® don’t get off, he

'l know we're here. Listen, we’ll go on crouching, and

! and disappeared [ diso’pied] round a bend in the road —
Wi 33 TOBOPOTOM JHOPOTH :

¥ {0 erouch dewn — mpuruyreca

! a lady = a woman

25



Eonp o hoads down Lill Mr. Carter gets Off then we l]

all nght
“Yom, but il ho — " began Darbishire.
“Faves, ploase!” said the conductor.

An the boys were crouching down it was very diffi
fur thom o take their sixpences out of their tro
povkots, and the conductor tapped his foot on the floor w
ing for the money.

“I'wo halves! to the station,” whispered Jennings.

“What did you say?” said the conductor. “Speak lou
| can’t hear you.”

“Two halves to the station, please,” said Jennings i
whisper again; he could not dare to speak louder: Mr. (
ter was not far away.

“What's the matter, boy, a sore throat?” 2 asked the ¢
ductor.

“Yes,” whispered Jennings.

“1 can’t hear anything. Where are you gomg, son?”’
conductor asked Darbishire.

“Station,” whispered Darbishire,

“QOh, station!” said the conductor. “Well, why dic
you say sof Two sore throats to the station — sixpence e:
Thank you.” And he gave the boys their tickets.

Several times the bus stopped. Passengers came :
went, but Mr. Carter was still sitting in his place. Th
times new passengers went to the front seats, thinking t
they were emptly, and were surprised to see the crouch
- boys.

At every stop Jennings looked at the seat near the
trance hopefully,® but Mr, Carter was still sitting there.

The bus stopped again.

“Station! Station!” said the c¢onductor. “Hurry
pleasel” ‘

“Oh, what shall we do?” said Darbishire.

The conductor wanted to help the boys. “Hey, h
didn't you want the station?” he shouted.

“Pretend you haven’t heard,” whispered Jennings.

“Well, boys,— " he began coming up to Jennings .
Darbishire.

17

! half [haf] — 28, vonbumera (dercruil Gwcer)
¢ a sore throat ['so: "6rout] :— aurmma (doca. Gomemoe TOPHG)
3 hopefully = in a hope ' s
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"We — we're going a little farther,” said Jennings.

“Okay,” ! said the conductor and rang the bell. “How. far
¢ you going?”’

‘1 -— 1 don’t know yet. I hope to know soon,” said Jen-
i,

The conductor was not sure what he must do with the

sengers who did not know where they were. going. He
~upht a Little.

“Okay,” he decided, “you’d betier get off at the hospi-

that'll be twopence.” 2

“Oh, goodness, we haven't got any more money.”

“Oh!” said the conductor. “You'll have to get off then.”

“But we can't get off,” said Jennings hopelessly.® “You
«'t understand. Look, can you give me your address and
Il wend the fare to you.”

“I've already heard that before,” said the conductor.
Woll, come on. Are you going to have another ticket or
et you?”

“No, no. Wait a minute,” said Jennings, '\

“[ can’t stand here all day,” said the conductor angrily.

“Can I help you?” asked Mr. Carter politely.

“Oh, gooduess!” said Jennings and Darbishire together.

Mr. Carter smiled at them friendly,

“These boys, sir,” said the conductor, “den’t want to:pay
« fares. T want another twopence frem both of them.”

Mr. Carter gave him the money. _

“Will you, please, stop the bus?” Mr. Carter said: to the
mductor. “I think we've all have gone far encugh.”

'They got off the bus. )

“And now,” said Mr. Carter, “we’ll have to get on
hus going the other way,”* said Mr. Carter. “I'm glad
m've got, your spectacles back again, Darbishire; you
whed very funny without them.”

“Oh, sir. Do you mean you saw us?” asked Darbishire.

“Yes,” said Mr. Carter. “And next time youn hide behind
hedge, remember it's useless to keep your head down if
wu leave your other end visible.”

“Will there be an awful row, sir?” asked Darbishire.

' Okay == all right

> twopenee ['tApans] — ABa IeHCA

" hopelessly {‘houplishi] — witheut hope

¢+ the other way — B 06paTooM HAUPABICHER-
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“Oh! 1 don’t know,” was the answer, “we all makea
mistakes.” '

“Shall we be expelied, sir?”" ! asked Darbishire.

“You don't want to be expelled, do you?"

“Yes, [ do,” said Darbishire, “I want to be expelled.” *

“I thought so,” said Mr. Carter. “We all start off
feeling homesick.? Don’t worry, there won't be a row.”

But this did not help Jennings, because the return {
school meant the bashing-up.

Mr. Carter felt that all was not well. ;

“Well, Jennings?” he asked. “Is there anything e
wrong?” ®
“Yes, sir,
oh — "

U,Yes?77 .

“T can’t tell you, siv.” fid)

“All right! Then settle your trouble by yourself,” * sald
Mr. Carter.

So Jennings decided not to tell Mr. Carter anything and
to go back to school.

Mr. Carter went along the road to ask the time of the
next bus back.

On the other side of the road there was a sweet shop.
Jennings 1(\.1(1 the sign “S. Valenti & Son”. “Why do 1 know
this sign?” he thought. “1 have never seen it.”

Suddenly, he remembered. That must be the shop which
Temple had visited when he was in town without permission
last term. An idea came to him atl once.

“T say, Darbi,” ® he said. “That sweet shop on the other
side of the road — "

“I don’t want any sweeis now. Thank you very much,”
said Darbishire.

“But that’s the shop Templo went to when he was i
town without permission.’

“You don’t think Im very happy about that, do you‘r”~

1"

said Jennings. “If I go back now, I'm

! Shall we be expelled [iks'peld], sir? —Hac wcrmwouar, cap
2 We all start off by feeling hemesick.— M1 Bee BavmmEaen
TOTO, 9TO TOCKYEM IO [OMY.
3 Is there snything else wrong? — Yro-rubyns eimje Upouaonmo
4 Then seitle your trouble by yourself — Torga yaamuwsait csoy
HOIPEATHOCTH CaM ]
5 Darbi — short for Darbishire
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“No, but T am,” said Jennings happily. “I can see how
tn,. Oh! We havent got any money... But I'l] ask Mr. Car-
tmr for some.’

Soon Mr. Carter came back to say that the bus did not
leuve for an hour. He was a little surprised when he heard
tit Jennings wanted to. buy some sweets at Valenti’s.

“You've got a lot of sweets in your tuck-box, Jennings,
haven’t you?” said Mr, Carter.

“Yes, sir,” answered Jennings, “but it must be sweets
th one of Valenti's bags with the name on it.”

“ls it very important?” asked Mr. Carter.

“Yes, sir, very. You remember you said I must settle
my Irouble by myself, sir? Well, I can do it if only I buy
mno sweets at Valenti’s.”

I'or a moment Mr. Carter thought and then he decided
wol Lo ask any questions. Something told him that Jeunings
rally needed the sweets from Valenti's and he gave Jen-
atnps a shilling.

“Thank you, sir, thank you very mwuch,” said Jennings
and ran to the shop.

Darbishire watched him in surprise. He could not under-
=l why Ienmngs was so happy. Then he locked at
M. Carter.

“Are you going to take us back to scheol, sir?” he asked.

“That’s right, Darbishire,” answered Mr. Carter.

"Maybe it won’t be so bad. They say! the first five
cvaes are the worst, don’t they, gir?”

“Venables, you haven't washed your feet,” said Atkinson‘.

The dormitory bell had rung five minutes before,
and Temple, Atkinson and Venables were going te go
o bed. '

They were surprised at the absence of Jennings and Dar-

hishire who had even not come to tea.
“Where could these two boys go?” said Temple. “I
haven'l seen them since lunch.”

"1 say, Bod, weren’t you going to bash one of them up
hofore Lea?” Venables asked Temple.

“Oh, yes! 1 forgot all about it,” said the boxing cham-
plon. “Never mind, I'll do it tomorrow. Poor Jennings!™
“"Who is talking about me?” asked Jennings coming into

! They say — T'osopar
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the  dormitory. Darbishire with a smiling. face came afﬁ
him. Dl
- “Where have you two been?" asked Temple

“And where were you at tea?” asked Venables.

Temple did not like the self-satisfied expression ! on Jen.
nings’ face and said so.

“I know where they were,” he said. “They were hiding
from me because I promised to bash them up.”

“No,” said Jennings, “I didn’t even think about that,
I've had other things to think about. As a matter of fact?
Darbishire and I went into town on a bus.”

For a long moment nobody spoke.

“You — you never did!” said Temple at last.

“Yes, we did, didn’t we, Darbi?” Jenmngs -asked Dar-
bishire.

“That’s right,” sa1d Dalblshlre “we disguised like Ri-
chard Burton and —

“And nobody’s seen you!” exclaimed Atkinson.

“Now you're not the only one? who’s been to town
without permission,” Venables said to Temple.

But Temple was not going to admit it 80 easily “I don't
believe you,” he said. “You must prove it."”

“Coertainly,” said Jennings and showed Temple the bay
of sweets., “Have * some sweets, Bod; I bought them at Va-
lenti’s.”

Temple was so surprised that he could not speak.

“It was a good thlng we'd disguised, because Benedlck
‘got on the same bus,” continued Jenmngs

Again for a long moment nohody spoke. That was too
much.® _

“What?” said Venables at last. ,

“QOh, yes,” said Jennings. “But it was all right; we Lkept
our heads.”

“Down,” corrected Darbishire.

“What did you say, Darbi?” asked Jennings.

“We kept our heads down,” said Darbishire.

“Oh, yes, we kept our heads down,” repeated Jenningﬂ

Uthe self-satisfied [self’sztisfard] expression [iks’prefon
CaMOZOBONLHEOS BHIPAKEHEE

2 As a matfer of fact — J{eno B ToM, uTO

3 the only one — egumcTBeHHELL

+ Have -— Yromafica

5 That was too much,— 910 G0 Y)R CHMIOKOM,
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itnve another sweet, Atki,” he added. ‘‘They're all right.
L.en the name on the bag.”

“Thank you, Jennings,” said Atkinson in admiration.

“Mand it round,! Darbishire,” Jennings went on. “Do
vour want another sweet, Venables?”

“Thank you, Jennings,” said Venables. He was also look-
lng at Jennings in admiration, “I say, Jennings,” he con-
tinued, “look, you can use my wash-basin if you like,? you
wod Darbishire.”

“No, use my basin,” said Atkinson. “And you and Dar-
hlnlmc can go first.”

“That’s very kind of you, Atki,” sald Darbishire.
“No,” said Jennings. “I think We’ll use Bod’s basin.”
“Well, yes; all right, Jennings,” said Temple.

“Tll make first, then Darbishire, then you.”

“Well, okay, Jennings.”

“And no more bashing-up, Bod?” asked Jennings.

“But that was only a joke,” answered Temple.

“And will it be all right if I call you Bod?”

“That’s all right, Jennings.”

2

QUESTIONS

.

What did Jennings and Darbishire decide to do on ‘their
necond day at the boarding school and why? '
Who interrupted their plan and-why?

What happened on the bus?

Hlow did Jennings prove the other boys ‘that he had: ‘gone
to town?

! Hand it round — Tlepeyait ero : (Apyrum)
 jf you like — ecam xouemin



Chapter JENNINGS COMES LATE

Four

Mr. Carter came up to the notice
board and pinned the football teams on the board. The firsl
foothall games of term were to start! that day. The new
boys were to play_in “B” game, after which the best play-
ers would be promoted ? to “A” game.

“Have you played much football?”” Mr. Carter asked Jen:
nings whoe, among the other boys, was standing near thg
notice-board. ‘ ’

“Yes, quite a lot, sir,”” answered Jennings. “I'm not
all bad, really.” '

“We'll see,” said Mr. Carter. “And what about you, D3
bishire?” ' ]

Darbishire was not good at ball games at all. He hau
played football only once in his life, and what he rememn-
bered was that the ball moved very fast, hit him in the face
and knocked his spectacles off. That had happened at the
beginning of the game. But Darbishire decided to take off
his spectacles. Then he could not even see the ball. Ha
could only see the boys who were running after something
invigible.

“I'm trying Jennings as centre-forward,” said Mr. Carier,
“And you'll play outside-left, Darbishire.”

The bell rang for afternoon preparation.?

“Only forty minutes before the game starts,” though
Jennings, then went to his classrocom and opened his book

“Has anybody got my Arithmetic text-book?” asked tl
boy whose name was Bromwich. Bromwich’s place was :
the first row in front of the master’s desk. ,

Nobody had his text-book.

“Cld Wilkie’ll biow up* if T haven’t got a book,” sa
Bromwich, ‘ ' ’

1 were to start — gomwmnt 65IIE HATATHCA

2 would be promoted [pra’moutid] — 6yayT mepesexenn

% afternoon preparation [prepa’reifon] — Bpems nocae sans
oreo0uMOe @ aueAUlCKUX WKOAGX 048 NPUBOTOBAEHUS  YHAUL
YPOEOE 6 Kaacce & RPUCYTCTBULU YUUTeAs.

* to blow up — prixoguth w3 cefa (or Hezodosanus)
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"You can have mine,” said Jennings “and T'lL share
Miln Diarbishire.”

"I'hank -you,” said Bromwich. * He won't notice you two
shaihny a book at the back,! but you must have a book if
" il in front of Old Wilkie.”

‘Caleh,” said Jennings and threw the text-book to Brom-

h

But Bromwich could mnot catch it and it fell on the

ilo of ink which was on the master’s desk. The master’s

I 4tood near the classrcom door. A master usually came

the room, turned left and was near his desk. And there,

.ol over the desk 2 there were small lakes of ink.

‘Ilow can you be so clumsy!” Bromwich shouted at Jen-
BLITELAN -

But T wasn’t! You couldn’t catch it,” shouted Jennings.

“You've spilt it all over the table. There'll be a row about
this ' sure, Wait till Old Wilkie....”

lle stopped because the time of waiting had already
gowd, The door hurtled open,® and Mr. Wilkins was in
1. elagsroom. The door crashed into* the cormer of the
sanler’s desk and the ink-bottle began to roll over the desk,
vl then over Bromwich’s exercise-book.

Mr. Wilkins looked at the ink-bottle, then at the door
and immediately thought that it was he who had spilt
th ink,

“Oh, goodness!” he exclaimed. “Did I do that? I must

» done.® Very clumsy! Sorry, sorry. Take some blotting-

vor somebody! Qulcld All over your book, too, Bmmwmh?

ry. Well, no use crying over spilt miik.” 5

Darbishire put up his hand at once.

‘Aud you can put your hand down, Darbishire,” said

Wilkins warmly.' “I know what you are going to say.

ot tink’, not spilt ‘milk’. Yes? Well, you needn’t say it;
I don’t want to hear it. If I want to say ‘milk’ I'll say
‘nlk’. And 1 don't want anything about spilt ink from you,
thank you very much.”

at the baek — csapgu
" all over the desk — o seemy cromy
hurtled open — ¢ mymoM oTEpsITacH
' crashed into — ¢ TpeckoM cryrHymach o
"1 must have dome.— Jomxso Omin, Moa pabora.
"'No wuse [ju:s] erying over spilt milk —rocs. Cpenanmoro e
BoporTuils,  (Joca. Becmomesmo IDTaKkatTh HaJ HPONUTHIM  MOJIOKOM.)
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“No, sir,” said Darbishire. “I was only going to
that there’s some ... ink on Bromwich’s nose, sir.”

“Corwumph,” Mr. Wilkins said angrily. :

Jennings did not know what to do. Must he say that
was responsible for the spilt ink? Nobody asked him,
course. But it was because Mr. Wilkins decided that it 1
he who had done that. It was easy for masters when t
did something wrong (spilling ink, for example). They ¢
they were sorry and that was all. There was no row ab
it. So he'd better not to say anything.

But at the same time he could not leck at Mr. Wilk
Sy )



with a clear conscience.! On the other hand ? he was afraid
u.mu was going to be a row. So Jenmngs demdea ito ask
M Wilkins some questions. |

He put up his hand

“sir,” he said, “you know when you spilt the ink...

“Y«-s, I know,” said Mr. Wilkins coldly. -

“Well, sir, let’s suppose you hadn’t spilt it.”” . . :

"We can’t suppose that,” said Mr. Wilkins more coldly.
1| spilt it, I spilt it.. Go on with- your work, Jennings.”

“But, sir,” continiied Jennings, ‘“it's very important.
! Laow you thought you’d spilt it, and I know it looked as

vou'd spilt it,® but suppose, you hadn’t spilt it, sir?”

Mr. Wilkins was getting angry. He began to think that
C sunings was trying to make fun of * him, and nothing could
mako him more angry than that.

"Are you going to be funny, boy?” he asked.

“No, sir,” said Jennings. He was surprised to see that
M: Wilkins thought so.

“Well, don't talk nonsense then. I can see quile well.
I'va pot eyes in my head. I can see ink when it spilis,
i dnn'l, see things that aren’t there.”

“No, no, sir. But what if it were 5 somebody else who'd
ilnll it and not you; would it be all right 8 for the somebody

s Lo 8ay sorry like you, or as he wasn't you, would
there be a Tow,7 sir?”

Mr. Wilkins was sure by this time that Jennmgs was
trying to be funuy.
~ “f—I —I— you — you — That's quite enough from you,
Jnnninz_{s,” he said.

“No, but, sir,” continued Jennings.

Al that moment somebody laughed. That was the last
lhn]l.

“Corwumph,” shouted Mr. Wilkins. “Youw'll stay in the
tlaguroom during football, Jennings. And now go on with

- work; 1 don't want another word from you.”

"n clear conscience [’konjansj—~rmcmg COBECTH

* On the other hand — C mpyroit croponst

"It looked as if you'd spilf it — mce pEIrmAfgeno Tak, xar GynTo
fPITIIR erTo

' to make fun of — prrcMenBars

“ It it were — ecan Gst 570 Obin

“would it be all right —Grimo 651 v7o HopMaibHO

* would there be a row [rau] — Gyner cxaujiax
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Jennings could not believe his ears. He did not wan
beé ‘funny. He simply wanted to get answers to his questi
And he wanted to play football more than he could LEVS

" “Put your books away!” said Mr., Wilkins half an hnm
later. “Now go to the changing-room and get.ready for foul
ball. All except Jennings, he’ll stay here. Hurry up. Do
run in the corridors. Those who won't change in five mi
utes will not play.”

The boys went out of the classrcom trying to humy
without running. Jennings watched them unhappily. “Evory
body will play football except me,” he thought. “It will I
the first game of the term, and I wanted to show them how
well T can play.” He felt tears in his eyes and turned Hhif
face away from the boys.

Mr. Wilkins came up to Jennings’ desk. “I'll show ne'
boys what'll happen if they try to make fun of me,” ! h
thought. “If the boy is happy — " Mr. Wilking 100ked :
Jennings and saw that the boy was not at all happy. |
was surprised to see tears in Jennings' eyes. Perhaps
had been a little unfair to the boy; perhaps ...

“Why are you crying, Jennings?” Mr Wilkins asl&
warmly. He had a kind heart qnd now he felt sarry
the boy.?

“1 don't know,” said Jennings.

“Do you Want to play football?”

“Yes, sir.

“Wel] why didn’t you think about that when you w
trying to be funny A

“But I wasn’t trying to be funny,” said Jennings. “Iw
only trying to tell you that you didn’t spill the ink.”

“Oh! 1 didn’t spill the ink?” said Mr. Wilkins. He v
beginning to get angry again. “Very funny. I didn’t sj
the ink? Well, if you know more about what I did than I i
can you tell me what I really did?”

" “You didn’t do anything, sir. You opened the d@@r-—
“And The ink jumped out of the bottle over the de&l
“No, sir.”

“You surprise me. Who spilt it, then?”

! to make fun of smb.— nacMexarhes Hay KEM-a,
2 he felt sorry for the boy — emy crano mamIxo Manngmka
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Edid, wir)
My Wilkins could not understand anythmg, but he saw
mat the boy wasn’t going to be funny
i on," said Mr, Wilkins.
fennings told all.
sml 1 was only going to tell you what really hap-
¢« ulr, and ‘you didn’t let me and made me stay in the
s during football,” he finished.
are was a dead silence in the room.
~on Mr, Wilkins began to laugh.
1 hn ha-ha!”™ His laugh was so loud that the boys in
hanging-room could hear it. “Ho-ho-ho-ho! That's the
at thing 1 ever.., Ha-ha-ha-hal”
tant ho btopped laughmg
rull,” he said, “and I was calling myself clumsy, and
uulml to say you'd done it and I didn’t let you. Come
ho continued, “go to the changing-room and change;
Ealill have time if you hurry.”
Hhank you, sir,” said Jennings and quickly went out
vlnssroom. He ran along the corridors practising im-
v corner kicks.! But when he was turning round the
+ 1o the changing-room he kicked something which was
~vinly not a football, It was the Headmaster’s knee.
thueh!” 2 eried Mr. Pemberton.
L very sorry, sir,” said Jeanings. “I didn’t know you
+ cuming round the corner.”
“Fhix is school,” began the Headmaster, “and not a park.
 han rules. And - if there is a rule that boys mustn't run
the eorvidors so that ® people could safely turn round the
snerm, | can’t understand why you are running and kick-
‘umpln Ilke a footbhall.”
“Nu, wir,”" said Jennings.
Nu. wir) What do you mean, ‘No, sir’? You don't agree
Ay et | ogaid, eh?” 4
S, wir. I mean I agree with you, really.”
\mv kind of you, Jennings. But when [ bay sumethmg
il Iw not a question it needs no comment.”
Von, #ir—1 mean — no comment.”

practining ['praektisip] imaginary [fmeedzinari] eorner kicks —
Loy noobpaIKAeMEIe YIIOBHIE YHEApsE

el Janl ]t — O#!
*ao that -~ 1A TOTO, YTOGEL
b [0 —a?
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“You will return to your classroom, Jenmngs, and thit
of the fate of boys who run in the comdors

Jennings was sure that it was not a question and
needed no comment.

When he returned to his classroom the teams had'
ready finished changing for games. He watched them sadl)
from the window.

“That’s the end,” thought Jennings, “no football today,

He was still thinking about his fate three minutes latg
when he saw the Headmaster standing near the open do
of the classroom.

“Well, Jennings, have you thought about your behav‘
our?” asked the Headmaster. He decided to be kind to
new boy, who perhaps had not had enough time to get use
to school hfe

“Yes, sir, " answered Jennings.

“Then you may again go to the changing-room, t}n
time at a walking pace.” !

The first thing Jennings wanted to do was to say ‘Ol
thank you very much, sir’, but he decided that it was
kind of comment, so he said nothing.

“Well,” said the Headmaster, “haven’t you anything t
say? :

“Yes, sir. Thank you very much sir.!

“Masters are funny,” Jennmgs thought as he walke
slowly to the changing-room. “One minute they don't Lk
it when you answer them and the next minute they 3
angry because you don’t. But 'l have to hurry if I w
to play football; the game has already started, and, if
net there soon, they won't let me play.”

There wasn't time to change properly and tske ev
thing off. So he took off his coat and put on his white swi
er. He tried to put his football sharts over? the trous
which he was already wearing, but the shorts were
tight. So he rolled up his trouser legs and pulled his swi
er down? till it reached his knees. Now nobody could
that there were trousers under the sweater and not footl
shorts. He put the second pair of socks over the first, t

\\‘

! at a walking pace — marom

2 pver — a0. HoBEPX

3 he rolled up his trouser legs and pulled his sweater dow.,
OB 3araTax GPIOKN # HarAHyX CBOH chuTED
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- an b football boots and was ready. He must hur-
Inndy clse was playing football already.
i quile everyhody, because when he was going out
mw  Darbishire sitting on the floor not far from
~ang room with his football boots in his hands.
“Vhat nre you doing, Darbi?” he asked.
#'a these sitly boots,” answered Darbishire, “My moth-
4 them  together when she packed them, so as I
't loso ' one without the other.”
Well, you haven't lost them, so why don’t you pui them

{ ean't undo the knot,” 2 said Darbishire sadly.
ningy looked at the laces.
Falon’t think anybody can undo that knot,” he agreed.
¢ you have to put them on because there'll be an awful
i you don’t go, and you don’t want that, do you?”
No, | don’t,” said Darbishire.
furhishire was sure he could not play well with both
tind together. But at the same time he did not want
tow because he was absent from the game. So he put
in hools and with Jennings' help he walked to the foot-
field though the tied laces permitted him to take a step
hand. ten inches.®
I've put Brown as centre-forward because you weren't
Junnings,” said Mr. Carter, who was responsible for
anme, “You'd better play — 7
. Carter, Jennings and Darbishire were standing near
gcml and the goalkeeper whose name was Paterson in-
i Mr. Carter.

I come out of the goal, sir?” he said. “It's cold
| here and Jennings has go! a sweater, and goal-
;:Iways wear sweaters. They say so in the ‘Rules
qame’. And as I haven't got a sweater, I'm really
« the rules, and Jennings must be very good in goal
weater like that.”

Paterson really looked cold Mr. Carter sent Jennings
cpoal. "

ns 1 wouldn't lose — urofs1 se morepan
undo ['an’du:] a knot — pasnasars yaen
ugh the tied laces permitted him to take a step of about
i -— XOTH CBABAHOBIe HIHYPKE UO3BOAANE €My AENaTh WIATH
swono JecHATHE HioltMmos (1 dwim = 25 cm)
)
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‘And where did 1 say you must play, Darblshu e ag
Mr Carter. ,

“You said I must be left out,! sir.’

“Left out of what?”

“1 don’t know, out of what, sir, just left outside ? sol
“‘where.”

“Yes, 1 remember,” said Mr. Carter. “’Out&de—aeft,r
left outside.” :

The game was fast and Mr. Carter was too busy toy
tice the way® Darbishire walked to the left side of{
field, !

After saving eight shots * in five minutes Jennings he
to feel very warm. Then the ball came towards him ag
and he easily took it into his hands. But hefore he cc
kick it to his forwards he was surrcunded on three sides
his opponents.®

The goal-posts had no nets. So Jennings decided to ¢
back and, still holding the ball, he stepped back over
goal-line, ran quickly round the goal-post and kicked
ball to the field. .

The. whistle blew.

“Goal,” said Mr. Carter.

“But, sir, it can't be,” exc]aimed Jennings. “I caugh
before it crossed the goal-line.”

“But you took it over the line when you ran round
post,” Mr, Carter explained, looking at Jennings in surpr
“What are you wearing? Shirt, trousers, fwo pairs of s
and a sweater. Are you sure you don’t waut your overce
Go and change!”

For the third time that afternoon Jennings went to
changing-room.

Darbishire liked playing outside-left. It was peace
he decided. Nobody passed him the ball and he was look

U T must be left out — Mens He Hajo BRAWIATH (Fdecy u A
U2PE CA06, OCHOGAHNAA NG PAIAUNNBIE SHAXERUSX ca06a left: 1)
roa (fopma eaaeona tofeqve — ocraesnto; &) aeswiil.)

2 Jeft oufside — ocranreHHBIE BHE we20-4. (nyraer ¢ ouls
teft — neevtii noaycpednuti}

3 the way — 30. 10, Hax

4 After saving enght shots — Tlocie ToTo Ka® on OTOWA BOC
YRaPOB

5 he was surrounded [so‘raundid] on three sides by his o
nenis [o'pounsnts] — ero. ¢ TPeX ¢TOPOH OKPYHHIA DPOTHBHEKA
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rig growing near the foothall field, He 'wanted
bl hia lacen were still tied and he could not

saw the ball which was coming straight to
st he do? Oh, yes, kick the hall; the di-
st he munt Kick the ball far away and
Bt come hack.,
Phabishne,” rhouted s captain, “Kiek!™
avbiabien Aried 1o kick the ball with his right
geab the Jeft Tool with ity Doth feet went into
P biahipee fell on his back, ‘
+ whao helped Darbishire to stand up on his feet
the tewen ran down their faces.
wep Auuly hig penknoifo out of bis pocket and cut
Ui dnuten lnter, when Mr. Carter blew the
il the game Jennings came to the football field
“ahiglng roons, ‘

QUESTIONS

« happened hefore Mre, Wilking' lesson?

Jid My Williow think that it was he who had spilt
"y

At Jemwingn vy Lo tell Mr. Wilkins that it was he
ad sptlt the fnl?

Al Fenndngs play Toothall?

dbd Do hishive play football?

Coes Hun by velion] dide’t matler — BeBaskac, B RaKkoOM



Chapter - JENNINGS GETS INTO THE
Five FIRST ELEVEN !

Half-term passed and Jennings aff
Darbishire got used to school life. They worked hard fo
Mr. Carter because they liked his lessons. They worked han
for the Headmaster because they were a little afraid of hin
and they worked hard for Mr. Wilkins when they saw tha
it was dangerous not to do it.

There were other teachers in Linbury School, but the
very seldom gave lessons to Form Three.

Jeunings tried hard to get into the First Eleven. Whs
Mr. Carter put the list of the boys for the First Kleven o
the notice-hoard Jennings was usually first at the noticy
board looking at 1t hopefully. But so far? he had not se
his name in the list.

One Friday the team which would play ® Brether
School the next day was put on the notice-board. i

Jennings went out of the clagsroom and ran to the |
tice-hoard. He did not think that he would see his name’
the notice-board, but there was always a little hope and
yes, there it was! He could hardly believe his eyes. :

He spent iwenty minutes after lunch cleaning his fof
ball boots. ;

But by the evening he wasn't feeling too well. He ¥
gquistly during afternoon lessons, and at tea-time he ooy
not eat anything. It was a pity because they were hav
shepherd’s pie * which all boys liked very much.

“Tookl” said Venables. “Jennings hasn’t had any s
herd’s pie. What's the matter, Jen? Does it mean you
gotting ready 5 for the match tomorrow?” '

“No," answered Jennings, T don’t feel 1 want anyth
to eat. I feel sick.”

1 the First Eleven — nepaait Hyrboxpuan KOMamIa

2 gg far — TOKa e1e

3 would play — Syner mrpath

4 shepherd’s [‘Jepadz] pie — waprodenrnad saueRamra ¢ Md
(ouens nonylapHoe e Anenuy 64080} :

5 you are gelting ready — T8 TOTOBHINLCA
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Wihy don’t you ge to Matron, then?”

“1ean’t, She’ll send me to bed or say I can't play or
wwiething, 'l be all right in the morning.’
In the morning Jennings didn’t feel better.
“I'lF go and tell Matron,” said Atkinson.
Five minutes later Matron was in Dormitory 4.

What's the matter?” she asked Jennings. “You're not
t well, are you?” ‘
Weoll, Matron, I—1 feel a little —”

Malron quickly took a thermometer out of her pocket
¢« put it between Jennings’ teeth ! before he could finish
apitence.

Well, Matron, T —"

Ouniet, quiet. Never talk with a thermometer in your

wh. Now, then, you others” — she turned to the other
it the dormitory, who were standing round the bed —
and have your breakfast. The breakfast bell will ring
v moment.”
\ moment later she took the thermometer from Jen-
¢s’ nouth, looked at it and said: “You'll soon he all
4 ugain. No, no, no, not now,” she continued, as Jen-
ga nlurted to get out of bed and told him to stay where
van for the morning.
Hul I'll be all right for the match this afternoon won't
F AMatron?”
“Match this afternoon? Of course not! Tt's out of the
jusstion.” 2 ‘
Oh, hut, Matron, please, I must —"
I may let you sit for a few minutes in the arm-chair
siy nilling-room, but no football.”
Fliin was the end of everything. After weeks of practice
bl al last been in the First Eleven. And he had to-

al the day of the match in bed. Yes, of course, that was
rivl of everything.
After lunch Matron allowed him to come to her sitting-
i
You'll be quite all right tomorrow,” she said.

Hut 1 don’t want to be all right tomorrow. I want to
o ol vight today,” said Jenmings. “It doesn’t matter how

Liu naMeperus TeMREPATYpPYL aneauane obuluno Gepyr rep-
HErp A por.
¢ Wa oul of the question.— 06 srom se Momer OwTh uw peum.
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ill T am tomorrow; it's today. And they’ll go, and Johm
will play in my place, I'm sure.”

“Very nice for Johnson,” said Matron. “And after
match I've promised Darbishire he can come here and !
to you. That will be nice, won't it?"

Darbishire came after the match. -

“We won,” he said. “One nil, and Johnson scored -
goal, he played a wonderful game. Everybody said how y
he was, and I think he'll stay in the team now. It's g
for the school that you were ill, because Johnson woull
have been playing and we shouldn’t have scored.”!

Then Darbishire tried to cheer up his friend, but )
nings couldn't feel happy after what Darbishire had
him.

Soon after Darbishire had gone Mr. Carter came.

“Hallo, Jennings,” he said. “It’'s a pity you had to mb
the match. It was a very good game. Johnson played wil
It was he who scored the only goal.”

“Yeas, I know, sir. I don't think TI'll have anoth
chance.”

“But, of course, you will,)” said Mr. Carter, “next Sal
day 1

“Qh, is there a match next Saturday?”

“Yes, we're playing Bracebridge School,”

Mr. Carter.

“Mm, yes, but now as Johnson is so very geed, I
think T'll be playing in the First Eleven.”

“Yes, you will, I'm going to try you and ;}'ohnson,
time.”

“Oh, wonderful, sir,” exclaimed Jennings. “Thank
very much, sir.’

Jennings was happy again.

QUESTIONS

1. Why couldn’t Jennings play his first football matcl
the First Eleven?
. 2. Who won the match?
3. Who scored the only goal in the match?’

! hecause Johnson wouldn't have been playing and we shouf
have scored — morouy wro Torga Jmoncom me mrpan 0w m MEl
3a6miIa Gnt rox ,
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pler  MR. WILKINS HAS AN IDEA |

On Monday Jennings wrote -in his
‘OUnly five days before the maich or four if you do
ul today .or Saturdey morning.”
I'nesday he wrote, “Only four days more or three not
v loday and Saturday.”
iy I'riday morning Jennings’ excitement was so great
it hegan to tell! on his work.
My Wilkins did not like Friday. He had two lessons
iy Form Three before the break and two lessons imme-
by after it.
In the middle of the second lesson Mr. Wilkins began to
k between the desks looking at the geometrical fig-
»* that the boys were copying from the blackboard.
~vnt ho came up to Jennings’ desk he stopped.
My goodness,” he said, “what do you call those?”
Those are triangles,” ® Jennings explained.
“I'hey are certainly not,” said Mr. Wilking. “You can’t
-w lrinngles with sprawling * lines!”
“It'n because of my pencil, sir,” explained Jennings
wl showed Mr. Wilkins his pencil. ;
Mr. Wilkins looked at Jennings’ pencil, then at his
Awr and protractor. They were in a very bad condition.
“HNow do you want to draw straight lines with such in-
ment!” exclaimed Mr. Wilkins, “Look at this figure
~ve drawn here, what is it?”
I's an angle,’ sirl”
“{u i1? Look at it! What kind of angle is it?”
“Wall, sir, it’s a little difficult to say, but I think it must
s nlternate & angle, sir.”

't lell — 23, craspBaThCA

* yeometrical  [dzi9’metrikol] figuves [‘figez] — reéomerpmuecrue
3t

“ i trinmgle ['traiepgl] — rpeyroanauk

*apenwling ['spro:lip] — s0. Boammeras Rpusag

“'an angle ["epgl] — yrox

* altevmate [oFtonit] — pporueoneskammii
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“You think!” exclaimed Mr. Wilkins. “You think
must be alternate! Well, don’t think, you mustn't think,
must know.”

“Yes, sir,” said Jennings. g

“And if it is an alternate angle,” continued Mr. Wilk]
“it must be alternate to another one. Now, then, which |
gle is it alternate to?”

“I don’t know,” answered Jennings,

“You don’t know! Well, think, you silly little
think!”

“But you just told me not to think, sir. You
I mustn’t think.”’

The class began to laugh. But Mr. Wilkins did
laugh. They were laughing at him and not with him, §
nobody likes that. N

“Quiet,” he said loudly.

The boys stopped laughing.

“Sir, Jennings was quite right, sir, you told him,
mustn’t think, didn’t you, sir?” 4

“But, sir, 1f you tell him to think one mmute and
the next minute you tell him not to think, he —

“Silence!” shouted Mr. Wilkins, ‘

Mr. Wilkins’ voice was so loud that the boys imm
ately stopped talking.

“The next boy who makes a sound will be...” Mr.
kins could not think what he would do with the boy

The boys were silent. They felt that Mr. Wilkins
very angry at the moment. So the boys were silent, but ¢
smiled and they looked at one another! with an expres
that Mr. Wilkins did not like at all. :

Everything had been right, he told himself till
began to laugh. Now the angrier he became, the funn
they thought it was. Of course, they were quiet, b
Mr, Carter or the Headmaster. were in class it would ]Q
different kind of quietness.® What must he do? He co
keep them in class, of course. But he needed a hea
punishment for Form Three. He was still trying to thml

I at one another — gpyr ma gpyra

2 the angrier .. the funnier — uen;. Gomee COPAUTHIM ..
cMelEee ,i
3 it would be a different kind of gquieiness —oro Opiza ©

BCeM [Jpyrad THIOUHS
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peoner pubishrendt
vilie boys go.

Jvonings ran deowiii

war. “First Eleven versus! Bracebridge School.” And
v was his name. He was playing inside-right while John-
- was playing right-half, Everything was all right, and
nings ran to find Darbishire.

Bivhishive was still in the classroom with his exereise-
k wpen on the desk before him.

‘CGomne and look at the notice-board, Darbi,” said Jen-
gn. ““They've put the list of the boys for the First
von, P'm playing inside-right.”

Giood,” said Darbishire, and went on lcoking at the

icise hook.

But don’t you want to see it?” asked Jennings, He
Al not believe that anybody did not want to see it with
< Wi eyes,

‘I believe you,” said Darbishire. “No point? in going
« rending what you've already told me.”

‘Oh,” said Jennings. “Aren’t you glad I'm playing?”

I wm,” answered Darbishire.

“luside-right I'm playing,” said Jennings.

| know, you've just told me.”

“lohnson is playing right-half, and I'm playing inside-
ghil”

“That is the fifty millionth time you've told me that in
w ueconds,” said Darbishire. “You're playing inside-right.
iright, T know now. If anybody asks me, ‘Do you know
hetn Jennings is playing? T'll say, ‘Yes, inside-right!’
't think anybody will ask me, but if they do Il have
v nnnwer. ‘Inside-right,” T'll say.”

There was some irony in what Darbishire said, but Jen-
uis «lid not notice it. .

Yes, inside-right,” Jennings said. “Don’'s forget. If any-
ay asks you, say I'm playing inside-right.”

“I'l write it on the blackboard if you like,” answered
avhishire, and returned to his exercise-book.

What are you doing?” asked Jennings.

“Wall, T haven't done my geocgraphy lesson and Old Wil-
+ # taking us next lesson.”

vernns ['voisas] — mporus
No point — Her empicaa
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“1 haven’t done it either,” said Jennings. “What is it
 “Farming in- Austraha,” I answered Darbishire. “Yo
~see . I don’t like to work during break. But you saw wha
Old Wilkie was like during the last lesson, didn’t you? Sc
I think I'd better do my geography lesson.”

Jennings went to his desk and took out his geograph)
exercise-book.

“What goes on ? in Australia?” he asked.

“Rabbits,” answered Darbishire. “Millions and wmillion
of them; they eat all the wheat? that the farmers try u
grow.”

“Thank you very much,” said Jennings. “That’s enougl
for a start,” Jennings said. “Now stop talking, I'm goiny
to write somethmg about farming in Ausiralia in my exer
cise-book.”

. He opened his exercise-book and began to write.

At that very moment Mr. Wilkins was walking into hi
room. “I must do something to show these boys that I'm 1
force to be reckoned with,”* thought Mr. Wilkins. “Bu
what?” He had already tried all punishments, but they dil
not help at all. And in twenty minutes he had to give then
a lesson again. He decided to talk to Mr. Carter aboul
that.

“I tell you, Carter,”” Mr. Wilkins said when he wou
into Mr. Carter’s room, “Form Three is awful. They can'
behave, talk all the time don’t want to work. I was shoul
ing at them all morning.”

“But have you ever tried to talk quietly to them?” aske
Mr. Carter.

“Nonsense,” Mr. Wilkins said angrily, “I'm too e
with them. I must show these boys that I'm a force to |
reckoned with.” , ‘

“I don't think you're right, Wilkins,” said Mr. Carls

“It’s all very well for you,” Mr. Wilkins went on. “The
do as you tell them without any funny answers. You dou
even have to shout at them, you just look at them and the
eat out of your hand.”

! Farming in Australia [os'treiljo] — Cenncroe xosmiictso » A
cTpaium

2 {o go on — 30. DPOUCXOTATE

3 wheat fwi:t] — nmenuana

* that I'm a foree to be reckoned ['rekond] with —uro 71— cis
¢ KOTOPOH HAf0 CUMTATHCA ,
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“The only. thing T can advxse you sa1d Mr. Carter g
y to talk quietly with them.”

“Oh, no, what I need is a severe pumshment for the
ext time when they try to be funny.”™ :

The telephone on Mr. Carter’s desk rang.

“Excuse me,” he said to Mr. Wilkins. “Hallo! Linbury
curt School... Yes, Carter speaking... Oh, hallo, Parkinson,
ow are you?... Will you bring a strong team tomorrow?”

“I'm very sorry, Carter,” Mr. Parkinson was saying,
hut I shan’t bring any team at all. One of our pupils has
wn ill with the measles.! He's quite well now, but the
‘hool’'s month of guarantine ? will end only next week.
vnd as we have very little time before the end of the term
o can’t organize another game. So we'll have to cancel
o grame,”

Mr. Carter finished the conversation and told Mr. Wil-
ins the news. ‘

“IVs a pity,” said Mr. Wilkins., “I wanted to see that
wleh tomorrow very much. The boys will be sorry too..”

Suddenly an idea came to him.?

"Oh, goodness!” he exclaimed. “I've got an ideal” -

"What is it?” asked Mr. Carter.

"IUs just what T want, If I hear any more nonsense from
v Three, I'Hl cancel the maitch against the Bracebridge
lwal tomorrow.”

"But the Bracebridge School has already cancelled it,”
il Mr. Garter. “I've just told you. They're in gquarantine
v o measles,”

“"You, yes, yes,” Mr, Wilkins interrupted Mr. Carter.
i hnow that; you know that, but the boys doun't know it.

- they hehave badly, I can say, ‘All right. All of you will

ay in ' tomorrow, and there’ll be no match’.” Mr. Wilkins
a# happy with hlS idea. “If they think I can cancel foot-
M malches, they will look at me with a new respect. And
hpi thoy see that there will be no match tomorrow, there
W be no more funny answers during my lessons,” fin-

b‘Ml Wilkins.
f, Carler was greatly surprised.

#aales |"mi:zlz] — kops

Ravautine {"kworantinl — wapantng

Wwidenly an idea came to him.— Bgpyr emy B romosy mpu-
[ THIEN

N atay in — will stay in the classroom after the lessons
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“You can’t do that,” he said. “If you do that it will meax
that you can do things which you can’t de. I think eve
the Headmaster will never cancel a feotball mateh as |
punishment.” :

“But I'm not really cancelhng it,” said Mr. Wilkin
“And I'm not }eaHy punishing them at all, if they can’
play tomorrow.”

“I don't like the idea. Besides, they may all behav
so well that you don’t want to pumsh them.” !

Mr. Wilkins laughed at it and he was still laughin
some minutes later when the bell rang. 1

“T don’t like it,” repeated Mr. Carter when Mr. Wilkin
went to the door. ;

In the classroom Form Three opened their books and
exercise-books for the next lesson.

“It’s Geography with Old Wilkie,” said Venables. “I'nf
afraid he’ll get aneg when he sees my work. It’s too bad.”

“Never mind,”! said Jenmngs “Bracebridge match toq
morrow. I'm playmg inside-right...”

At that moment Mr. Wilkins came into the classroom|

“Get your geography prep,” 2 he said when he came u
to his desk.

Venables put up his hand as Mr. Wilkins sat down.

“Did . we have to write our geography prep in our exerd
cise-books, sir?” asked Venables, - ‘

“Whele else did you want to write it, on the ceﬂmg3 ‘

“No, sir. I wanted to know whether we just bad to learA
about Australia and not to write about it in our exercise-
hooks.”

“So you haven’t written it, have you? Very well, then,
if you —"

“QOh, but, sir, I have written it.”

“You said you hadn't.”

“No, sir. T just wanted to know, that was all.”

“Dont talk nonsense,” said Mr, VVllkms He asked Je
nings to come up to the master’s desk and took his exel
cise-book. “In Australia,” he read, “there is wheat by
there are many rabbits. So the farmers are very angt

! Never mind — Hupuero (me Gecmoxoiica)
2 prep — home-work
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hweause the rabbits eat the wheat. In England there are not
many rabbits. But I had one; mine was white and brown...”
de. Wilkins stopped reading. “What does this nonsense
wean?” he asked Jennings. ‘

“But, sir, it’s not nonsense,” said Jennings. “It’s true.
\ly rabbit was brown and white; my uncle gave him to
me for my birthday.”

“But I asked you to write about Awustralia, not your
hirthday presents. Can’t you see that what you've written
im'l what you had to write. The trouble is, Jennings, that
vou're half-sleeping. You need waking up. Go and put your
'wml1 under the tap in the wash-room and see if it'll help
(XL

“What, now, sir?”’ Jennings asked.

“Yes, now, and maybe you'll come back a little clev-
oy,

Jennings went to the wash-room, and Mr. Wilkins asked
Marbishire to come up to his desk and begin to read his
cawreise-book.

Soon Jennings returned. He did not look cleverer, of
~ourse, and his hair was quite dry. Mr. Wilkins looked at
lugpings and gaw that be had not done what be had told
kim o do. “Very well,” thought Mr. Wilkins, “I'll show you
Mal 'm not joking.”

“You've been very quick, Jennings,” said Mr. Wilkins.
i‘ome here.”

Jenuings came.

"I\ id you put your head under the tap as 1 told you?”

"Yog, sir.

“Plen ean you explain why your hair is quite dry?”

“Well, sir, you haven't told me to turn the tap on.”!
l'or the second t1me2 that morning the class began to

I loudly. ;

\Why didn’t you tell hun to turn the tap on, sir?” asked

< Iashire, ,

1, did you forget to tell him to turn the {ap on, sir?”
il Imnple
I you didn's tell him to turn the tap on, sir, he didn't
e had to, did he, sir?” said Atkinson,

“ s turn the tap on — orapuiTh Kpan
“1orthe second time — Bropoeit pas
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Mr. Wilkins waited. When everybody stopped laughmg
and talking he said:

“T've never in all my life heard such a silly answer 1
you think that it was clever of you! to do so —

“But it was only what you told him to do, sir,” said
Venables. ‘

“... and as Form Three laugh and obviously ? think that
it was clever of you to do so, they will have to suffer for
it.2 The whole class will stay in for two hours tomorrow
afternoon.”

“Oh, sir!” said the whole class.

Temple put up his hand.

“Sir, we can’t stay in tomorrow, sir,” he said, “because
there’ll be a match against the Bracebridge School. And even -

if we're not in the team, we have to watch it, sir, the Head-
master said so.”

“Yes, sir, the Bracebridge match, sir,” said three other,

boys.

Mr. Wilkins was silent. The boys began to smile: they
thought they had won.

“You will not play against the Bracebridge School to-
morrow,” Mr. Wilkins said suddenly. “The match is can-
. celled.” *

Form Three was surprised. They could net believe their
ears.

“Oh, but, sir,” they exclaimed, “you can’t do that, sir,
really, you ean’t, sir.”

“You heard what I said,” repeated Mr. Wilkins. “I warned
you and you didn't want to listen to what I was saying,
Very well, then — there’ll be no match tomorrow.”

“(Gh, sir,” said the whole class again.

“And if we behave very well —” began Darbishire.

“I don’t want to talk about it any more; the match i
cancelled,” repeated Mr. Wilkins.

He was very careful and did not say that it was h
who was cancelling the match; but if the boys thought s
he was certainly not going to tell them that it was no
true.

! jt was clever of you — Gplio yMHO ¢ TBOeli CTOPORH
2 obviously [‘obviashi] — cweBugmo
3 to suffer for it — moumaruThen 3a 970
4 The mateh is cancelled.— Maru ormensnerca.
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“Now the boys began to understand that the match was
cancelled because of ! Jennings.

“Jennings!” they shouted. “It's because of you, J enmngs’
You are a fool, Jennings!”

“Why couldnt you behave well. and do what Mr. Wilkins
old you?” said Venables who Iaughed louder than anybody
a few minutes before.

“Well, you thought it was funny, Venables,
nings.

“I never thought it was funny,
rybody knew that it was not true.

“And now perhaps we can continue the lesson,” said
Mr. Wilkins. v

“Sir,” said Jennings, “it was all my fault, sir. Can I
slay in and let the other boys go, so that they can have
the match, sir?”

“No, Jennings.”

“But, sir, it’s net fair to them,” said Jennings. “Please,
lot them have the match, sir, and Tl stay in, even if —"
he could hardly say the words — “even if it means that 1

.mt play. And —and T'll go back and wet my hair, too,
Hir,

“l don’t want to talk about it any more,” repeated
Mr. Wilkins. “And now, Darbishire, we will continue to read
What you have written about Australia.”

17

said Jen-

1

said Venables, but eve-

QUESTIONS

{. Why couldn’t the Bracebridge team come to Linbury?
2. How did Mr. Wilkins want to use this fact?

3. Why didn’t Mr. Carter like Mr. Wilking’ idea?

4. How did Jennings ‘help’ Mr. Wilkins?

U hecause of — m3-3a



' Chapter . THE POISONOUS SPIDER
Seven

Jennings knew that Mr. Wilkins
had cancelied the match because of him. But he thought
that it was not fair to him, because those who laughed the
loudest when all was well, were now blaming him. Only
Darbishire was sorry for Jennings.

“Never mind,” Darbishire said to Jennings. “You can’t
help it now, and I don't think it was your fault, really, be-
cause if they hadn’t laughed like that, Old Wilkie wouldn’t
have got so angry.” ! '

Jennings sighed.

“All right,” he said. “Let’s go.”

“Where?”

“Anywhere,” answered Jennings.

Slowly they walked across the school yard, and then to
the yard behind the kitchen. Robinson, the man who worked
in the kitchen was there, opening boxes.

“What is he going to do with all that wood?” Darbi-
shire asked Jennings. “Perhaps he can give me a liftle.”
Darbishire was going to make the model of Columbus’ ? ship,
the Santa Maria. “What do you think, Jen?"

“That’s a good idea!” said Jennings. "I want some wood
too for my toy-boat.” '

They went up to Robinson.

“Can you give us some —" Jennings began,

Rebinson looked up and suddenly shouted:

“Look out!” 3

The boys jumped and looked out. On one of the boxes
which was marked “Produce of Jamaica,” * they saw a large
spider. 4

A if they bhado’t laughed like that, Old Wilkie wouldn’t have
got so angry — ecan OB OHM He CMESNNCH TaK, CTapuHa YWARE 1
paccepamics GH Tar CHILHO

2 Columbus [ka’lambas] — Koxymé

3 Look out! — Bepermrecs, ocroposnao!

4 which was marked “Produce [prodju:s] of Jamaic
[d39'me1ka)] — ma koropom Omina sruxerka «IIpoayxr Hmaiixmy
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“Oh!” exclaimed Jennings. “What a beautiful spldel’ It
- almost as big as my hand.”

“Let’s catch it,” said Darbishire.

“Don’t touch it,” said Robinson. “It may be poisonocus.
I has come from Jamaica.”

e threw a piece of wood at the spider, but the spider
woit and ran as fast as its eight legs could carry it and
fod itself under the box.

“Don’t kill it, Robinson,” said Jennings. “You know, it
wiay be a rave spider.”

“1 don’t like them,” said Robinson. “Kill it before
bt you,”
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"“Yes, but what if it's rare,” said Jennings, “Let’s catch
it and take it to Mr. Carter, he knows all abeut spi-
ders.” ‘

Robinson agreed. Darbishire opened his pencil-box and
with the help of a ruler Jennings pushed the spider into
the pencil-box, and Darbishire quickly closed it.

“It will run away, I'm sure,” said Robinson. "I knew
a boy who was once bitten; his arm was so badly swollen
that when they wanted to take off his shirt they had to
take a knife and cut his sleeve.”

“That from a spider’s bite?” asked Darbishire.

“No, that was a snake. But they're all the same,” an-
swered Robinson.

With the pencil-box in their hands they walked to
Mr. Carter’s room. They knocked, bui there was no answer.
So they went to the dormitory and decided to put the spider
into a tooth glass before Mr. Carter could tell them what
kind of spider it was.

“He could see it better in a glass,” said Jennings.

“But whose tooth glass shall we use?” asked Darbishire.

“Yours, of course,” said Jennings, ‘“because it's in your
pencil-box now.”

“No”, said Darbishire, “you first saw the spider. So it
must be in your tooth glass.”

After a short conversation they decided to use Temple’s
tooth glass. This was not because they wanted to do any
harm,! but because there was some tooth-paste 2 inside the
glass. And on the tube?® they read that this tooth-pasto
killed germs.*

Jennings opened the pencil-box a littlé and loocked into
it. The spider was sitting in the middle of the box. Quickly
with the help of the ruler he put the spider into the glass
and covered the glass with the pencil-box.

“Tt looks poisonous, doesn’t it?” said Darbishire.

“It really "does,” amswered Jennings. “I read a story
once about man-eating spiders;® you don’t think it’s one of
those, do you?” ‘

ki

I to do any harm — naspenurn

2 {ooth-paste ['tu:6peist] — syGras nacra
3 a tube — 706uKR

4 a germ [dz9:m] — muxpot

5 man-eating spiders — mayxu-niofoenst
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“Maybe. But lets better go to the library- and look up
m the encyclopedia.”

They went to the hbraiy, took the encyclopedla and
began to look for “their” spider. But the work was not easy
al all, because there were four pages which described the
life of very many different spiders. So the hoys could not
tell which of all those spiders they had.

“I don’t think there’s something about it in the encyclo-
pedia,” said Jennings.

“Maybe it's so rare that they don’t know anything about
it," said Darbishire. “Let’s write to the British Museum !
nmel say that we've got a thing that is so rare it ien't in the
cieyclopedia.”

“That’s a good ideal!” exclaimed Jennings. “And let’s
wile them to send a man here to say what it is.”

They stood silent for a moment happy with their new
wlea. Then Darbishire said:

“Let’s not tell Mr. Carter about the spider till the man
from the British Museum comes.”

“Why?” asked Jennings.

“Because then the fact that we've discovered such a rare
thing will be a pleasant surprise for the teachers,” answered
Darbishire.

Now Jennings did not like the idea very much. He was
aut sure that the spider was really rare. So he thought they
sl show it to Mr. Carter before writing to the British
VMuseum. But as it was Darbishire’s spider he decided not
w hrgue.

The bell rang for afternoon classes before Darbishire
~uld begin the letter, and he went to the classroom.

By the end of the afternoon classes everybody had known
shout the man-eating spider. And Darbishire was ready to
wll the details,

‘Robinson says,” he explained, “that if it bites you,
sonr arm swells up and they have to cut your coat sleeve
w lake it off. Robinson just locked at the spider, and he
Luew what kind of spider it was. It happened to a friend
f his, you see, so we. know it must be true.”

‘I'he younger boys of the group to which Darbishire was
mlloing were a little afraid.

“I's quite safe now,” said Jennings. “So there is nothing

' Brilish Museum [mju:’ziem] — Bpurapcruii myseit
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to be afraid of.” Darbishire thought a little. “What I don't
know,” he continued, “is what I must give it to eat. I tried
to give it some sugar, but the spider didn't like it, becauso
it 'didn’t even look at the sugar.”

“1 wouldn’t like to feed it,” ! said Atkinson.

“Oh, "it's quite easy if you know anything about spi
ders,” said Darbishire. “Jennings just hypnotized it, whil.
I put the sugar into the tooth glass.”

The group wanted to know how to hypnotize spiders, bul
Darbishire said:

“I'm sorry, but I must go now and write a letter to the
British Museum.”

“To the British Museum?” asked Atkinson.

“Yes, to tell them that we've got a very raré spider,
about which we could find nothing even in the encyclope:
dia.”

It was always shepherd’s pie for tea on Fridays. Jen
nings liked it very much. Bt irrt~deyTe lost his appetiti
just as he had lost his appetite the previous Friday.? Las
week he had not been able to play in the match becaus
he was ill, and now he wasn’t ill, but Mr. Wilkins had can
celled the match. He decided to go and see Mr. Wilking,
and ask him to let the other boys play the game and not {u
punish everybody because of him.

After tea Jennings went to Mr. Wilking' room, but no
body answered his knock. So he decided to come back late
and now to go to the dormitory to watch Darbishire’s spi
der, There was mnobody in the room. On the shelf Jenning
saw Temple’s tooth glass. The spider was still there. Lil§

" Jennings it had lost its appetite and had not tried fo ea
its piece of sugar. Jennings was looking at it for a lon
time. It was certainly a beautiful spider; but Jennings coui
not believe that it was so poisonous or so rare that Darhi
shire must interrupt the work of the British Museum.

“How silly we shall look if this spider isn’t poisonol
and rare!” thought Jennings. “Well, I think Mr. Cartf
must know something about that.”

11 wouldn’t like to feed it.— He xorex Om A KopMuTe ero.
2 just as he had lost his appetite the previous Friday -— tax
KaK OB NOTePAN ammeTHT B HPOUITYI TATHHILY

58



Jennings 1took his soap-dish! from the wash-basin,
washed it, took the pencil-box from the tooth glass and put
tho soap-dish on the tooth glass. The next moment the spider
mmped from the upturned ? glass into the soap-dish which
lennings quickly clesed. Then Jennings left the tooth glass
aml pencil-box as he had found them and walked to
My, Carter’s room.

“Come in, Jennings,” he said, “what can I do for you?”

“Please, sir, do you know anything about spiders?” asked
Jennings and opened his soap-dish.

“That’s a fine spider,” said Mr. Carter. “Where did you
take it?”

“Out of the Temple's tooth glass, sir.”

Mr. Carter looked surprised.

“And before that it was under a box in the yard behind
the kitchen, sir,” Jennings explained. “Robinson says your
srm will swell up if it bites you. And Darbishire is going
tn write to the British Museum, because he’s sure it's a
wwry rare and poisonous spider. But I don’t think it's rare,
n | took it to ask you, sir.”

Mr. Carter looked at the spider and then to Jennings’
preat surprise, he took it with his right hand and put it
-1 his left hand.

“I'm sorry to disappoint Darbishire,” he said, “but this
pider isn’t poisonous or rare.’

ITe put it on his desk where, after running a little, it
slond stiil.

“No, Jennings, it isn't poisonous at all,” repeated
Mr, Carter. “It wouldn’t hurt a fly.® Or better to say, it

~onld hurt a fly, but it wouldn’t hurt anythmg else,” he
avrecled himself,

Now Jennings was sure that the spider was not poison-
~us, So he took it from Mr. Carter’'s desk and put it back
o the soap-dish.

The dormitory bell rang, and Jennings was going te
leave,

“I'll better put it back in the tooth glass then, sir,” he

l, “because Darbishire doesn’t know I've got it and he’ll

worried if he thinks it has run away.”

" a soap-dish [‘soupdif] — anbmma
’ np!umed [ap'te:nd] — nmepenepuyTHIR
" 14 wouldn’t hurt a fly— Or » Myxw ne o6upmr.
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The. telephone rang when Jennings made the first stop
to the door.

" “Hallo, Linbury Court ‘School - ‘here,” Mr. Carter said 1n|
the telephone “Who?... Bracebudge ‘School?... Oh, yos."

When Jennings heald the name of Bracebridge, 1]
started,! and the soap-dish fell down from his hand on the
floor and opened. The spider jumped out and hid itself ba.
hind the bookcase. Jennings took a pencil out of his pockol
and tried to drive the spider back ints the open.?

He did not mean to listen to Mr. Carter's conversation on
the telephone, but he could not leave the room without the
spider. So Jennings heard everything Mr. Carter was saying,

“What's that? You're coming tomorrow?” Mr. Carlor
said. “But Mr. Parkinson telephoned me this morning and
cancelled the game. He said you had had measles.”

Jennings forgot the spider and began to listen atien
tively., He waited while Mr. Carter listened to a long expla-
nation from the Bracebridge School.

Then Mr. Carter said: “Oh, I see. Yes, I think you're
right. It's only three weeks for the measles. If you startod
on the fourteenth,® you were out of guarantine yesterday,
Well, I'm very glad, and we'll expect you tomorrow at two
thirty... All right. Good-bye.”

Mer. Carter finished the conversation and turned ts soe
Jennings on his knees near the bookcase.

“What are you doing here, Jennings?” he asked. "l
thought you had gone.”

Jennings explained how the spider had hidden itself
behind the bookcase and said that he could not go withoul
it. Mr. Carter went down on his knees and together they
tried to drive the spider into the open.

‘And all the time Jennings was thinking about Mr. Cir
ter’s conversation,” “If Bracebridge School cancelled the
match because of its measles nobody could blame him fu
it. Then, if Bracebridge School telephoned in the morning
Mr, Wilkins had known about that before he came inl
the classroom. Then, if — ( i

! to start — B3gparmeatTs . |

2 and tried to drive the spider back info the open -— m monsrma
Cff BRITHATH AVKA Ha OTKDBITO® MECTo |

3 If you started on the fourteenth — Ecnm camrars ¢ woTBIpUA
AMAToro
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“Well, you haven’t helped me much,” said Mr. Carter.
1 wlood up and put the spider back in the scap-dish. “You
e ter tell Davrbishire to let it go,! not in the building, of
sy ‘~.U

“Sir,” said Jennmgs “Mr. Wilkins said he was cancel-
hing: lhe match because I didn’t turn the tap on, and you
-ul un the telephone —

“That telephone conversation, Jennings, was between
I .eebridge School and met,” said Mr. Carter.

“Yes, but Mr, Wilkins can’t do that, can he, sir? It’s
oot fair; and what'll happen tomorrow when they come?”

Mr, Carter said, “Go to bed, Jennings, and don’t ask so
sy questions. You remember what happens to the Ele-
ioant’s 2 Child when he began to ask many questions?”

"Yes, sir,” said Jennings. When he went up to the door
W slopped. “Yes, but, siv —7

CiE Mr. Wilkins says that your form must stay in to-
swnrow afternoon, you must stay in, and that’s all.”

“Yes, sir,” said Jennings and left Mr. Carter’s room.

In ‘Lhe corridor he met Mr. Wilkins,
b:r Jennings began, “I must see you, sir. It’s impor-
£, .,,[ :

Mr. Wilkins was not very glad to see him,

“Well?” he said.

“wir, will you keep me in tomorrow and not the others?
towasn’t their fault, sir. And they’re so angry with me.”

“I'm not surprised,” said Mr. Wilkins. “But when I say

‘ihing, Jennings, it will be as 1 say.”

irnpings tried to tell Mr. Wilking about Mr. Carter’s

 hone conversation, but Mr. Wilkins interrupted him.

You're late for dormitory, and you haven't put on your

- shoes yet,” said Mr. Wilkins. “Go downstairs and do

onee.”

Vith the soap-dish in his hand Jennings went down-

<, and Mr. Wilkins went to see Mr. Carter.

h, Wilkins,” said Mr. Carter when Mr, Wilkins came
bis room. “Bracebridge School has just telephoned me.
nee, Parkinson thought that the quarantine for the
les was one month.”

Well,” said Mr, Wilkins.

"o et it go — OTHYCTUTH €ro
an clephant [‘elifont] — caos
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“But it isn't one month; it's only {wenty-one days. And
as nobody was ill with the measles in the last three weeks
they can come and play tomorrow.”

“What?” exclaimed Mr, Wilkins. He could punish Fon
Three and make them stay in, he thought, but he could no
punish the whole school.

“What am 1 going to do?” he asked.

“Well, I warned you,” said Mr. Carter. “I think you
have to find a reason to let them play the game.”

With a sad face Mr. Wilkins left the room. That day
was a teacher on duty.

QUESTIONS

Where did Jennings and Darbishire first see the spide
Why did Darbishire decide that the spider was rare af
poisonous?

What did Darbishire want to do with the spider?

How did Jennings find out that the spider was not raf
or poisonous?

How did Jennings learn the truth about the football
match?

bo =
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Chapter BEWARE OF THE SPIDER! !
Eight ‘

When the dormitory - bell rang,
Darbishire went to the dormitory in front of his {riends.
Temple, Venables and Atkinson followed him.

“Now I'll show you the spider,” Darbishire was saying,
“hut you must be very careful and not to frighten it.,”

When the boys entered the room, Darbishire stopped
dead in front of the shelf. '

“It has run away,” he said in horror.

“What!” exclaimed Temple, Venables and Atkinson to-
gether looking at the empty tooth glass with a pencil-box
o i, :

“Yes, it has run away,” said Darbishire. “The pencil-box
han been moved a bit since Jen and I left it.” 2

“It must be somewhere in the dormitory,’

We'il certainly find it if we look.”

“But we mustn’t touch it, because it’s poisoncus,” said
Venables. ]

. “And if it jumps at us?" asked Atkinson. “What'll we
)"

“We'll have to try hypnotizing it,” said Darbishire. “I'm

v Jennings hasn't come yet.”

“1t must be in somebody’s bed or in somebody’s pyja-

" said Atkinson.

ey began looking for the spider.

“You're a fool, Darbi,” said Temple. “Because you want
- wrile to the British Museum and become famous, we

a1 po to bed.”
Well, how could 1 know that it would run  away?”
-l Darbighire,
l'verybody knows that a great spider can move such
mall pencil-box,” Temple went on. “I think it jumped

?

said Temple.

" Meware [bi'wea] of the Spider! — Ocropoyrmo — mayx!
The pencil-box has been moved [mu:vd] a bit sinee Jen and
€lt i, - llenan HEeMHOro CABHEYT, ¢ TeX IOp Kak MEI ¢ Jlxtempmm-
§ urTamIg ero,
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"Yon, doo’l stand there like that,” sald Atkinson. "1t
ey juimp al you suddenly.”

Jonnings hegan to smile as he understood what N
happened.

"Wall, you're a group of fools. How can you be afiil

of n little spider!” said Jennings and put the socap-dish
tho shell above his bed. Then he took off his coat aud
shoes.

“You — you're not geing to go to bed are vou?" asked
Venables.

“Of course I am; I'm not afraid of the spider,” aw
swered Jennings.

“You know what’ll happen if it bites you, don’t vou?"
said Atkinson.

Jennings laughed and went on taking off his clothes.
He began to sing a song and sometimes locked at hiu
soap-dish.

Suddenly Darbishire cried ouf, “Lock outl”

Even Jennings jumped, though he knew that there wus
no danger, while Atkinson and Venables almost fell from
their chairs.

Darbishire pointed to J enmngs pillow.

“There,” he whispered. “Look! The poisonous spidel ]
footprints.”

Jennings looked at his pillow.

“But these are cake crumbs,”! exclaimed Jennings and
began to laugh. “You look very funny up there,” he added.

“Jennings may be very brave,” said Venables, “but T'll
stay up here till Old Wilkie comes and tell us what to
do.”

“0Oh, gosh!” said Jennings. He stopped laughmg at once,
“Does Old Wilkie know about this?”

“Temple had gone to bring him here,” said Atkinson.

Jennings thought for a moment. He had decided to try
to talk to Mr. Wilkins about fomorrow’s match again. “But
what will Old Wilkie think when he finds out that I'm re-
sponsible for all this?”

*I say, Darbi,” a1d Jennings. “Let's go into the corridor;
I want to talk to you.”

“But I'm afraid to go down,” said Darbishire unhappily.:

“But it's important. Look, you can see there’s no spider’

kk)

1 erumbs [kramz] — rpomnz
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between your chair and the door, Besides, I'll hypnotize the
ppidor if it jumps out at you.”

With a sad face Darbishire jumped down from his chair
+nl went into the corridor after Jennings.

“Well?” he asked.

“Look, it’s quite all right about the spider,” Jennings

I in a whisper. “It's in the soap-dish on the shelf above
v+ bed. I took 1t to show Mr. Carter, and he says it isn’t
e of poigonous.”

Hisn't it?7

“No, it isn’t.”

Darbishire was happy that the spider was not peisonous,
Iwcause now he had nothing to be afraid of. At the same
fune he was very unhappy, because it was not a rare
npider.

“It’s a good thing I haven’t sent my letter to the British
Museum yet. And what'll the other boys say when they find
out? They'll think I've been fooling them.! They'll never
holieve me after this if I come in with a laugh and say
that it isn't poisonous. I'm sure they’ll say I knew it all
the time and have been fooling them.”

“Then don’t tell them about if,” Jennings advised.

“Yes, but I can’t let them go on thinking? it’s poi-
sonous, They’ll stand on their chairs all night.”

“And if we say that it isn’t peisonous Old Wilkie will
think I've taken it specially to raise an alarm ? in the dor-
mitory. You see, there may be a match tomorrow, so we
have to put him in a good mond.” *

“What shall we do, then?” Darbishire wanted to know.

“I think the best .thing to do is to open the soap-dish
and let the spider leave it,” said Jennings.

“Yes, and let somebody else see it in the room,” added
Darbishire.

They returned to the dormitory and Darbishire stood on
the chair again. A moment later he shouted “Look!” and
pointed to the far end of the room. While Atkinson and Ve-

1 T've been fooling them — g gypavy #x
2 I can’t let them g0 oOn thmkmam;{ He Mory HO3BOINTH, 4TO-
Gn1 oxm HPOAOIKANA AYMATh
3 to raise an alarm [o’la'm] — mopEaTE TpEROTY
4 to put him in a good mood — mpmzecT ero B xapomep Ha-
cTpoeHIe
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nables turned their heads, Jennings opened the soap-dish
and the spider got out.

“Oh, sorry,” said Darbishire, “another false alarm.”

Atkinson and Venables turned away from the false
alarm, and their eyes continued to look for the spider. Bul
though their eyes often looked at the shelf above Jennings’
bed, they did not notice the spider.

Jennings wanted to put the spider back into the soap-
dish before Mr, Wilkins came. Then he could talk to hi
about the match again. But the time passed, and Atkinso
and Venables did not see the spider, i
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Mr. Wilking -'was not in a good mood when Templo
came into Matron's sitting-roomi and told him the news about
the poisonous spider. He was thinking about tomorrow’s
inatch. So he was not in a.good mood either, when he came
into Dormitory Four,

“Now, what's the matter?”’ Mr. Wilkins asked angrily.
“What are you boys doing on those chairs? Come down at
once.”

“But, sir, it’s poisonous,” said Venables.

“Wcll how do you know it’s poisonous?” asked Mr. Wil-
kins, o

“But we proved it, -sir,” said Atkinson. ‘“Darbishire
looked it up in-the encyclopedia.” -

“And it came from Jamaica,” said Venables.

“And Robinson said that it locked like the gplder Wthh
bit his friend,” said Temple. \

“And his arm swelled up,” said Venables.

Mr. Wilkins knew nothing about spiders. “It may be
true or it may not,” he thought, “but it will be betier not
Lo rlsk ” :

“All vight,” he said. “We'll soon find out about it.” ‘

Jennings decided to talk to Mr. Wilking at once before
the situation hecame worse. He came up to Mr. Wilkins.

“Please, sir,”’ he said. “I wanted to talk to you about
Ahe match. Please, sir, can you let me. stay in and let the,
others play?” o

Mr. Wilkins got angry.

“Can’t you see, Jennings, that Ive got something more
important to do than talk about football matches. This is
very serions. If this spider is really poisonous it — it — well,
it can bite somebody.”

“Yes, sir, but this match —

“Go away. Go and stand on a chair with the others.”

Jennings had nothing to do,! but take his chair and
stand on it in the mldd]e of the room together with the
olher boys.

Mr. Wilkins looked round the dormitory.

“Well, I can't see any spider,” he said. He came
up to Jennmgs bed and now was standing below? the

k2]

)

! Jennings had nothing to do — [wenduncy mudero #e ocTa-
HANLOCH ’
2 helow [bi'lou] = under
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“Stand still, you boys,” Mr. Wilkins said. “I'm going to
knock it off ! with my hand.”

“It may bite your hand, sir,” said Atkinsoun.

For half a second Mr. Wilkins thought.

“You looked this thing up in the encyclopedia, Darbi-
ihire,” said Mr. Wilkins, “Which end bites, the back or the
“ront?” ’

“But I can't tell? one end from the other,” answered
Yarbishire,

The situation was not pleasant, and Mr. Wilkins did not
ke it at all.

Suddenly Jennings came down from his chair and Wem
ip to Mr, Wilkins.

“It’s all right, sir,” he said. “Stand still and T'll take it
of £,

“Don’t touch it, boy, don’t touch it,” said Mr. Wilkins.

“But I know how to do it, sir,” said Jennings, “I can
hypnotize it, sir.”

Jennings locked at the spider for a moment. Then
i took it from Mr Wilking' coat and put it in a tooth
rlags.

For some seconds everybody in the dﬂrmltery was S0
surprised that nobody could say a word.

“Well done,® Jennings!” said Temple at Jast.

“Very brave of him, sir, wasn’t it?” said Atkinson.

‘ “Perhaps he has even saved your life, sir,”” said Ve-
nables. '

“Yes, yes, thank you very much,” said Mr. Wilkins,
‘Very brave of you.”

“That’s all right, sir,” Jennings answered. “And sir —
ur, about this match; it was all my fault really and T --"

“Oh, yes, the match,” said Mr. Wilkins. That was the
answer to his problem! “Well, now, we've just seen what
Jennings has dome, and in recognition of this,* the match
against Bracebridge School will take place tomorrow.”

“Thank you, sirl” The boys were happy. Mr Wilkins
was smiling. He was happy too.

! to knoek off — cuaxuyrs

2 to tell — 34. ormmumTs

% Well done — Monogen)!

! in recognition [rekognifon] of thns-B 3HAK UPEIHAHIA TOIO,
Hro ou cefiqac cAeaan
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“And now if you give me that tooth glass, Jennings,”
said Mr. Wilkins, “I'll take the spider downstairs and
kill it.”

On his way downstairs Mr., Wilkins decided to tell
Mr. Carter what had happened in Dormitory Four.

“l say, Carter, this spider nearly bit me now, but Jen-'
nings was very quick and —"

Mr. Carter smiled and took the tooth glass from Mr. Wil-
kins’ hands.

“You mustn't smile, Carter,” said Mr. Wilkins, “The spi- -
der is poisoncus. Oh, don’t touch it,” he shouted, as
Mr, Carter took the spider out of the tooth glass and put
it on his hand.”

“Oh, no, it isn’t,” said Mr. Carter. “It isn't poisonous at
all. 1 told J ennmgs it wasn't when he brought it here
earlier this evening.”

“What?" shouted Mr. Wilkins. “You told __’9 You mean
Jennings knew that the spider wasn't pdisonous all the time?
And he let me... So that was the game, wasn't it?”

Mr. Carter didn’t understand.

“But he took it from my collar and 1 congratulated him,
because it was brave of him to do that.”

“Did Jennings tell you the spider was poisoncus?’’ asked
Mzy. Carter.

“Well, no, he didn’t,” said Mr. Wilkins, “but everybody
else seemed to think! it was poisonous. And I said they
could play the match tomorrow because of what Jennings
had done.”

“But you would have to do that, anyway,”? said
Mz. Carter. “It gave you a very good excuse.”

“Yes, I know but..” Mr. Wilkins could not find the
right words to tell Mr. Carter about his feelings. “But it's
deceitful,® and I must punish Jennings for it.”

“I don’t think you must do anything like this, Wilkins.
You see, Jennings was here when 1 talked over the tele-
phone to Bracebridge Schoeol, and quite by chance he found
out everything about tomorrow’s match.”

- ! seemed to think — naszazocs, nymannu
2 But you would have fo do that, anyway — Bawm H}“I/II]IJIOCL 384
370 cnemu B JA1000M cayHae
3 it’s deceitful [di'si: tful] — 570 00MaH
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“Oh!” exclaimed Mr. Wilkins; and became very thoughte
ful. : .
“Qp,” Mr. Carter went on, “I think, it'll be better to let
sleeping dogs lie,! don’t you?”

Mr. Wilkins stood silently for .a moment. At last he
tpoke.

“Yes, perhaps you're right, Carter,” he said slowly.
“...Perhaps you're right.” -

QUESTIONS
1. How did ‘Darbishire lose the spider?

2. How did the boys find the spider?
). How did Jennings help Mr. Wilkins to get out of trouble?

! fo let sleeping dogs lie — me KacaTicAd HeTPHATEHX BOIPOCOB
(Cpagnure: He TpoHLr HUX0, NOKA CIUT THXOC.)



Chapter - JENNINGS USES HIS HEAD
Nine ; ,

A% two-thirty on Saturday morning
the Bracebridge team arrived.

“I'm very sorry for that silly mistake about the quaran
tine,” said Mr. Parkinson, as Mr. Carter greeted him.

“That's quite all right,” said Mr. Carter. “It didn’t caus
us any trouble,! did it, Wilking?”

“Oh, no, no, no, not at all, not at all,” Mr. Wilkins an
swered quickly, but did not leok at Mr. Carter.

Soon Mr. Carter blew his whistle and the match begau
It was soon clear to everybody that the two teams weir
even? in the game. During the first half neither side
scored.’

Jennings was playing a hard game, but he knew that le
was not playing his best game. He was much younger than
the other players and it was his first match. So he was very
nervous.

His first chance came in the second half — and I»
missed it! Linbury boys were attacking. When the ball wa
coming straight towards him, he was less than ten yardy
from the goal. The goalkeeper was at the other end of
the goal. Jennings drew back his right foot* and tried ig
kick as hard as he could — but missed the ball! Johnson was
just behind him. He kicked the ball, and it flew inlo
the net.

The whistle blew: one-nil.’

The boys whoe watched the game were happy.

“Linbury!” they cried out. “Linbury! Play up® Lin
buryi”

' It didn’t cause [ko:z] us any trouble ['trabl] — 910 we mpu
HIJIO HaM EHKAKHX HeNpmsATHOCTel
? even ['i: vn] — OJMHAKOBHIH, paBEbLIA
¢ peither ['naido] side scored [sko:d] — mm opma (komampma) v
sabumia roma
.4 drew back his right foet——uanex{o OTBEJA TIPABYW EOTY
.5 one-nil —1:0 (cuer 6 uepe)
& Play up! — l[aBaﬂ wmmn!
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Loudest of all was Mr. Wiltkins. Ile cried so loudly thal
Mr. Parkinson, who was standing near him, decided ta witely
the second half of the game from the other side of the Tout
hall field.

Jennings walked along the field with mingled feclings.!
He was happy because his team had scored a goal. At the
same time he felt sad because it was not he who had done
it. “I could do it so easily,” he thought. And he tried hard
to play as well as he could.

“Well, ’m doing all right now,” he told himsgelf, and
then made his second mistake. The Bracebridge forwards
were attacking now, and Jennings went back to his own
penalty area.?

“You're out of your place,” Johnson told him.

Jennings decided not to answer him. “I'll show them
how well T can play in my own penalty area.” He was

‘landing near the goalkeeper when the Bracebridge centre-
forward kicked the ball towards the goal. It was not meant
to be a shot® and it was not éven a good pass. The ball
wvas slowly moving towards the goalkeeper, and Parslow,
the Linbury goalkeeper, could easily catch it. He was al-
weady going to do it when Jennings jumped in front of him
ying to kick the ball. But he was not quite quick encugh,
and- after hitting his boot the ball flew into the corner of
e net.

The whistle blew: one all.*

Everybody was disappointed. But the Headmaster began
ty applaud and everybody had to do the same.

“Why do we have to applaud when we're sorry, sir?”.
Mkinson asked Mr. Wilkins.

“You're applauding your opponents’ good play,” an-
swered Mr, Wilkins,

“But it wasn’t good play, sir,” said Atkinson. “Their
hoy didn't even mean to shoot, did he, sir? It was Jennings
who scored, wasn’t it, sir?”

“Yes, I think it was, really.”

“Well, why do we have to applaud then, sir?”

! with mi ,gled feelings — co cMelmamubIM TYBCTBOM
2 penalty ['penslt;] area [‘eord] — mirpadman wmmolmagxa
3 It was not meant to be a shot — 3ro 1e jommuo Ownao GLITH
CARPOM IO BOPOTAM -
‘oneall—1:1
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~ “Because... - Ob, watch the game, Atkinson,” saif
Mr. - Wilkins.

‘ Jennings had never felt so unhappy in his life. Nobody
said anything, but it was quite clear to Jennings what tho
boys from his team were thinking of his play.

There were only a few minutes left before the end of
the game, He had another chance to show everybody how
well he could play in the last minute of the game. He was
“in front of the goal with only the goalkeeper between tho
~goal and himself. But he missed again. He shot straight at
the goalkeeper who was jumping nervously in the middle of
“the goal. The ball' hit the goalkeeper on the right knee and
went over the bar.! Mr. Carter blew the whistle fm a cor-
ner kick.

Jennings could not beheve his eyes. “There won’t bho
another chance,” he thought sadly. There was nothing ho
could do now. He had: had every chance to s‘mw how well
he could play, but...,

Mr, Carter was looking aft his watch and ‘was gomg
1o blow the Imai whistle immediately after the corner
kick.

Everyhody was silent. Suddenly they heard a loud shout

“Never mind, Jennings. Better luck next timel” 2

It was Darbishire. He had looked at Jennings’ sad faco
and was very sorry for him.

Nuttal was just going to kick the ball when Darbishire
shouted. When Jennings heard his name he turned his head
for a second. So he did not see the ball coming to his head
till it was too late. Suddenly he saw an object which way
going to hit him. He did not have time to think. So he triod
to jump away but failed.® The ball hit him in the middle
of his forehead and knocked him off his feet.

He lay on the ground for a moment with his eyes closed,
" Sc he did not see the Bracebridge goalkeeper. taking tha
ball from the back of the net. He did not hear Mr. Carter
blow his whistle to show that Jennings had scored a goal,
Immediately after that Mr. Carter blew a long final whistle
to show that the game was over.

! and went over the bar —m mepexeren uopes TnepeRnauany

2 Never mind, Jennings. Better luek next timel — Huuero, [[xe|
" ERHC. Cneny(om;zm pas noaeseT!

3 but failed — HO y Hero Huvero He BBHIILIO
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The first thing that Jennings knew was the whole First
lleven were helping him to his feet.

“Well done, Jernings!’

“A fine shot!”

“The most wonderful shot 1've ever gseen!”

It took Jennings a few seconds ! to understand what was
happening. So they have won the match, and it was he who .
has scored the second goal.

“It’s very good of you to congratulate me but..” Jen-

' It took Jenmings a few seconds — Dneunmncy nounagoGminocs
1CCROJBRE CERYHT
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Chapter A A PET IN THE SCHOOL

Ten

It so happened that three days
later Atkinson fell ill! and Matron put him into the sick-
rvom. On the second day he was feeling a little better.
As he had nothing to do he wrote a letter to his grand-
mother. In the letter he told her that he was ill,

His grandmother was a very kind old woman who loved
ler grandson very much. When she received the letter she
decided to go to Linbury at once. So she took some fruit
with her and started off.

When she arrived at the fown of Dunhambury, which
was five miles from the school, an idea came to her, “I must
bring him something to cheer him up during his illness,”
the thought. “What must I buy?”

She tried to find a toy shop, but there were no toy
shops, in Dunhambury. Sheé became very sad, but at the
lnst moment she saw a small shop “Dunhambury Pet
Niores” 2

“That’s the place where I can buy a present for my
yrandson,” she thought and went into the shop.

Mr. Wilkins was standing near the window when Atkin-
ron's grandmother came down from the sick-room and
rrossed the hall on her way ® to the front door.

“Good afternoon, Mr. Wilkins,” she said. “I've just scen
Robin. I think he’s better now.” )

“Of course,” said Mr. Wilkins. He did not know who he
win talking to. There were at least* six Robins in the
«vitnol, and this lady was the grandmother of one of them.
Iint whose? Parslow and Thompson were both in the sick-

! fell ill — zabomen

2 Pet Steres [sto:z] ~— MarasuH o OpojaKe  JOMAININX  HIH-
BorbiX .
> on her way — 3d. HAIPaBIAACk
4 at least [li:st] = Do wpaiineil mepe
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room, he remembered. He also remembered that Thompson
had sprained his ankle ! during the last foothall match.

“How’s Robin’s sprained aukle?”’ he asked.

Atkinson’s grandmother looked surprised.

“l didn’t know he had sprained his ankle,” she said.
“I thought he was suffering {rom tonsillitis.” 2

“Yes, yes, of course. Tonsillitis,” said Mr. Wilkins. Now
be was sure that he was talking to Parslow’s grandmother.

“I've brought a few things for him,” Mrs. Atkinson went
on and showed Mr. Wilking some parcels on the hall table.
“Matron isn’t in the school this afternoon, so I left the
parcels here till she comes back. I haven’t told Bobin what
I've brought because I don’t know what you allow your boys
to have and what you don’t.”

“That’s all right. He'll get your parcels,” said Mr, Wii-
kins. “Good-bye, Mrs.— er — er — Murs. Parslow.”

“Mrs. Atkinson,” she corrected.

“Yes, yes, of course, Silly of me. Excuse me, please.”

Mr. Wilkins decided to take the parcels to Matron’s room
at once. Suddenly he heard a high-pitched squeak? from
one of the parcels, a wooden bhox with holes in the lid.

There was something wrong,! Mr. Wilkins decided. What
food could give such a sound? He loocked into the box, and
then opened his eyes wide in surprise. From the box a
small white guinea-pig was looking at him.

“l —I —Corwumph!” exclaimed Mr. Wilkins and quickly
went out of the hall into the school yard. But Mrs, Atkinson
had already gone.

“Really some grandmothers had no idea of school rules,”
Mr. Wilkins thought angrily.

When Mr. Carter came into Mr. Wilkins’ room the next
morning, he was surprised to find Mr. Wilking crawling
round the room on his hands and knees.

“What are you doing, Wilkins?" asked Mr. Carler.

“I'm looking for something,” answered Mr. Wilkins.

“What have you lost?” :

! had sprained his ankle — pactanyn mory
2 gonsillitis [,tonsilaitis] — romsuanmr, BocUANEENe MABIAJNHE
3 a high-pitched [harpitft] squeak [skwi:k]— npousurens:
DOHCK
4 There was something wrong — 3pecs 410-10 HE Tagr
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“Well, T've ... Well, T know you may not heliove m
Carter, but I've lost a guinea-pig.”

“1 never knew you kept guinea-pigs,” said Mr. Carl
in surprise.

“I don't keep guinea-pigs,” exclaimed Mr. Wilkin
“I've never kept guinea-pigs in my life.”

d‘;Then how could you lose something that you nov
had?"” .

Mr. Wilkins explained. “I told the Headmaster ahoul |
and he wrote to Atkinson’s grandmother that we couldr
keep guinea-pigs. So he asked her to come and tako bac
her guinea-pig as soon as possible. He also wrote that o
of the teachers would keep it till she came. And now il h
run away. It was sitting in its box when 1 went into scho
this morning, and when I came back just now I found tl
lid half open and the box empty.”

“1f the door was clogsed it must still be in the rom
somewhere,” said Mr, Carter looking behind the bookcay

“Yes, but I'm not sure the door was closed. When | b
gin to think of it, I believe I left it open. But how could
know that an animal like this is strong enough to open
1d?” ‘

“Perhaps it was hungry. Did you give it anything
eat?”’ '

“Not very much, I'm afraid. I could give him only a
leaf which I found in a history exercise-book. Some puj
from the third form had left it there. But the guineap
didn’s even want to look at it. It just turned away its nose

“I'm sure it’s gone to look for something to cat,”” sa
Mr. Cazter. “You'll have to get some cabbage leaves wh
you find it.”

“Yes, I will —if T find it,” said Mr. Wilking and wau
towards the door. At the door he turned and said: “l
really too bad, Carter. I have enough to do, teaching boy
without looking after their grandmother’s prescents. The:
old ladies must learn to obey school rules at last.”

“Good hunting,! Wilkins!” Mr. Carter said with a smil

If only Mr. Wilking had turned to the lelt2 and not
the right when he was leaving his room! Thon he wou

! Good hunting — CuacTampoii 0X0TH
2 1f only Mr. Wilkins had turned to the left — Ilean Gu ronn
MACTED YHJIKHH3 HOBEpPHYI HaXeBO
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liave arrived! in the boot-rcom and saw Jennings, who
greatly surprised, was looking at a small guinea-pig with’
pink eyes.

But Mr. Wilkins turned to the right. So it was Darbi-
shire, hurrying to the boot-room looking for his left house
shoe who saw Jennings.

“VVhat are you doing here, Jen?” he began loudly. “We
must be...

“Sshl Quiet, Darbi!” whispered Jennings.

Darbishire stopped, because at that moment he saw two
pink eyes leoking at him.

“A  real, live?® guinea-pigl” exclaimed Darbishire.
“Where did it come from?”

“Don’t shout,” Darbi,” Jennings whispered again. “Do
you want everybody know about it? Think of the row there
will be if Old Wilkie or somebody finds out there is a guin-
ea-pig in the school.”

“Yes, but how did it come here?”’ asked Darbishire again.
“It isn't yours, is it?”

“Of course not! I just came down here to look for an
apple which I had left here, and there 1t was on the floor.”

“Your apple?”

“No, you silly, the guinea-pig,” answered Jennings angri-
ly. “It can’t belong to any boy in the school because school
rules don’t allow to keep pets in the building. And I can’t
think of any of the teachers who could keep guinea-pigs.”

“What about Matron? She likes animals. She’s got a cat
. already, so why...’

“That'’s Why3 she can’t keep a gunea pig. Cats and
guinea-pigs don’t live friendly together.”

“But it must belong to somebody. So what shall we do
with it?” §

“We can’t give it back to anybody if nobody has lost
it,”” said Darbishire, A

“Of course not. And if we give it to a teacher he'll just
say school rules don’t allow pets and that's all.,”

“And think what'li happen if this helpless animal meéts
Matron’s cat,” said Darbishire.

It was certainly Jennings who decided what to do.

! Then he would have arrived — Torpa om 6w mpmizen
2 live [laiv] — muBoi
¢ That’s why — Bor nouemy
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“Let's keep it till we find who it really beiongs to,”
he said. ,
“But what about the rules?” asked Darbishire.

“It’H have to be a secret pet,” said Jennings, “that’s alll
Nobody must know anything about it — least of all' Old
Wilkie, or any of the teachers.”

He took the little animal from the floor. The guinea-pig
felt quite happy in Jennings’ hands and didn’t move.

Jennings’ eyes shone with pleasure.

“We must give him something nice to eat so he’ll know
we're his friends,” said Darbishire. “But what?"”

“There may be some cabbage leaves in the pig
food  bin,” 2 decided Jennings and put the guinea-pig in
the waste-paper basket? Let’s go and see what we
can find.”

“We mustn’'t leave him there,” said Darbishire.

“Why not? He’ll be happy enough.”

“But it won't be safe. They empty that waste-paper bas-
ket three times each term, and if anybody decides to do it
when we...”

“Iil be all right there for a few minutes,” * Jennings
mterrupted Darbishire. “We can't take him with us because
we may meel somebody.”

The guninea-pig was really guite happy in the waste-pa-
per basket and did not try to escape.

“We must think of a name for him,” Jennings said when
they were leaving the boot-room.

Darbishire thought for a moment. “Pingo, Pongo, Pango,”
he said. ‘

“Don’t talk such nonsense, Darbi,” said Jennings.
“I don’t want any funny names for him. I want a proper
name.? I think I'l call him Mr. Saunders.”

“Why?”

! least of all — npeswae Beero

2 a pig food hin — mycopmEOe Besmpe, B KOTOPOS COGHPADT TAINY
Il cRuEeH

3 a waste-paper basket ["weist peips ’"baskit] —— mopsumma pas wme-
inysaci GyMarm, Mycopa
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“Well, why not? Why do people call you ‘Darblshlre’?

“Oh, thats easy. My father says that many years ag
our faml]y

This was not a good moment, Jennings decided, to tel
the history of the Darbishire family.

“We'll have to lock out when we come io the kitchen-
garden,” he said, “Mr. Wilkins may see us. Well, he locks
like a man whom I knew at home.”

“Who? Mr, Wilkins?”

“No, you silly!l The guinea-pig. It looks like the
boy 1 was telling you about, and his name was
Saunders.”

Suddenly the boys saw Mr. Wilkins. He was coming
along the corridor towards them. There was something un-
usual about! him that the boys certainly noticed. Mr. Wil-
kins passed them by without a word,

“What’s the matter with Old Wilkie?” asked Darbi-
shire.

“1 don’t really know,” said Jennings.

“And if he goes to the boot-room and starts rummaging
about 2 in the waste-paper basket?” L

“Why do you think he's going to rummage about i
the waste-paper basket?”

“Perhaps he thought he heard a guinea-pig inside.”

“You're crazy, Darbi. Old Wilkie doesn’t even know
there’s a guinea-pig in the school. He has never even heard
of Mr. Saunders. So why must he start looking for him in
the waste-paper basket?”

Perhaps Jennings was right, Darbishire told himself, and
there was nothing to worry about.

The boys continued their way towards the kitchen, and
did not see Mr. Wilkins who at that time was going down-
stairs.

It so happened that Mr. Wilkins had had no wish to
lock for the guinea-pig in the boot-reom. But when he was
passing the door of the boot-room Bobinson, who had ]usL
began to clean the boct-room, called him.

“Fxcuse me, Mr. Wﬂkms,” he said. “But there's som
thing unusual in the boot-room.”

“What do you mean. unusual?’ asked Mr. Wilkin

! about = in
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“I heard a strange noise in the corner, and when 1
Iooked into -the waste-paper basket I saw a pair of pink
eyes...

Bm, Mr. Wilkins was already going through the door
of the boot-room towards the waste-paper basket.

These was a lot of cabbage leaves in the pig food bins
near the Litchen door, and Jennings and Darbishire scon
put them into their pocksts. -

So with their pockets full of cabbage leaves they went
back to the boot-rcom. Unfortunately on their way back
they met Mr. Carter. Mr. Carter looked at them and under-
stood -that something was wrong. Then he looked at Jen-
nings’ pockets.

“Just look ‘at your peckets, Jennmgs"’ he said. “And
yours, Darbishire. What have you got in them?”

Darbishire was silent for a moment looking down at
his shoes. “Er — er — er -— cabbage,” he said at last

“Cabbage!” exclaimed Mr. Carter.

There was a short silence again.

“Well, Jennings, what's going on?”! said Mr. Carter.

. What ecould Jennings do? He did not want to tell a lie.
At the same time he couldn’t say the truth either, because
that would mean the end of all their plan. So What could
he 'do? He had already decided to tell Mr. Carter how they
had found the guinea-pig in the boot-room when Mr, Carter
suddenly began to smile... Of coursel Cabbage leaves ... The
missing 2 guinea-pig! Con

“I'm beginning to understand, Jennings,” he said. “Tell
me, have you just seen Mr, Wilkins?"

“Yes, sir. In the corridor ten minutes ago.”

Of course, Mr. Carter thought, Mr. Wilkins had asked
the boys to help him and sent them to bring some cabbage
lcaves.

“0h, that explains it,” Mr. Carter said. “But you mustn’t
keep it a secret or hide the leaves in your pockets. You'd
hetter take the cabbage to Mr. Wilkins at once. I think he’s
waiting for it.”

Jennings could hardly believe his ears. “Take the cab-
hage to Mr, Wilkins, sir?” he asked in surprise.

! what’s going en? — wro npomexogmr? -
2 missing — mponasmmii
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“Well, of course. You're not geoing to eat it yourself, aro
you?”

“Oh no, sir. I only thought...”” Certainly Mr. Carter way
joking! Why could Mr. Wilkins need the leaves of cabbago?
He looked up at Mr. Carter, but Mr. Carter had already be-
gun to walk away along the corridor.

“I don’t understand this at all,” Jennings turned to
Darbishire. “Some of us must be crazy.”

For some moments they were discussing whether
Mr. Carter was trying to be funny at their expense.!

“What will Old Wilkie say when we come fo his room
with the cabbage leaves?” said Darbishire.

. They had not decided what to do when they came up
to Mr. Wilkins’ room.

“Well, Jen,” said Darbishire, “give him your cabbago
leaves and I'll keep mine for Mr. Saunders.”

“All right,” said Jennings. “If Mr. Wilkins deesn’t seo
the joke? it will be Mr. Carter’s fault.”

And he knocked at the door.

The door opened a little and Mr. Wilkins looked oul
into the corridor.

“What's the matter?” he asked. i

“Please, sir, I've brought you some...” Jennings looked
at Mr. Wilking’ face and understood that he was in no mood
for jokes.

“It’s all right, sir. It doesn’t matter,” said Jennings.

“Well, go on! What have you brought me?” asked
Mr. Wilkins angrily.

“Nothing,” said Jennings.

“But you, silly little boy, you just told me you had.”

“Well, sir.. you see, sir.. it was. just something that
Mr. Carter said but perhaps he didn’t really mean it... You
see, sir, he told me to ask you if you Would like some raw
cabbage, sir.’

Mr. Wilkins’ expression changed. He began to smile as
he held out* his hands to take the leaves from Jennings,

7
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“Yes, I certainly should like some,” he said friendly.
“I’s just what I want. And you’ve brought it just in time.
Thank you, Jennings. Thank you very much!”

The door closed. Jennings was surprised. So Mr. Carter
was right.

“Something strange has to go on,” said Jennings, “when
{eachers shut! themselves in their rooms with raw vege-
tables!”

“It's smpusmg isn't i said Daxblshne “My father
says that ‘tastes differ’.2 But raw cabbage...’

“Well, Darbi, let’s hurry up and give Mr. Saunders his
dinner before Old Wilkie takes all the cabbage which they
have in the kitchen.”

They quickly went to the boot-room. But when they
came up fto the waste-paper basket they immediately saw
that it was empty.

“He's escaped,” Jennings cried out. '

“Start looking, quick, then!” Darbishire advised. “He
hasn't had time to go very far.”

They looked everywhere in the boot-room and in the
corridor near it, but they couldn’t find the guinea-pig. They
continued to look for it in their free time during all the day.
But when they went to bed that evening they coiﬂd not say
where their secret pet was.

QUESTIONS

What kind of pet got into the school buldmg?’

How did it get there?

Who was responsible for the guinea-pig?

How did Jennings and Darbishire find the guinea-pig
and why did they keep it a sceret?

What pame did they give to the guinea-pig and why?
6. How did Jennings and Darbishire lose the guinea-pig?
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Chapter MR. SAUNDERS IS FOUND ANI|
Eleven LOST

For two days Jennings and Darbi-
shire went on looking for the guinea-pig, not knowing that
the animal was in Mr. Wilkins’ room,

In the evening on the third day Jennings began again to
think where Mr. Saunders could be.

“He must be somewhere,” he said to Darbishire, “he can’t
disappear. And nobody else found it, because we didn't
hear about it.”

“I wonder what he is eating,” said Darbishire.

The boys didn’t know, of course, that at that moment
Mr. Saunders was eating a carrot! in Mr, Wilkins’ room.
Though Mr. Wilkins was not an animal lover,? he got used
to3 the guinea-pig and the animal was quite happy in, his
room. Sometimes he even let it walk out of the wooden box.
But before he did it he always checked whether the door
of the room was closed.

So there was no reason to worry about the guinea-pig
But Jennmgs and Darbishire did not know about it am
could not find it out.

“Wd] Darbi, put yourself in Saunders’ place, said Jen
nirgs. “yf you are hungry, where would you go?”’* .

“I would certainly go to the kltchen There’s a lot o
nice things there — cakes — sweets —

“Don’t be silly, Darbi,” mterrupted Jennings. “Gumea
pigs don’t eat cakes and sweets.”

“I never said they did!” said Darbishire. “You asked m
where I would go, and T said...” '

“All right! All right! But if you were® a gninea-pig
You would like things like carrot and cabbage, wouldn’
you?”

Darbishire thought a little.

! a carret ['kerst] — mopross
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“Oh, gosh!” he exclaimed. “It's only Geerge {l
Third! !

Yes, it was Matron’s cat George 111, The cat’s nam
did not show that it belonged to the kings’ family, It o
ly showed that the cat was the third generation? of tl
cat’s family which Matron had taken some years earlio

Jennings shook his head sadly. “I've quite forgotle
about George I1I. Matron says he often comes info th
kitchen-garden in the afternoon.”

“I say, Jeni” said Darbishire. “Do you think it's sal
to let him walk here? And if Saunders is somewhere i
the kitchen-garden! And if they meet face to face! Ca
and guinea-pigs don’t live friendly, you know.”

“I think you're right, Darbi. We must watch Geory
111 till we find out whether the guinea-pig is in th
kitchen-garden or not. Take him then, Darbi,” Jenning
decided. “You'll have to carry him while I go on lookin
for Mr. Saunders.”

Darbishire took the animal into his arms.

“1 say, Jen, he likes me!” he said.

“You'll have to look after him for some time,” sai
Jennings.

“But I can’t, Jen, What'll happen when the bell ringn
for alternoon school? I can’t go mto 0Old Wilkie’s Ilesson
with George the Third in my arms.’

“We have to hurry up and try to fmd the guinea-pig
as quickly as possible,” was Jennings’ answer.

“Oh, look!” suddenly exclaimed Jennings.

“What's the matter? Have you seen anything?”

‘iYes 91

“Saunders?” .

“No, Wilkins. Hes just_coming through the gate, and
I'm sure he’s seen us,” said Jennings.

After Mr. Wilking had finished his cup of tea in the
dining-hall he went upstairs to his room. The Headmastn
had already told him that Atkinson’s grandmother ‘
come ® during the afternoon to take away the guir
Mr. Wilkins was almost sorry to hear that. He be

! George [d30:d3] the Third — Teopr III
? generation [,dzems’reifon] — nowosenis
s would come — npAgeT
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like the little animal. So he decided to see if the guinen-
pig had enough food for its journey. He entered his room
md opened the lid of the wooden box. Everything was all
richt, There were enough cabbage Jeaves for the hungriest
ol guinea-pigs.

Tt was then that Mr. Wilkins looked out of the window.
The window of his room loocked into! the kitchen-garden.
And there he saw something strange. Two boys, who must
not be in the garden at ail, were going along the rows of
rabbages on their hands and knees.

He decided to find out immediately what it all meant.
Ko he quickly went out of the room. But in his haste? he
nite forgot to put the lid back on the guinea-pig’s box.

A moment later Mr. Saunders was out of the box on the
lloor of Mr. Wilking’ room.

“What ave you boys doing in .the kitchen-garden?”
Me. Wilkins asked angrily as he came up to Jennings and
Narbishire. “You know quite well that you mustn’t be here.
You havent had permission to come here, have you?”

“No, sir.”

“Then T can’t understand...” Mr. Wilkins stopped for a
moment. “And what are you doing with that cat, Darbi-
shire?”

“Nothing, sir. I—er—found 1t in the cabbage leaves, sir,
md . I teok him because—well, we didn’t think it was
mie to let him walk in the kitchen—garden.”

Mr. Wilking was surprised. “Not safe! What are you
lking about, boy?” ’

Darbishire was silent. What else could he say?

“1 don’t know what funny game you boys are playing,
but whatever it is ® I'm going to stop it,” Mr. Wilkins con-
lnned angrily. “Go up to my room and wait for me there.
And vou will have to explain to me everything.”

LLYeS, Sir.’,

There were still a few minutes left before the afternoon
school when the two boys came up to the door of Mr. Wil-
king’ room. Darbishire still had Matron’s cat in his arms.
He had been afraid to leave it in the garden because of
E 3
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the guinea-pig. On his way toe Mr. Wilkins' room he wag
excited that he quite forgot about it. Outside Mr. Wilk
door he looked at the cat and put it down on the floor,

“Old Wilkie said we must wait inside the room, did®
he?” asked Darbishire. B

“1 don’t know,” answered Jennings. “Maybe he didl,
He opened the door and entered the room. “T'm swo W
szmp‘iy wou't believe us when we tell hlm we've found
guinea-pig in the building.”

“We haven't found one —we've lost one!” said Darl.
shire, “And that makes it more difficult to explain. I«
can we prove that there ever was a..."”

. Suddenly Jennings Jooked at the floor and saw... I
saw a small animal. ‘ ‘

“Here he is, look! Mr. Sauuders himselfl”

- Darbishire’s eyes were round as saucers! when he wu
looking at the guinea-pig. “I can’t believe it,” he said. “Hos
did he get here? What’s he doing here? Who let him int
the room?”

T don’t know,” said Jennings.

S Ws a. good ‘thng Old Wilkie isn’t here There'll bo
big row if he finds out there was a guinea-pig in his room
Lets take Saundels out of here, quickly before he conu
and finds him.”

. There was no time to discuss the guestion of how an
why the guinea-pig had come there. They knew Mr. Wilkiu
was on his way. to his room. So if they. wanted to sa
Mr.. Saunders they must do something immediately. Geor:
111 looked angrily through the open door and then came i
the room, :

.Darbishire tried to take the cat from the floor. But thi
time the cat wasn't'so agreeable.? For some seconds Lh
boys tried to catch the cat. Then Jennings said: “We'll ha
to shut the cat in the room, and take Saunders outside (i
we find some place for him. If only we'd got a cage? o
something...”

“I know where there’s a cage,” Darbishire interruple
Jennings. :

“Do you? Where?”

I a saucer [so s8) — baroane
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“Upstairs in the attic. Mr. Carter told me to take some
1 books up there one day last week, and I saw it in the
wrner.,’

“What kind of cage is it?” asked Jennings.

“Well, it's a bird cage, but it’s very large. I think some-
hody has kept a parrot! in it.”

So the boys left Matron’s cat in Mr. Wilkins’ room, Went
nit and closed the door behind them,

They went upstairs and when they reached the attic
loor, Jennings turned the knob 2 and went in. Darbishire fol-
lowed him.

In the corner they saw a parrot cage. It was hanging
lue high. So Darbishire locked round for something to stand
m. In another corner he saw an old bed which he moved
up to the opposite wall, making a great noise.

“Sshl Quiet, Darbi! Don’t make such a noise. If any-
body hears us up here they'll want to know what’s going on.”

Jennings went up to the door, and closed and
lntched ® it

“Climb up and get it. My hands are full of Mr Saun-
lers,” Jennings said. At that moment the bell for afternoon
school rang. “And be quick about it. We have to come back
o Old Wilkie before we go into class.”

“Hold the cld bed,” said Darbishire, climbed up on the
hed, took the parrot cage and put it on the fioor. When he
wags standing on the bed he found that he could see out of
fhe attic window., Down in the school yard, the boys were
hureying into the school building. Darbishire was going to
jiap down from the bed when through the windew he saw
Mr. Wilking who was talking to an old lady. “That explains
why Old Wilkie hasn’t yet followed us up 1o his room,”
thought Darbishire. The old lady and Mr. Wilkins stopped
talking and came towards the school building. “We mustn’t
lnse a moment if we want to be outside his room waiting
for him when he comes,” thought Darbishire.

“Quick, Jen, quick!” he said. “Old Wilkie’'s just com-
ing int”

“T can’t be quick! I've got Saunders in my arms. You
go down to Old Wilkie's room and talk to him till 1 come.”

l'a arrot [‘paerot] — momyrait
nob [nob] — mapooGpasaas pydra fBepa
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On the way to his room Mr. Wilkins explained why he
ould not come to class in time.

r “Atkinson’s grandmother has just arrived to take that
juinea-pig away,” he said. “She’s gone up to the sick-room
lo see her grandson and I promised to give the guinea-pig
Inck to her before I went into class.”

He did not see Jennings and Darbishire near the door
of his room, but this fact did not worry him. “The boys
hnve gone off to their classrcom when the bell rang,” he
thought. “Well, there will be time enough to talk to them
Inter.” ‘

The firgt thing which Mr. Wilkins saw when he opened
the door was that the guinea-pig’s box was empty; and a
hig cat was sitting in the arm-chair smiling and wdshing
his whiskers.!

Panie seized 2 Mr. Wilkins.

“Oh, goodness! I—I—Corwumph! What's happened?” he
rxclaimed. “Where’s the guinea-pig? How did the cat get
here?™ , .
| Mr. Carter did not try to answer the questions. “A cat
rouldn’t attack so large an animal as a guinea-pig?... Or
tould it?” he thought. He could not be sure. He could not
tunderstand what had happened.

' “T think you'll have to tell Mrs. Atkinson that the
pninea-pig...”

“Yes, yes, yes, but how did the cat get into the room?”
Mr. Wilkins interrupted him. “The door was closed. T re-
member quite well that I closed it when I went down to
the kitchen-garden to..” Then Mr. Wilkins remembered.
“Wait! I see what’s happened. It was those silly boys, Jen-
nings and Darbishire! They were carrying the cat when
| sent them up here!”

“You think they shut it up in your room and walked
away?” ‘

“Of course. They must be crazy. And it's all because of
lmimings that this has happened. Just wait till I see that
hoy again!”

“Certainly. But you remember Mrs. Atkinson is waiting
o see you,” Mr. Carter said. “She won’t be happy at all
when she finds out that there’s no guinea-pig. Perhaps she’ll

-
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tell you that you were responsible for her pet, and not J¢
nings or Matron’s cat.”

“But it’s not my faulg, Carter. I did all T could to mal
the animal happy. And now, what am 1 going to say !
Mrs. Atkinson? Tell me that, Carter. What am I going
say?" :

Mr. Carter shook his head. “I don’t know, Wilki.
I think you must see what she has to say first. And no
excuse me, I'm going to your class,” said Mr. Carter an
Ieft the room.

Very unhappy, Mr. Wilkins hurried to the gicl
rooT.

Meanwhile,! upstairs in the attic the situation was grow
ing worse every minute.

“We'll have to stay here for hours —days, even,” ani
Jennings after he tried again and again to open the dou
“Nobody ever comes up here, and if we shout for help
don’t think they'll hear us.”

“But when we f{irst came in, you told me to be quic
becauze everybody could hear us,” said Darbishire.

“That was when the door was open,” Jenunings s
angrily. “Besides, they've all gone into class.”

“What shall we do then?”

Soon Jennings decided what to do. The attic was silu
ed just above the sick-room. If they could somehow Lo
Atkinson, who was in the sick-room, what had happen
‘they could ask him to come upstairs and open the
from the outside.

“And if they don’t allow him to go out of the sick-rooy
he could tell Matron, and she could open the door,” Jenning
explained.

“Yes, but how can we tell Atki if he can’t hear us wha
we shout?”

“We don't have to shout. We'll knock on the windo
till he locks out to see what's going on.”

Jennings put the guinea-pig into his pocket where il in
mediately went to sleep under his handkerchief. Then !
found a string and tied it to the parrot cage. After thal (i
boys climbed up on the bed and a few minutes later tho p.
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rot cage hanging on the string knocked on the window of
the sick-room.

Mr. Wilkins was so excited that he could not clearly ox-
plain to Mrs. Atkinson what had happened. So Mrs. Atkin-
on did not understand what Mr. Wilkins was speaking
Ebout when he ran into the sick-room where she was talk-
ng with her grandson,

“I'm very sorry, Mrs. Atkinson, but the most extraordi-
nary ! thing has happened,” Mr. Wilkins began. “I can’t ex-
plain because I don’t understand how it has happened. But
| want to tell you that we shall punish everybody who is
responsible for it, and they will never have a chance to do
it again,”

“I don’t understand,” answered Mrs. Atkinson. “Who
won't do what again?”

“The two boys whom [ found in the kitchen-garden!
They had no right to shut George the Third in my
room,”

Mrs., Atkinson was greatly surprised to hear the name
of one of the English kings.-

“I'm very sorry, of course,” continued Mr. Wilkins, “but
these things sometimes happen even in the best schools, you
know.”

“I'm very sorry, Mr. Wilkins, but I can’t understand
all this. What is it you're trying to tell me?”

“Well, I'm afraid you must be ready for an unexpected
shoek.” 2

This time Mr. Wilkins was right. The unexpected shock
followed immediately. It was so unexpected that everybody
in the room opened their eyes wide and could not say a
word. Because when Mr. Wilkins stopped speaking they
heard knock, knock, knock and saw a large parrot cage
otgide the window.

“I — I — Corwumph!” Mr. Wilkins cried out. “What —
What—What! I've never in my life...] What is going on
up there?”

“Oh, sir! Wonderful, isn't it, sirl What do you thlnk it
i, )w?” exclaimed Atkmson

U extraordinary [tks’tro:dnri] — HeoSHKHOBEHHBIN
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“l don't know, but I'll soon find out! Excuse m:
Mrs. Atkinson,” said Mr. Wilking and ran out of the rooun

Mrs. Atkinson kpew little about the life in Linbu
School. But she thought it very strange that anybad
. wanted to spend the afterncon kunocking on the window with
a parrot cage. It was all very strange!

A few moments later Mr. Wilkins was already knockin,
at the attic door.

“Who is in this rcom?” he shouted angrily.

“Please, sir, it’s us~—Jennings and Darbishire, sir,” I
heard the answer,
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Of course, Jennings and Darbishire.

“Open the door at once!”

“We can't sir. We're trapped. The knob’s fallen out
on your side, sir,” said Jennings.

Mr. Wilkins looked down and saw that Jennings was
right. He took the kunob from the floor and put it back.
Then ‘he opened the door and looked angrily at the twe
hoys.

“What's gomg on here? What are you boys doing in the
atlic?”

“We're trying to get out, sir,” answered Darbishire.

“Yes, 1 know that, you silly little boy! But why did you
rome here?”’

Jennings looked down at hlS shoes. “Well, you see, sir,
we Wanted to report ! to you.”

“Did you want to find me here, in the attic?”

“Oh ne, sir. Only, Matron's cat was downstairs, you see.
And we didnt think it was safe. So we came up here to
pet the bird cage, sir.’

Mr. Wllklns was smpused “You want to tell me you
were going to put Matron’s cat in a bird cage?”

“Oh, no, sir,” said Jennings and decided to tell Mr, Wil-
Lins everything. “Well, sir, you know there’s a rule that
we can't keep pets in the school...”

Mr. Wilkins could not wunderstand anything again.
Poist,.. Catsl... Guinea-pigs!.. Grandmotherst... And these
silly little boys!...

Suddenty Mr. Wllkms looked at the pocket of Jennings’
roat and noticed a strange thing... Something was moving
i thers.

“Jennings! What have you got in your pocket?” Mr. Wil-
kins asked.

“Only this, sir,” Jennings answered and took Mr. Saun-
ilers out of his pocket.

“The guinea-pig!” Mr. Wilkins cried out. “But — but —
what are you doing with it? How did it get in your pocket?”

“T've just put it there for the time being.? After we
linish. knocking on the window I was going te put my
guinea-pig in the cage, sir.”

“Your guinea-pig!” exclaimed Mr. Wilkins, “Whal do
you mean, your guinea-pig? It's my guinea-pig!”
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Jeunings openod his eyes wide in surprise.

“Oh, bul, sir, it can’t be yours, sir. I found it last we
only I lost it again.”

“And 1 lost it last week and then found it again. 1\
looking after it for Atkinson’s grandmother.”

'The boys were still looking at Mr, Wilking in sarpr
Suddenly Darbishire began to understand.

“Oh 80 you wanted those cabbage leaves for the guin
pig, sirl” he exclaimed,

“Well, of course! You don’t think I wanted to eat thon
myself, do you?”’

But this was not the time to discuss the problem of cab
bage leaves, Mr. Wilkins thought. It was encugh that he
had found the guinea-pig and could at last return it to
Mrs. Atkinson.

“Put that animal in the parrot cage, Jennings. Mrs At
kinson will take the guinea-pig home in the cage,” sail
My, Wilkins, “And you'll have to report to me after the
lesson. I'li have a talk with you.”

When the boys had gone to their classroom, Mr. Wilkinw
returned to the sick- “room with Mr. aunders in the bind
cage.

Though he could now explain everything to Mrs. Atkin
son, he was still in a bad mood.

“Guinea-pigs!... Grandmothers!...” he was saying as he
walked along the corridor,

If he could, he told himself, he would not only ban'
pets from the school — he would ban grandmethers too.

QUESTIONS

. Where did Jennings and Darbishire look for the guinea
pig?

Who did they find instead of the guinea- pig?

Why did Jennings and Darbishire go to the attic and

what happened there?

What did Mr, Wilkins and Mr. Carter think when they

saw George [II in My, Wilking’ room instead of the guin

ea-pig? ,

5. How did Mr. Wilkins find the guinea-pig?

=
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Chapter - - JENNINGS AND DARBISIIIRE
Twelve GO TO DUNHAMBURY TO
: WATCH A CRICKET ' MATCH

‘ ‘Jennings was oiling ¢ his cricket bat
in the narrowest part of the corridor, when the shouts
near the notice-board told him that scmethmg unusual had
happened.

Then Venables pushed him away when he was running
along the corridor to the notice-board. The bottle of bat-oil
fell down from Jennings’ hands and the oil quickly spilt
all over the floor.?

“You, clumsy Venables,” shouted Jennings. “Look what
you've done — spilt the whole bottle all over the floor.”

“I'm very sorry, Jen! I'll wipe it up later. I can’t stop
now. There’s something important on the notice-board,” he
shouted over the shoulder and ran round the corner,

“Wait till T catech him,” Jennings told himself and be-
gan to wash the oil from the floor.

As he did so a few boys ran along the corridor towards
the notice-hoard. They saw the danger too late. Before they
could stop the boy who was running the first slipped and
fell down. The other boys who ran behmd could not stop
and fell down too.

At this moment Mr. Wilkins, who was “the master on
duty that day, walked along the corridor. He saw a group
of boys on the floor and was very surprised

“What game are you boys pldylng in the comdoﬂ” he
asked.

“Please, sir, we all slipped,” said Atkinson. “I think
somebody’s polished the floor, sir.”

“Ivs only bat-oil,” Jennings explained. “I was just
oiling my bat, you see, sir.”

“But why did you do it in the corridor?” asked Mr. Wil-
kins. “Well, Jennings, if I see you playing with thal bal

9
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seain ipdide the building, T shall confiscate it. Now, w
np that vil — al once.”

“You, sir.”

“No, no, no, not with your handkerchief, you silly littla
hoyl Use a rag. Where’s the rag with which you were oiling
your bat?”

“I was using my handkerchief, sir.” .

“Go and bring a rag from the kitchen,” said Mr. Wil
kins.

With his bat in one hand and his empty bottle in the
other Jennings went downstairs.

In the hall he saw a crowd of boys in front of the notico-
board. He went up and read:

“On Thursday the first and second cricket teams will go
to Dunhambury to be present at the cricket match. The other
pupils of the school will go for a picnic.”

Jennings was happy. So they were going to see a cricket
match. And the second team, too! That meant that he would
go, and Venables, and Temple, and Bromwich; all his
friends... But not Darbishire! He was a very bad player,
He knew the trule of the game well. He could even show
 the boys smaller than himself how to play. Buf in the
field the second cricket team could use him only as
a scorer.!

“If only we could take scorers with us!” thought Jen«
nings, He decided to find Mr. Carter.

“Sir, please, sir, could we take scorers with us?” he asked
Mr. Carter whom he found in the staff-room. “You see,
Darbishire likes cricket very much, but he plays so badly
that he knows he’ll never get in the team. He knows he
plays like an old hen and he worries about it. So if ho
could come, sir...I”

Mr. Carter thought a little,

“Very well, then, Jennings,” he said at last. “First and
socond team scorers may come 100.”

“Oh, thank you, sir. Darbishire will be very glad.”

Jennings happily ran out of the room. He was going to
find Darbishire and tell him the good news at once. Ho
still had his cricket bat and the empty bottle in his hands.
By this time he had quite forgotten what he must do in
the corridor.

La scorer ["sko:re] « =~ cuergmm OIROB. (6 EpuKere) .
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But Mr. Wilkins hadn’t forgotten. So while Jennings was
locking for his friend, Mr. Wilkins was looking for Jen-
nings. Mr. Wilkins walked from room to room, bul could
not find Jennings.

Darbishire was drawing something in his history exer-
cise-book, when Jennings ran into Classroom 3,

“I say, Darbi, the first and second cricket teams are
going to Dunhambury on Thursday. We are going to see
a cricket match there.”

“You're lucky,” Darbishire said sadly. “It’s a pity I'm
not in the team.”

“That’s what I was going to tell you. Mr. Carter says
‘scorers can count’.!”

Darbishire looked up from his exercise-book. “0Of course,
they can count,” he said. “How else can they be scorers?”

“No, you, silly! He means they count in the team. In
other words, you're coming to Dunhambury with us.”

“What? How wonderful!” The scorer’s eyes shone behind
the spectacles. He even jumped to his feet. “I'm going to
take my autograph book with me and see how many signa-
tures I can get. I've got six pages specially for sportsmen.”

“Well, try and get R. J. Findlater’s 2 autograph if he’s
playing,” advised Jennings. “I saw him when he was playing
against the Australians last year.” Suddenly an idea came
to Jennings. “Screw ? the blackbeard duster into a ball,
throw it at me, and T'll show you how he hits the ball.”

“We can't play cricket in the classroom,” said Darbi-
shire.

“Only one ball — that's ail.” A

Darbishire took the blackboard duster, screwed it into
a ball and threw it at Jennings.

It so happened that Mr. Wilkins chose that moment to
enter the room... When he opened the door, the duster hit
the wall above his head, fell down on to his right shoulder,
and Mr. Wilkins began to choke with chalk dust.!

For some moments Jennings and Darbishire could not
say a word. Mr. Wilkins was also silent, but oiﬂy becanse

! {0 count — uepa caoe: 1) cumrarp; 2) cU@TATHCA, YUAATHIBATY
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tiia nose and mouth were so full of chalk that he couli
nol npenk,

“Jenningsl... Darbishire! What does that mean?”

“We're very sorry, sir,” Jennings said, “I —er, T didu’t
know you were coming in just then, sir.”

Ile hurried towards Mr, Wilking to brush ! the chall
dust from the master’s shoulder. But Mr., Wilking did not
want his help. '

“I've had enough of your nonsense for one day,” saidl
Mr. Wilkins. “I came in here to find you because you'd lell
the bat-oil on the floor in the corridor. And now, as scon
as | open the door you start throwing at me dusters full
of chalk dust” He looked at the boys angrily. Then ho
pointed to Jennings’ bat. “Give that to me, Jennings. I told
you that I should confiscate it if you went on using it in
the building. And as a pumshmeut of this behaviour, you
will both stay in on Thmsday and write someé exercises in
your English Grammar exercise-books,”

The roora swam before Jennings’ eyes,

“Thursday, sir?” he asked. “Oh, please, sir, not Thurs-
day. We' re gomrf to Dunhambury to watch the crickel
mafch, sir.

“Y ou mean yol were going to wamh the cricket match,”
Mr. Wilkins corrected. “But that was before you began (o
play cricket in the bailding. You must both come to me.aftor
breakiast on Thursday morning, and I'll give you some Wml»
to keep you busy till lunch time.”

This was awful... This was the end of everything. And
what made it even worse,? Jennings thought, was thal
Mr, Carter had just given Darbishire permission to go (o
Bunhambury, too.

“It was all my fault, really, sir, so, please, must Darbi-
shire stay too, sir?”

“Of course, he must,” was the answer. “He is also play-
ing cricket in the classroom.” ‘

Mr. Wilkins looked at the sad faces of the two boys and
suddenly felt sorry for them. He certainly wanted to punish
them, but he has a kind heart. “Give them some othor
pumshmem; his kind heart told him.

Mr. Wilkins though‘& a little, and decided what to do.

! to brush — cTpazuBars
2 And what made it even worse — U eme obupnee

104



“T'll say nothing to them, but give them some work Lo do,
and keep them at it till the other boys go to the bus stop.
Then, at the last moment I'll come and send them to join
their friends.”

That was what Mr., Wilkins decided to do. But his plan
did not work out ' as he had hoped.

On Thursday morning, Jennings and Darbishire sat over
their English Grammar exercise-books, while their friends
- gathered in the dining-hall to take the sandwiches which
Matron had prepared for their lunch.

After breakfast, Jennings had come to Mr. Wilkins.

“Sir, please, sir, if we finish the work before the bus
goes, may we go too, please, sir?”

“We'll talk about it when yow’ve finished it,” Mr, Wil-
ikins had answered; and then gave them enouo'h work to
keep them busy till the group leaves the school.

“If Old Wilkie had a kind heart, he'd let us go,” 2 said
Jennings when the boys sat down at the desks in the class-
room,.

“Don’t forget, he said we could go when we had fin-
ished,” said Darbishire. “If only I could write with both
hands and one foot at the same time..."”

Jennings shook his head. “Yes, but don’t forget he wanis
to see the work when we've done it. That means he’s not
going to the match, and he will not let us go either.”

An hour later, the sound of footsteps told the boys that
the teams were lining up in the school yard ready to go.
Jennings and Darbishire could see Iunches in the pockets
of everybody — except Bromwich who had eaten his lunch
already and was wondering how he was going mot to be
hungry during the long hours of the excursion.

Jennings put down his pen and went up to the window.
He saw Mr. Carter going out of the school yard at the
head ® of the group. And then he saw Mr. Wilkins who was
huarrying on to the school yard.

So Mr, Wilking was going tool... Jennings was surpriged.
How, then, could they show him their work when they had

! But his plan did not work out — Ho ero muan owaswircs ne-
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finished it? And what a bad the man he must be if he hr!
left two poor schoolboys in a classroom and went to wale
a cricket match. : '

It must be said! that Mr. Wilkins did not want to du
so. At first it was decided? that the Headmaster and
Mr. Carter must go to Dunhambury, while Mr. Wilkins and
Mr, Hind, a tall man who taught history and music, musl
go for a pienic.

Then, at the last moment, the Headmaster had had Lo
stay in the school and had sent Mr. Wilkins to go in his
place.?

Mr. Wilkins was happy because he did not like to go
for a picnic. But in the rush of last-minute preparations ¢ he
quite forget to release ® Jennings and Darbishire from their
punishment. .

He remembered it forty minutes later as he was getting
off the bus near the Dunhambury cricket ground.?

- “Oh, my goodness! Why didn't I think of them be-
fore?” he asked himself. But then it was too late to do any-
thing. “Well, they can go for the picuic with Mr. Hind in-
stead. Perhaps they will like if...” Perhaps!

Jennings stood watching at the window till the cricket,
teams left the school yard. Then he returned to his desk,

“0Old Wilkie’s gone too,” he said sadly. “That shows how
unfair teachers are. They punish you and then go away and
have a good time.”

They worked in silence for half an hour. Then Darbi-
shire put down his pen and said. “I've finished the last
exercisel...” And a few minutes later Jennings finished hig
work, too, and closed his exercise-book,

“T say, Darbi, I've just thought of something,” he ox-
claimed. “Old Wilkie wants to see this work as soon as we've
finished it. He said so, after breakfast.”

“He'll be unhappy, then. We can’t show it to him if he
isn’t here, can we?”

Jennings jumped to his feet, his eyes were shining.

1 1t must be said — Hago crasats

2 At first it was decided — Cnawana 6rmo pereno
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kgt e CEITTBI0OW. aim e work  unless
we go,” !

Darbishire liked the idea, but...

“But what will he say when he sees us?” he asked.

“He must be very glad if he really wants to correct our
exercises,” answered Jennings.

Darbishire wanted to see the cricket match very much,
but....

“Yes, but can we get there? It's five miles to Dunham-
bury,” he said.

“We'll go by bus. I've got a few pence, that'll be
enough.”

“Yes, but if we spend it on bus fares we shan’t have
any money to buy tickets for the cricket match. Mr. Carter’s
paying for all the other boys, don’t forget.”

Jennings had not thought of that and could not think
of anything now. »

“ell, you think of something, then,” he said.

There was silence for some moments,

“If we could only get two bicycles from the day boys,” 2
said Darbishire, ‘“then we could take a short cut’ and get
there sooper than the cricket teams.”

“Yes, that’s right. And we'll join the other boys in time
for Tunch, Let’s do it.”

“We can’t,” said Darbishire. “The day boys aren’t lLere
this morning, so there aren’t any bicycles to take.”

“Well, why did you say that, if you knew that we could
not do that"”

“] was just thinking what we could do.”

There was again silence.

Suddenly Jennings exclaimed: “I know! We'll hiich-
hike! * Somebody will certainly give us a lift,> and then
we’'ll still have money when we get there.”

Darbishire did not like the idea very much, bui that

! unless [an'les] we g6 — ecom MEI me IoeoM
? a day boy - yIemuwr, KOTODHIL He KEBeT B WHTCpUATe, A TPH-
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4 to hitchhike [‘hitfbaik] — myremecrsoBars Gecimiatio Ha To-
IYTHHIX MATOmEax

5 to give a lift — mogBesTn

107



was a chance, of course. “If we get there, I shall havo
autographs of famous sportsmen,” he thought. “And I'm sure
that R. J. Findlater will play today.”

“All right,” he said. “What are we waiting for?”

Jennings put his and Darbishire’s exercise-books into hiy
pocket, and Darbishire took the autograph book from his
desk. '

Then they hurried downstairs and out on to the school
yard. There they saw Mr. Hind and a group of boys who
were going for a picnic.

“Nobody sees us,” said Jennings.. “Let's go,” and the
boys went towards the Dunhambury road.

For some time nobody wanted to give them a lift. Car
after car went by, but no car stopped. )

“I'm tired of it,” said Darbishire. “Nobody wanted to
stop; except that boy on a bicycle.” »

“He only stopped because you almost struck him with
. your autegraph book,” said Jennings. “You don’t have to
wave like this, you know.”

He looked back along the way which they had come,
and saw a green sports car going up the hill towards them.
“It won’t stop,” Jennings thought, but still he decided to
wave. ,

The car went up the hill and then stopped. A man with
a large moustache ! put his head out of the car window and
with his arm asked them to come nearer.

“He’s stopped for us,” cried Jennings happily.

They ran up to the car.

“I say, excuse me, but can you give us a liff, please?”’
Jennings asked. '

"The man opened the door.

“Get. in, boys,” said the man. “I'm in a hurry.”

“The boys got in and the car started.

“This is very kind of you,” said Darbishire from tha
back seat. ‘“The other boys all went by bus, but we had to
stay behind and do our exercises.” '

“Wonderfull A lot of exercise will keep you fit,” 2 said
the man with the moustache.

“Not those exercises. Qurs were in English grammar,’
explained Jennings.

)
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“We're trying to get to Dunhambury to watch the
cricket, Aren’t you going anywhere mnear the cricket
ground?’” said Darbishire.

“You're lucky,” said the man. “That’s the place where
I'm going.” '

Jennings smiled and suddenly saw a large cricket bag!
near his feet, -

A cricket bag! And the man was going to the cricket
ground!... Jennings locked at the man, but he could not see
his face.

“Excuse me, are you playing in the match?” Jennings
asked. .

“I am,” answered the man, “That’s why I'm in a hurry
to get there. Something was wrong with my car, so I'm a
litile late.”

Jennings looked in the driving mirrer.2 Now he could
see the man’s face. Why, of course!l He had often seen this
face in newspapers. That was R. J. Findlater!

“Excuse me, sir, but I think I've seen you hefore. You
are Mr. R. I. Findlater, aren’t you?" .

“That's right... And you?”

“T'm Jennings and this is Darbishire. We're also cricket
players, but T don’t think you've ever heard of us. I'm in
the Linbury Court second team, and Darbishire’s our scorer.”

Darbishire sat listening and could hardly believe his
ears. So this was R. J. Findlater himself. And he, Darbi-
shire, was sitting three feet away from the great man — so
near that he could touch him. Darbishire was so surprised
and happy that he could not say a word.

““Well, Darbishire, say something,” Jennings whispered
into his ear. “Don’t ;gust sit there and keep silent. Havunt
- you ever met any famous sportsman?”

“QOh, yes, of course. I was—er—was just thmkmg whal
a funny thing it was that Mr. Findlater was giving us a lift;
it was because of him that we couldn’t go with the others.”

“Because of me?” Mr. Findlater was surprised. “And
what did T do?”

“QOh, it wasn’t really your fauh; said Jennings. "1 was
Jjust qhowmg Darbishire with the help of a blackboard

kbl
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duater how you hit a ball, And one of our masters came ;
and the dustor hit the wall above his head and fell down «
his shoulder.”

They were coming near. to the Dunhambury crick
ground when Darbishire took his autograph hook frem h
pocket and said: “I say, Mr. Findlater, will you sign m
autograph bock for me, please? I've got six pages speciall
for famous sportsmen,”

“I can't write while I'm driving: give me the book an
I'll do it later.”

“Oh, thank you very much,” said Darbishire and pu
the book into Mr. Findlater’s cricket bag. He was already
thinking what his friends in Form 3 would say.

“And perhaps you can even ask some of the other play-
ers o sign their names, too,” said Darbishire.

At that moement the car went in through the gates of
the cricket ground and stopped.

Jennings said that they hadn’t got tickets, and Mr. Find-
Iater invited them inte the Members’ Enclosure! as his
guests. Then he hurried into the pavilion to change.

The boys were happy. The Members' Enclosurel... Com-
fortable chairs in the best place of the cricket ground And
the Linbury Court group on the far side of the cricket
ground were sitting on hard wooden benches!

They would have to go and find Mr, Wilkins and report
to him. Bul before that they would enjoy sitting important
ly in the Members’ Enclosure as guests of one of England%
famous players.

QUESTIONS

1. Why did Mr. Wilkins give Jennings and Darbishire
some work to do on the day of the cricket match?

2. Was Mr, Wilking going to allow them to go to Dunham-
bury, wasn't he?

3. Why didn’t he do it?

4. In what way did Jennings and Darbishire dcmde to gel
to Dunhftmbury?

5, Who gave them a lift?

! the Members’ ["memboaz] Enclosine [mn'’klouze] — cnemmanpmic
MecTa 14 TpUlyHe I UTPOKOB
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Chapter AUTOGRAPH FOR DARBISHIRE
Thirteen

On the far side of the cricket
ground Mz, Carter and Mr. Wilkins sat watching the game
with the group of Linbury boys.

Temple was watching the game through Mr, Carter’s
binoculars ! and telling the other boys httle details of the
game which they could not see.

“Gosh!” he exclaimed suddenly,

“What's the matter?” asked Atkinson.

“I can see Jennings and Darbishire in the Members’ En-
closure!”

Mr. Wilkins gave a little start.? He still felt uncom-
fortable becanse he had left Jennings and Darbishire in the
school.

“Don’t talk such nonsense, you silly little boy. If that’s
all you can see through the binoculars, pass them to some-
body else who can see better,” said Mr. Wilkins.

“But I can see them, sir,” said Temple.

Mr. Wilkins looked through his bincculars at the place
which Temple pointed to him.

“}—I1—Corwumph! 1 say, Carter, the boy’s right. If is
Jeunings and Darbishire. How d1d they get there? I left
them doing an English exercige.’

Mr. Carter took his bmoculars from Temple. ‘Yes, Ican
see them, too,” he said. “I think you must go and find it
out at once, before the lunch interval,® Wilkins.”

Mr. Wilkins was already on his feet. “I certainly will
go this minute.”
© “QOh, sir, you can’t, sir,” ¢ried Temple.

“Why not?”

“Because they're in the Members’ linclosure, siv, They
don’t let ordinary* people like you enter the Members' En-
closure, sir.”

I binoculars [bi'nokjulez] — Gumonan
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“Well, you can’t go in. You'll have to wait till he comad
out,” he answered.

“Well, but if 1 wait here, will you go in and find Tl
for me?”

The man shook his head. “I can’t leave the gate.”

“But it's 1mportant " gaid Darbishire, “I must go by the
six~thirty bus.”

The man shook his head and turned away.

“It's useless,” said Jennings. “Let's go round to the back
of the pavilion. Perhaps we'll see Mr. Findlater and wave
to him through the window.”

They hurried to the back of the pavilion where a row
of windows overlocked a deserted part of the crickel
ground.! One of the windows was open, and the boys stood
on tip-toe ? and looked through the window of a changing-
room. The players’ clothes hung on pegs ® round the walls
and in the middle of the room was a table on which stood
a large cricket bag, with the letters “R.J.F.” on its side.

“Look, there’s his bag. I'm sure my autograph book iy
in it,” cried Darbishire. “If only we could get it.”

“Why not! T'll give you a leg-up ¢ through the window,”
said Jennings.

Darbishire was not sure it was a right thing to do,
“T can’t get in without permission,” he sald “They may
arrest me.’

“Don’t be so silly, Darbi. They can’t arrest you for taking
your own autograph book; you've got a right to go in and
take it.”

Darbishire thought for a momeni and then decided.
“Well, all right, then; but you'll have to come with me.”

“Of course, I will,” agreed Jennings.

With some difficulty the boys climbed over the sill’
Inside the room they did not want to lose time. Darbishire
went straight to the cricket bag. His autograph bock wag
cerfainly inside where he had left it. He took the book and
went back to the window.

! where a vow [rou] of windows overlooked [uve'lukt] a de-
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aml tako tho pen from his pocket. Then he thought for a
moment ag if he did not know what to write, At last he
wrole something and gave the beok back to Darbishire,

“Y must hurry now, or I'll miss the train,” said the man
and went quickly towards the door... The next moment he
feft the pavilion.

“That’s fine!” said Darbishire. “I have one more signa.
ture of a cricket player. I wonder who he ...”

Darbishire looked at the autograph in great surprise.

“Look, Jen, what he’s written in my book,” he ox-
claimed. “R. J. Findlater!”

Jennings looked at the signature in surprise, too.

“But that can't be!” he exclaimed. “That man wasn't
Findlater. Why did he pretend to be Findlater?”

“I don’t know,” answered Darbishire.

“Perhaps it was a joke,” said Jennings.

“A very strange joke, then,” Darhishire decided. Ho
was angry because one of the pages of hlS autograph book
was spoilt.!

“Never mind, you've got your book back,” said Jennings.
“Lets better huny up. Old Wilkie will be angry if we aro
Iate.”

He turned towards the window: but before he had had
time to climb over the sill, the door opened and a tall man
with a moustache came in.

“Gosh! Here is Mr. Findlater!” Jennings exclaimed. “Con-
gratulate you, Mr. Findlater.”

The ericket player had not expected to find the boys
in the room.

“Thank you,” he answered. “But what are you two boys
doing in here? We don’t allow anybody to be in the chang-
ing-room, you know,”

“I know, sir. We just came in for my autograph book,”
Darbishire explained.

“Oh, yes, of course. I think I haven’t written anything
in it yet. I'll do it for you now.”

Darbighire shcok his head sadly. “Ii's too late. Some-
body else has already done it.”

“I don’t understand,” said Mr. Findlater.

So they told him about the little man in the blue suit
and showed him the autograph.

! speilt — memopuena
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Mr. Findlater smiled when he saw “his” autograph. “That
was a joke, of course,” he said. “Wait till I take my pen
and 'l sign your book for you.”

He took his jacket from the peg. But his pen wasn't
there. And not only his pen, but also his wallet,! his watch,
everything had disappeared from his jacket.

“Do you boys know anything about this?” he asked.
“Somebody has stolen everything I had had in my jacket.”
“You don't think we did it?” asked Jennings. -

“1 don’t know what to think,” said Mr. Findlater. He
lpoked over the jackets and trousers of the other cricket
players. “All I know is the whole team has been robbed 2
of everything they left in their pockets.”

The answer came to Jennings at once.

“I know who did that. The man who signed Darbi-
shire’s book! That’s why he pretended to be one of the
players when we found him in the changing—room!”

“Gosh, yves!” exclaimed Darbishire. “And when we asked
him for signature, I think he just wrote down the first
player’s name he could think of.”

“Was he carrying a bag or anything, did you notice?”
Me. Findlater asked.

“No, he wasn't, but his packeﬁb bulged,”? answered Jon-
nmgb

“Come with me, then: let’s see if we can find him. He
can’t be far-away.”

With these words Mr. Findlater hurried out of the pa-
vilion. Behind him ran Jennings and Darbishire.

QUESTIONS

1. Why diduw't Mr. Wilkins get angry when he saw Jen-
nings and Darbishire at-the match?

2. Why did Jennings and Darbishire have to go to the
players’ changing-room?

3. How did they get there?

4. Who was a strange man the boys met in the changing-
room?

U a wallet ["wolit] — Gymamunsn

2 the whele team has been vebbed — peio womaupy orpabuam

? his pockets bulged [baldzd] — ero rapmanny Oninu wabursl fmo -
npenena
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Chapter A CRICKET BAT FOR
Fourteen - JENNINGS AND DARBISHIRE

When Mr. Findlater, Jennings and
Darbishive came out of the pavilion, many people weve al-
ready leaving the cricket ground.

Mr. Findlater stopped not far from the main gate. “Aro
you sure youw'll know the man again?” he asked.

“Oh, yes, easily, sir,” Jennings answered.

Jennings and Darbishire were looking at the people in
the hope to see the thief. Darbishire was also looking for
the schoolboys, because he did not want to keep them
waiting. ’ '

“I say, Jen, what about! Mr. Carter and Old Wilkie?"
he asked., “They'll worry if we don’t coeme in time.”

“They’ll- have to worry, this is more important,” was
Jennings’ answer.

“Yes, but...” Darbishire shook his head; then he went
on: “I tell you what: you'll look out for the thief, and I'll
the schoolboys, becsuse he did not want to keep them
miss the bus.”

The- crowd by the galte was growing larger every io-
ment. “How could the boys hope to find the man in such
a crowd?” thought Findlater.

“Tell me ai once, if you see him,” he said.

“Yes, sir.”

A few minutes later Darbishire saw Mr. Wilkins, It
was clear from the expression of hig face that he had al-
ready waited longer than he thought necessary.

Darbishire was glad to see him, Here was the chance to
explain everything to him.

“There he is!” he cried. “Waiting over there.” 2

“Where?” asked Jennings and Findlater together.

“Can’t you see him?” Darbishire pointed to Mr. Wilkins.
“He’s locking at his walch. Let’s go and tell him at once,
‘before...”

! what about — a ®ax me
? gver there — pon 7aM |

118



Eright! Leave this to me,” said Mr. Find-

“T-see -him! Al

48

b enntlsee him,” said Jenmngb “The Only man
I can see thele is Old Wjﬂuc ”

“Yes, of course! That’s who I meant!”.

“What!” Jennings cried out in surprise. “You silly Dar-
bishire-—0Old Wilkie isn't the thief!”

“I never said he was,” said Darbishire. “You were look-
ing for the thief. I said 1 would lock for Mr. Wilking,”

“Yes, but Mr. Flndlater has never seen Mr. Wilkins or
the thief. And now you've sent him after Old Wilkie, by
mistake.” !

Darbishire put his hand to his mouth in horror as he un-
derstood what he had done. ‘ ,

“Oh, gosh! I never thought of that. What shall we do?”

“Let’s better go and find him. Hurry up, Darbi, we
musin’t lose time.”

They could not go fast because of the crowd. So they
had to move very slowly. They had not gone many yards
when Jennings suddenly stopped and took his friend by the
arm. '

“Look, Darbi — just in front of us! It's the man whe
signed your book.”

“So it is! And look at his pockets!”

They were sure it was the thief. But what must they
do?... Now they had found the thief, but they had lost
Mr. Findlater who was going after Mr. Wilkins thinking
that he was the thief.

“I'll follow this man,” Jennings decided quickly, “and
you run after Mr. Findlater and brmg him back.”

“Yes, but what 1—"

“Oh, hurry up, Darbi, den’t want to lose htm' said Jen-
nings and disappeared into the crowd.

Darbishire hurried forward and soon saw an awful
scene.? The famous English cricket player was holding
Mr. Wilking' arm, while the master was protesting in
surprise. ‘

“I-—~I—Corwumph! This is nonsense, You must be cra-
zy,” cried Mr. Wilkins. “I’ve never been inside your pavil-
ion in my life.”

! by mistake — o omundue
© 2 an awful {'o:ful] scene [si:n] — y:acuaa cumema -
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Well aew about that,” Mr. Findlater answered. ‘1
!mv yeeogriized you as the man whom they saw in
playena’ el g room,,
Whiel hoys?... Whet boys?... Where are the boys who
it (07
Mr. Findlater loocked ever Mr. Wilkins’ shoulder and saw
Darbishire.
“Here’s cue of them coming herve now,” he said.
Mr. Wilkins turned round.
“Darbishire!” he exclaimed.

Davbishire was usually very excited when he had lo
solve a difficult problem. He stood first on one leg, then on
the other, and was red to the ears.

“p m very sorry, sir, ¥ made a mistake! 1 mean... I didn’t
mean...”” How could he explain?

By “this time Mr. Findiater had understood that all was
not well.

“Do you mean to say thxs isn't the right man?” he asked
Darbishire.

“Yes — I mean no, of course, he isn’t. That's Mr. Wil-
kins, one of cur masters.”

“You told me he was the thiefl”

“What... what?.., I—I—Corwumph!”

“Yes, I know,” said Darbishire, “but 1 mixed them up,!

by mistake. If you see what I mean.”
' “Mistake?” asked Mr. Findlater in surprise. “But you
- certainly know the difference between one of your masters
and a thief!”

“Well, yes, of course I do, really.”

“I hope se,” said Mr, Wilkins. “The silly little boy has
seen me every day for 1 don't know how long. So it’s time
to recognize me.”

- Slowly came the explanation. Mr. Findlaier said that
he was very sorry, and Mr. Wilking said it was zall
right. ‘

But the problem how to find the real thief remained.

“We'll never find him now — we've lost se much time,”
said Mr. Findlater while Darbishire was looking down on
the ground. “I think he’s half a mile away already.”

! to mix up — mepenyrars
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“*What happened?” Darbishire asked.

“Well, T was following this man when he looked round
and saw me. He dodged in and out of the crowd;! and
when he thought I was not locking he hid himself in a
little house.”

“The groundsman’s shed,”? said Mr. Findlater. “It’s a
pity you didn’t tell me about it earlier.”

“I'm sorry, but I couldn’t find you before,” said Jen-
nings. ‘“The best thing, of course, was te lock him in?
but—"

“You want to say you could lock him in and you didn’t
do it!” exclaimed Mr, Findlater.

“Well, no, T couldn’t really, because there wasn’t a key
in the door. I was only thinking what I could have done.” *

“Never mind what you could have done. What did you
do?” asked Mr. Wilkins. “You just walked away and left
the man to escape, I think?”

“Oh no, sir,” Jennings answered. “There was a long rope
near the shed so when the man went in and shut the door,
I tied one end of the rope round the door handle® and the
other end to a heavy roller ® that was just standing out-
side.”

“You want to say he's still them?"’ cried Mr. Findlater
and Mr. Wilkins together.

- “Oh, yes: that’s what I came to tell you, sir. He can’t
come out till somebody opens the door. Of course, I don't
know if 1 did right, but...”

He stopped in surprise because he found that only Dar-
bishire stayed to listen to the story. The cricket player and
the master were running towards the groundsman’s shed.

When all the members of the Linbury group gathered
at last they went to the bus stop very bhappy and excited.

1 He dodged [dodzd] in and out of the erowd.— On To nparanes
B TOANY, TO BHIGeTaN W3 TOJIIHL

2a groundsm‘me shed — capait croposa eTanumona

® o lock him in — zanepers ere BHyTPH

4 what I could have dome — wro 6w ; Mor cueaarn

5 a door handle — nBepras pyura

6 a roller ['roulo] —garon
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Flhyy i not seo the arvival of the police car which camg

i throngh the gate of the cericket ground soon aftef
they had gone, When the car left a few minutes later, the
amall thin man was sitting in the back seat bstween two

policemen.

All the way back to school, the Linbury boys could talk
ol nothing but the adventures of Jennings and Darbishire,

Only Darbishire sat quiet, and when the boys got ofl
the bus near the school gates, Jennings asked him, “Why
are you looking so sad, Darbi?” ‘

“My autograph book,” answered Darbishire sadly,
“I haven't got even B. J. Findlater’s autograph.”

A week later the Headmaster sent for Jennings and Dar-
bishire to report to his study at the end of afternoon school.

When Jennings learnt about it he began to worry. “Wa
haven't done anything wrong,” he said.

But the Headmaster smiled when the boys reported te
him in his study.

“I have received a letter from Mr. Findlater,” he toldl
them. '

Jennings and Darbishire opened their eyes wide in sur-
prise. They had not expected to hear that at all.

“He says that you are responsible for the fact thal
the players did not have to go home with empty pockets,”
continued the Headmaster. “So he sends you his own bat
with the autographs of all the members of both teams.”

The boys were. really happy. “Oh, sir... Thank you, sir.,
Thank you very much, sir...!”

They hurried from the Headmaster’s study. Jennings was
holding the bat, and Darbishire was trying to read the auto-
graphs. ,

“I think it belongs to both of us,” said Jennings.

*Yes, of course; but what'll happen if we hoth want to
use it at the same time?” Darbishire asked.

“How will it be if we say that the bat is mine, and the
famous signatures are all yours?” said Jennings. “I don’t
collect autographs, and the bat is useless for you, because
everybody knows how you play cricket.”

“All right,” agreed Darbishire.

“Then let’s go and fry the bat out on the cricket field,”
said Jennings.
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There had been some rain that morning, and though
the sun was shining brightly, the grass was still wet when
the boys arrived on the field.

Atkinson, Bromwich and Jones were throwing a cricket
ball to one another, but they stopped playing and hurried
to Jernings and Darbishire to hear the good news and look
at the bat. :

“Isn't it wonderful?” cried Atkinson.

“Yes, and it's Mr. Findlater’s own bat,” said Jennings.

“And it’s got twenty-two autographs of famous cricket
players,” said Darbishire. “1 think they look much better
on the bat than on the pages of my autograph book.”
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thapter - A PRESENT FOR MR, WILKINS
Fijteen i

Once after he stubbed his too!
Jennings decided to go to Matron and ask her for a picco
of sticking-plaster.? When Jennings was coming up to hoer
room she was talking to Mr. Wilkins, _

“1 wonder if you could help me, Matmn Mr. Wilkins
had said when he had arrived at her sﬂtmmroom,a fow
minutes earlier. “An old friend of mine is geiting married
on Saturday week; 3 and the Headmaster has given me per-
mission te go up to London the day before and stay thero
for the week-end., As soon as 1 had learnt about if, 1 wont
te Brighton and ordered a new suit. The tailor told me that
he would send the suit as soon as it was ready. But he
could not promise that it would arrive carlier than on tho
next Friday afternoon,” explained Mr, Wilkins., "I want (o
go up to town on the Friday morning. I don’t want to spend
the day waiting for the postman. You see, I must be back
in time for school on the {ollowing Moenday morning.”

“That's all right, Mr. Wilking,” answered Matron. “Tell
me your address, I'll send it to you.”

At that moment there was a knock at the door and Jen-
nings went into the sitiing-room.

“Oh, please, Matron, I want some sticking-plaster —
I've stubbed my toe.”

“Come and sit down, Jennings. U'm busy at the moment,”
she said and turned again to Mr. Wilkins: “Let me make
sure? T've understood vou correctly., You are leaving next
Friday — is that so?”

“That's right, Matron,” answered Mr. Wilkins, “First
train alter breakfast! I shan’t be sorry to go. Somebedy
else can fight against Form Three, and I hope they will
tike it.”

! stubbed his toe — ymub nanen na HoTe

2 sticking-plaster [ suklg plaste] — neitromnracTrps

? An old iriend of mine is gettmg married [maeud] on Satur-
day week — Moit crapeiii gpyr jHemmICA Uepes Hefeno B cyG6ory

* Let me make sure — 7 xouy ybegurnes
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itlllehe answered with a smile. “I think
i 1o lose you. Bon't you agree, Jen-
Fnings?” M

But Jennings could only look surprised at what he had
just heard.

So Mr, Wilkins was leaving! Jennings could not be—
lieve his own ears. And yet, it must be true. Mr. Wilkins
said it himself. It was very important news. ,

Every pupil at Linbury Court School knew that he
mustn't believe everything Jennings said. And here was
another proof! of it. If only he had asked Matron, she
could have told him ? that Mr. Witkins would retum in time
for school on the following Monday.

But Jennings did not ask Matron. Instead he ran to
the common reom to tell everybody the news that Mr. Wil-
kins was going. :

“I say, have you boys heard? Very important news!”
he cried. “You’ll never guess what it is!”

“I think something unusual — like kippers® for tea,”
said Temple.

“No, it isn’t, it's — well — T'll tell you, Mr, Wilkins is
leaving!”

There followed a few seconds of silence. Then every—
body began to shout. ;

“Don’t believe him,” Venables warned the bhoys.

“Well, this time it’s true,” said Jennings. “II you don't
believe me, you can ask Matron. I heard him tell her which
train he was going on.’

They believed him: if Matron knew all about it, it must
be true.

At first everybody was happy.

“No more tests of Fridays,” cried Atkinson.

But by bed time their mood had changed. Mr, Wilkins
had his faults, everybody agreed. But he had a kind heart.

“I'm very sorry he's leaving,” said Temple when he went
'to bed in Dormitory 4 that evening.

! proof ~— FOKA3ATENBCTEO

2 If only he had asked Matron, she could have told him — Ecan
GEl OH TOINBKO CHPOCHI CECTPY-Xo3aiiky, oma Moria Ok pacckasardb
eMy

3 kipper — romuenmas cemeika
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I was then that Jennings had a bright idea.

“I think we must buy Old Wilkie a little present, just
to show him how sorry we are that he's leaving.”

liverybedy in Dormitory 4 felt a little happier after thoy
had decided to buy o present for Mr., Wilkins.

While they took off their clothes they talked about how
they could make his last ten days at Linbury happy.

Outside, Mr. Wilkins, who was the master on duty that
evening, was telling somebody how 1mportant it was lo
wash behind both ears.

“He's coming!” said Jennings in a loud whisper. Donl
forget — we must be especially decent to him from now.’

When Mr. Wilkins came up to the door of Dormitory 4,
he was greatly surprised. Instead of usual noise, he found
that everybody — except Jennings — was already in bed.

That could only mean that something was wrong,
thought Mr. Wilkins. He locked round the room, but could
see nothing unusual. So he turned to the one boy who was
 still out of bed.

“Quickly now, Jennings,” he said. “T'm tired of stand-
ing in draughty ! dormitories and waiting for you to gel
into bed.”

“You're tired, sir? Do you want to sit down? You can
sit on my bed if you like, sir,” said Darbishire with a smile.

“No, sit on mine, sir,” said Temple.

Mr. Wilkins was surprised. He was still more surprised
when Jennings quickly went to the window and closed it.

“What are you doing, boy?” the master asked angrily.

“I'm closing the window, sir. You said it was draughty
in the dormitories, sir. You may catch a cold 2 if you sit in
a draught.”

Mr. Wilkins was still more surprised. He folt that some-
thing was wrong when he turned oif the dormitory light and
went downstairs to the staff voom. Here he found
Mr. Carter,

“I say, Carter, something is going en in Dormitory 4
They are so polite that I'm sure something is wrong thﬁre

“You are certainly not sorry that they're pahte, are you?”’
asked Mr. Carter,

J——

U draughty ['dradt] — Rommara, #pogysaeMas CHBOSHARAME,
dravght [dra:ft] — cxrosuan
2 to catch a cold — cxBarurs UPOCTYLY, TPOCTYIATBCH
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“No, no, of course not. But 1 ask you, C DCarjy ¢,
lieve it that a boy like Jennings feels Wowom'ied h,
standing in the draught?” -

Mr, Carter agreed that he had not heaseaily sy
before. ' ‘

Jennings spent most of his free timeome %,
two days collecting money for Mr. Wilki}i&im’pfe&@
On Thursday evening, just a week bel befy I,
was leaving, Jennings and Darbishire sas al i’
discussing their future plans. They put & o, d@m
money which they had collected. It was a & poy. |
~  “That’s good,” said Venables. “Now w-vwe gt
we're going to buy him.” !
At that moment they heard Mr. WiiVilkiy v’
corridor. They immediately began to taklakej, 1,
the desk and put it back in the money-bozecox!
“Open the cupboard guick, Darbi,” he oe wlqspe%‘s)
think Old Wilkie will put his head in t.3 thewh%{
“Jennings!” o
The boy turned round and found Mzidr l\rﬂ-}dnﬁl
in the classroom near the door looking ==z alyp
“What 2id you say?” the master aske @ ed |
“Nothing, sir..” Jennings did not & kny whm“
“Well, boy, no nonsense now. Whatd at dj S/ﬂui‘w
Old — er — about me, when I came in?” !
“I was just saying that I didn’t thiii;inkwm
to put your head in the cupbeard, sir.” Sy
“Put my head in the cupboard!” e ext |
kins. i
“1 think Jennings meant that it wou_raldn Uea,\'{"
fortable place to put it, sir,” said Dark{—bisl,, ¥
By this time Mr, Wilkins was sure oe thy b,
the problem was in the cupboard. So. ekh.edidnl}w\l‘
the money-box which was standing on « th @sk‘%
towards the cupboard and opened its doocor yyly)
could not find anything unusual in the iy 1!
angry, he shut the cupboard door anomnd ly tie,“(f(}
without another word. "““?
“It's very difficult to try to be dececulyl |
said Jennings,

! a money-hox — ronmiKa
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Paring break the next morning Jennings ran up to Dar-
bishire,

“Listen, Darbi, I have an idea,” he said. “How about!
a clock?”

“That's a good idea,” agreed Darbishire.

“I think they’ve got some good clocks at that shop in
the village,” Jennings went on. “So if I get permission to
go to Linbury and buy it next Wednesday, we can show it
to all the boys, and then give it to Old Wilkie when he has
an English lesson cn Thursday afternoon. It'll be' his very
last lesson on Thursday afternoon.”

On Wednesday Jennings decided to go to Linbury to buy
a clock which they were going to give Mr. Wilkins on
Thursday afternoon.

“T've got a nice clock for twelve pounds,” said Mr. Hig-
gins, the owner 2 of the shop. “Or that one,” he pointed to
- the shelf, “for fourteen pounds.”

Havent you got anything cheaper? I've only got a
pound,” Jennings said.

“I have nothing at that price, I'm afraid,” said Mr. Hig-
gins. “Oh, yes, maybe an alarm-clock?”

From under the counter Mr, Biggins took a ht’cle green
alarm-clock.

“How about this?” he ashed. "A very good alarm-clock.
It makes enough noise to wake the dead.”

He put the alarm-clock down on the counter more
heavily ® than he had wanted, and immediately the alarm
went off? so loudly that Mr. Higgins jumped in surprise.
© “You must be caveful with it,”” he warned Jennings.

Jennings was happy. Did it cost more than a pound, he
wanted to kngw?

Mr, Higgins locked at Jennings’ moeney-hex. “It costs
a little more than a pound,” he said, “but i'll take a pound
if it’s all you've got.”

“Thank you very much,” said Jennings. “T'll have if
then, please.”

—

1 How abouf — Urto 1H nymaenis Hacder

2 an owner [‘ouno] — mramemern

3 more heavily ["hevili] — ¢ Gonbireil cunoi

4 the alarm [o'laan] wen off — paspanca szononr
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The boys B.iked the alarm-clock; and when they hear
the ear-splittizza g sound ! of the alarm-bell they plugge
the ears? wi th their fingers and happily jumped w
and down,

“The bell g=oes on very long if you let it,” Jennings ex
plained. Then  he switched off3 the alarm and sef it agai
at random.* “E_et's put it in the cupboard till the end of th
lesson.”

“Lock out ! He’s coming,” warned Temple, who we
standing at th £= classroom door.

The boys EBaurried to their desks. They were happy an
preud with th e=ir idea.

The door -<opened .. Mr. Wilkins had arrived for wha
the boys thous zzht must be the last lesson with Form 3.

The maste=r was greatly surprised at unusual silence
at the same ~®wime he was sure something was happening

Mr. Wilkd ns quickly went to the master’s desk an
opened a beole of poems by Alfred Tennyson.”

“Now I'm  going to read you some poems by Alfred Terx
nyson, and tlx en I'm going to ask you some questions abot
them,” said T™wIr. Wilkins and began Ring Out, Wild Bel
by Alfred Texanyson: '

“‘Ring ova &, wild bells, to the wild sky ...””

At that rw=s oment Venables, who bhad a bad cold,® bega
to cough.’

“I'm very= sorry, sir. It's my cough, sir, Matron is givin
me some mech_icine for if, but ...”

“All righ€~, all right! Only be guiet while I'm reading

The boys  sat still, as still as they had never sat befor

“Ring Oz t, Wild Bells by Alfred Tennyson,” Mr., Wi
king said.

“ ‘Ring owmt, wild bells ..." "

That wass all Mr. Wilkins could say. Because at th:
moment evexr- ybody in the classroom heard the ear-splittin
sound of a be= 11 from inside the cupboard.

! the ear-s=s. plitting ['10,splity] sound — ormymurensumit 38yR

? they plu gz ged the cars — ounr sarsmyam ymn

3 to switcEmm off — nouunovarn

4 and set it again at random [razndom]—m cHOBA HOCTaR!
ero HAYTax

5 Alfred B~ ennyson [‘xlirid ‘tenissn] — 4 femous English poet.

6 to have a bad cold — cunpro mpocrypuTheH

7 to cougle  [kof] — xammars
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Wilking was so surprised that he could not say a
wm(l /\nd all the time the ringing of the alarm-bell went
on ... and on ... and on.

AL last Mr. Wilkins found his voice, -

“}—I—Corwumph! Who's ringing cuf that wild bell? ...
I mean who is responsible for this noige?”

The ringing stopped as Jennings put up his hand.

“1t wasn’t meant to go off then, sir,”! he explained in
a sad voice. "It was a special secret surprise that we were
planning for you, sir.”

“How dare you plan secret surprises in my lesson? 1
never heard of such a thing. And this, I think, is the real
meaning of your behaviour I noticed the last few days.”

“Oh, ne, sirl”

“Oh, yes‘ You were planning to play this joke with the.
alarm- dock in the middle of my lesson.”

“But, sir, you don't understand, sir.”

But Mr. Wilkins was sure that at last he understood,
and that he had solved the preblem which had worried him
for the last ten days. ‘

“Take this thing out of the cupboard, and bring it up
to me at once!” he shouted.

Jennings went to the cupboard. If only? Mr. Wilking
wanted to listen! If he only let us explain!

But Mr. Wilkins did not want to listen. When Jennings
put the alarm-clock on his desk before him, he said angri-
ly: “How dared you, Jennings, to hide this thing in the cup-
board and set it off ® in the middle of my lesson I—1-—
well, I don’t know!”

“Oh but, sir, I didn’t, sir.”

quet boy' I shall confiscate this thing and tell the
Headmaster what has happened in today’s lesson. Now we'll
go on with the poem.”

All the boys of Form 3 gathered in the common-room
that evening to discuss what they must do.

“It’s all your fault, Jennings,” said Venables.

“Well, it’s useless to discuss whose fault it was,” said

U It wasa't meant [ment] fo go off then, sivr — Or me pmommen
Ob JoIzia SBOHUTE, cap
2 If only — Ecnu 681 707510
3 and set it off — m cpe;arb Taw, WTO0H OHA 333BOHLNA
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Jenes “The important thing is ‘what we are going to do
now.’ :

While other boys were busy talking among themselves

Jennings went out of the room, and decided to go and
talk to Mr Carter.

Mr. Carter was correcting the exercise-books in his
study when Jennings knocked at the door.

“Ceme in!” said Mr. Carter.

“Sir, please, sir, may I speak to you? Something awful
has happened, sir,” said Jennings.

“TI'm sorry to hear .it. Can 1 do anything to help you?”
~ So Jennings told Mr. Carter what had happened during
- Mzr, Wilking’ lesson.

Mr. Carter agreed that the situation was not simple. At
the same time he could not quite understand why they had
bought the alarm-clock. :

“Well, sir,” Jennings explained, “as soon as we heard
that he was leaving we decided to ..."”" -

“Leaving?” Mr. Carter exclaimed in surprise. “But why
do you think that Mr, Wilkins is leaving?”

“Everybody knows he's leaving, sir. 1 heard Mr. Wilkins
telling Matron about it. He said he was going by the ear-
liest train tomorrow morning, sir.”

‘Mz, Carter sheook his head sadly. “Well, Jennings,
Mz, Wilkins is certainly leaving tomorrow morning... But he
is coming back on Monday, He's only going away for the
week-end!”

“What!” :

The room swam befom Jennmgb eyes, and he looked at
Mr. Carter in surprise.

Mr, Carter noticed that. “I think perhaps Tll see
Mr. Wilkins for you, and try to explain everything to him.”

“QOh, sir, please, sir.”

“I can't see him today because he's busy,” Mr. Carfer
said, “but I think you will have your alarm-clock back when
Mr. Wilkins comes back on Monday.”

In the dormitory that evening Jennings said: “I say, you
boys, I've got some good news for you. We mustn’t worry
because we didn’t give Old Wilkie his cloek. He won’t need
i

“Why not?” asked Dormitory 4 in surprise.

“Because — well, becanse he’s not leaving.”
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Jennings went Torward and puot the alarm-clock into
her hands.

“As it’s yonr lm!hduy, Matron, and because you've been
s¢ decent to us, all the boys Want me to give you this.”

Matron Jooked at the present with pleasure and surprise.

“Happy Birthday to you!” Jennings sang loudly. “Hap-
py Birthday to you!”

And then all the boys and Mr. Carter began to sing:

“Happy Birthday, dear Matron,

Happy Birthday to youl”

At that time Mr. Wilkins, who was going along the cor-
rider, heard the noise from the common-room. He opened
the common-room door and saw Matron holding the alarm-
clock. Then he saw Jennings standing near her....

As the boys finished the last word the ear-splitting ring-
ing of the alarm-bell sounded in the aix.

Matron jumped up and nearly dropped the clock. Then
she recovered ! and began to laugh. Soon everybody was
laughing with her.

Mr. Wilkins did not laugh. But he was smiling as he
closed the door and went along the corridor.

“Silly little boys,” he said to himself. “Silly little boys.”

QUESTIONS

r;

What did Mr. Wilking ask Matron to do for him and
why?

How did Jennings understand that?

What did the boys buy Mr. Wilking ag a present?

What was Mr, Wilkins going to read the boys during
the lesson?

What happened while Mr, Wilking wug reading?

Who did the boys give the alarm elock (o i why?

B 2o b

IS

! Then she reecevered [ri'kaval] . Uatom ous upoman w culn



VOCABULARY

A

above [3'bav] prep man

absence ['=bsons] » orcyrereme

ache [eik] v Goaers

actor |’=ktoln aprucr

add [xd] v pobapaaTts

adwiration [,edmo’reifon] » BoO-
CTOPI; BOCXUIICHHE

admit [odmit] v mpucmasate

adventure [od'ventfs] » mpmmIro-
YEHUE

advise [od'vaiz] v coseToBaTh

afraid {o'freid] e be afraid of
HoAarTbes

against [o’Gemst] prep nporms

age [e1d3] » Bospacr °

agree [d'gri:] v cormamarnea

alarm [s’lam] » Tpesora

alarm-elock {olam’klsk] n 6y-
JIRIIBHWK

algebra ["eldzibio] » anveGpa

all [2:1] pron: at all concem

allow [a’lau] v paspemars, no-
3BOIATH

anger ["znge] n smecrs, rHEB

angry {'epdri) e cepanrsii, 3a0i;
get angry paceepmuThes

anywhere [‘enrwea] adv wyga-num-
6o, Kya yroguo

applaud [o'pla:d] » aummoaupo-
BaTh

approval [o'prucvel] » opofpe-
Hue

argue ['c:gju] v cuopaTs

arm [am] » py=a

arm-ehair ["om’tfes] » xpecio

around = [o'raund] prep BOKpYT;
nobansocyu

arvest [o'rest] v apectoBars

arrival {o’ravel] »n mpubmrme,
bt CEN

article [‘atikl] n ¢raten

as [ez] prep: as if maw 6yaro; as
S00R a5 Ka¥ TOABHO

attentively [o’tentvhi] adv muu-
MATEALHO

attie ["etik] » wepaax

autogreph [ottegraf] »  amro-
rpad; autograph beok axpfou
Ias aprerpadon

away [o'wei] adv mpous;
BAKK OT JOMa ,

awlul [">:ful] @ ymacmeit

BAAINRS

B

back [bak] » samman cropona;
@ BagHni

bash [baf] v: bash up Gurs, us-
6urn :

bat [beet] n Gura, aanra

beard [biad] » Gopopa

behave [brherv] v Becrm cebs

behaviour [bi'hevje] n uosepe-
HHe

believe {b]’li:v} v BRPUTH

helong [br'lop] v opmmagmeskars

besides [bysaidz}. «dv wpowme
TOTO v

bieyele {'basikl] » Bemocmmer

bit [bit] ex. bite

bite [bait] (hit,
carb; n YEYC

bitten {'bitn] cx. bite -

blame [bleim] » ofpuasis

blew [blu:] ca. blow

blotting ['blotip] o blotting-pa-
per nmpoMokaTennHas Oymara

blew [blon] (blew, blown) »
HYTh; CBUCTETH

boarding . [bo:diy] «
school murepmar

boat [bout] » mopma

bookease ['bulikers) - xmmmunil
mrag

both [boubd] pron oba

break [breik] n mnepemema, me-
pephiB

breathe [bri:d] v peware

bitten) v xy-

boarding
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A

cabbage ['kebid3] n ramycra

call [ko:l] v sBars, HazmBaTe

cancel [kensl] v ormenars

capital ['kepitol] e 3arzasmwmiit
(o 6yree)

captain ['kapitm] n xaumran

carefu! ['keaful] e ocropommuri

eeiling |[‘si:lip] » moroaowr

centre-forward ['sento,forwad] n
NeHTPaNbHB HalaXanmui

chanee [tfons] » BO3MOIKHOCTD;
by chanee cxyuaiino

change [tfemds] v mepeopena-
THCH; NAMOHATHCH

changing-room ['tfemdziprum] n
pasEeBasiKa

cheap [tﬁ:_p]] a JenieBbiii

check [tfek] v mpomepurs

cheer [tfio] v: cheer up monGop-

puTh

choose [tfu:z] (chose, chosen) »
BHIOEpaTH

chose [tfouz] cm. choose

clear [kip] a scmwil, momsrmsit

elimb [klaim] v Baesars, paGu-
pathes

clumsy ['klamzi] e meyrmomuit

collar ['kols] »n Bopormmx

reollect [ko'lekt] v cobmpars

come [kam] (came, come) v:
come on! pasait! momun!

comfortable [‘kamfotobl] a ypo6-
HEI

ecomament ['koment] n rommenra-
puit

committee [ko'mili] » xommrer

eommen-room  ['komonrom] =
ofmag KoMEaTa

condition [kon'difen] n cocros-

HEE ]
confiseate ['konfiskeit] v kom-

PUCKOBHIBATD

congratulate [kon’graetjulent] »
HOBAPABAATH '
contain [kon'tein] v comepmars

continue [kon’tmju:] v ‘popgoen-
sHaTh (CA)

conversation [ konve'serfon] n
pasroeop, Gecena

JLEOEE KT

" counter ['kaunto] n npuzasox

eover ['kavs] v HakRpHIBaTh, MO-
KPHIBATh

erazy ['kreizil ¢ cymacimepmmit

cross |krog] v mepecexars; BEI-
YePKEBATD '

ery [krai] = wpmr

cupbeard ["kabad] » mrag

D

danger ['demdze] n onLacHocTh

dangerous ['demdzorss] ¢ omac-
HEIH

dare [dea] v ocmenumaTLech

date [dert] » wmcmo, mara

dead [ded| « wmeprTBwIi

decent ['di:snt] @ moBperii; copa-
BeIIABLIE

depend [(h’pend]}

despair [dis'peo

detail ['di:tent}
HEeTAND

diary ['daior1] » preBrmm

difference ['difrons] n pasruna

different [‘difront] « pasmwamerii

difficulty [’difikolt;] »  Tpys-
HOCTH

dining-hall ['damiphyl] n crone-
Bag

disappear
HaTh; HCIOBAThH

disappeint [,diso’pomt] v pascua-
POBBIBATD

diseuss [dis'kas] v ofcympars

disguise [dis’daiz] v nepeopena-
THCH; MacKHEDOBATHCA; N1 TEpe-
oleBalue; MACKUPOBKA

divide [dy'vaid] v mennrp

document ['dokjumeont] n pony-
MEHT

U 3aBHCETL
n oTd4asHue
n HoxpefEoCTD,

[,diso’ps] v wmpoma-

dormitory ['do:mitri] »  ofmas
CTAIBHA
downstairs  ['daun’stesz] - adp

BHUS (no secrruye)
drag [dred] v THEYTH, TALIETDL
driver [‘drarve] n modep
drop [drop] v ypommTs; R Hanxs
dry [drai] e cyxo#t
duster ['daste] » Tpanka
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[}

.

casily L’i:zﬂx] adv nerxo

casy [:z1] e merwumit; cmokoii-
ubLl; HoRHARECTEL

cdge [ed3] » wpai

cwptly ['empti] a uycrofi; v omy-
cromaTh ]

encyeclopedia [en saiklowpi:dje] n
DHIMKIOTONHA

enter [’ento} v BxoamTH

enthusiasm {in'8juiziezm] n 3=8-
TY3masM; BOCTOPT

entrance [‘entrons] n BXOR

eseape [1s'keip] » mober, cmace-
ame; v chemarp

especially [1s'pefoli] adv ocoGeu-
HO; COBHHAIBHO

except [ik’sept] prep wpowme

exeite [ik’sait] v BpommoBaTheH;
ROSMYUIATRCHA 4

exclaim [iks'kleirm] v mocwum-
Havh ~

exeuse [tks'kju:s] » mpegmor, or-
TOBOPKA ‘

exist [19'zist] v cymecTBe-
BATH ’

expeect [1ks'pekt] v omupars

expensive [1ks’pensiv] a moporoir

explain [iks'plemn] v oGbgcrATH

explanation  [,eksplo’neifon} =n
o0nACHCIRe

F

fact [fakt] » Qanr

fair [feo] ¢ cmpaBépnmBhIi

false [fo:ls] o (ambmussifl, me-
KYCCTBEREEIN; JOMABIE

fare [fes] n mmara sa mpoesm

farmer {fame] n Qepmep

fast [fast] e Gwicrpeiin; adv Gur-
CTPO

- fate [fert] » cypsba

fault [f>:1t] » »uea; megocTaTon

feeling ['fi:lm] » wyscTRO

few [fju:] pron mano; a few me-
CRONBED

figure ['f;90] » Gurypa

final [famel] o PumazeEsnl

find [famd] (found, - found) v
Haxoputh; find oul mmgcEATSH,
y3iaBarTh

finger ['fings] n mameny

‘friendly {frendls] adv

follow [‘fslou] v cmepomats !

following [’foloum] a cmenys ]
aymi :

fool [fu:ll n pypax

foot [fut] n (pl feet) byt (oxoso
30,5 cm)

footprint
(noeu)

footstep ['fuistep] n mar

forehead {'{oryd] n 106

forgive [fa’qiv] (forgave, forgiv-
en) U HPOInarh

[futprmt] »  cmen

forward ['fy:wod] =» nanapgawo-
birtonil

fountain-pen  ["fauntmpen] =
aBTOPYIRA

Rpyxe-
CHU; NPYIKHO

frighten [’fraitn] v uyram

front [franit] » nepepmas cro-

pona

frosty [’frost;] a moposmsri

funny [“fan1] ¢ cuemmo#i, 3a6as-
HBIH

G

gate [gert] = wamurka; BopoTa
geometry [dziomitri] n reomer-

pus

get [get] (got, got) v nocraBate;
get in (into) zabuparnca, moua-

. Barp; gel eu!l BmIesath, BH-~
6uparsen; gel ready roTOBETE-
cn; get to mobuparscs po; get
used {0 TpABBIKATE K

glad [gleed] ¢ papocrawii

go [gou] (went, gone) v: go by
NPOXONUTL MUMO; go ©Om Ipo-
HOMRATH (CK), HPORCXONNTE

goal [doul] » Bopora {Pyréoas-
nbie); TON

goalkeeper  ["goulki:pal » Bpa-
Taph

goal-post ['goulpoust] n» wraura

gosh [9of] int wepr moszpmul

grab [greb] v 6micTpo cxBarmT®

grandson ['graendsan] r pHyR

great [greit] o Oompimoli, cman-
HBLH
greafly [‘greitli] edv ouems;

CHIBEQ

greet [gri:t] v mpuBeTCTBOBATH

grow [grou] {(grew, grown} v pa-
©T#; BEIDAMWBATE; CTAHOBUTHCH
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SUNTY | Yiill} ‘4 BHROBATLIU
guinea-pig ['gmip19] n Mopexag
CBUHEA

K

haif-back [‘haf’bek] » noxysa-
IMUTAAK

hang [hey] (hung, hung) v Bu-
ceTh; BelHaTh

happen [‘hazpon] v
IPOHECXOTUTH

hard [had] e Tpymumii, TAme-
abIi; TBEPOEIA

hardly [‘hadli] edv enBa, ¢ Tpy-
oM

headmaster [hedmasts] n zE-
pexTop (wroawr)

health [helt] n smoponse

heavy ['hevi] a Tsmemsit

hedge [heds] » umas usroponn

helpless [helplis] ¢ Gecmemoni-
BB

hey [hei] int »ii!

hid [hid] cx. hide

hide [haid] (hid, hidden) v
OPATATHCH

himself [him’self] pron cam

hit [hit] (hit, hit) v ymapars;
HOUafiaTh

hold [hould] (held, held) v nep-
JRATh; HPOBOAUTH 470-1.

hole [houl] n gmipa, ama

hopefully [houpfuli] aedv ¢ Ha-
e Ioi

hopeless [‘houplis] a- Gesmagem-
HBII

herrer ["hora] n ymac

hotel [hou'tel] » rocrummna

bung [hap] cx. hang -

hypnotize [‘hipnotaz] v run=o-
TH3UPOBATE -

CHYTaThes;

; I
if [1f] ¢f am
illmess [1lnig] » Gomeszmp
imitate [‘ymiteit] v nompamkarn,
ROUBponaTh Lo2o-a
immediately [vmi:djotli] ade ne-
MeIIeHIT0
in [m] prep uepes
imitials [1'nifelz] # uunmymann

Ha1linob

inside ['in‘said] adv BEyTpE

inside-right ['msaid rait] » mpa-
BRIl mOTycpeniuil

instead [1n’sted] prep: instead of
BMECTO

imstrument [‘jnstrumsnt] n» mn-
CTPYMERT _

interrupt [, nto’rapt] v mpepn-
BaTh, mepebuBatk

interval ["1ntovel] » mepepmis

invisible [in’vizobl] -a HeRmam-
MBI

)

jacket ['dzezkit] » mmmmax

join [d3om| v EpECOSHMHHMTHCA
joke [dzouk] v myrure

journey {’dzo:ni] » OyremecTsae
just [dzast] adv TomBRO; Rak pas

K

key [ki:] » mmow

kick [kik] » Gurs (nezeii)

kind [kamd] « mobpwi; n sug,
copT '

knee [ni:] » moxmeso

knock [nok] v cryuars;
off comBarh; n CTYR

knot [not} n ysen

knowledge ['nolidz] n smamue

L

lace [leis] » mmypon

last [last] e at last waxonen

late [leit] adv: later om mozxe,
nosnHee

Latin  [latm]
ABBIR

lay [ler) cx. lie

lead [li:d] (led, led) v Becrn

fed [led] cm. lead

lid [lid] » mpomxa

lie [lai] (lay, lain) v memars

like [latk] a: be (look) Ilike
OLITH MOXOIKMM J1a; BLINISIICTH
naw

likeness [‘Lgknis] n exoperso

limp [himp] » xpomatn

tine [lam| v: lire up Boicrpaun-
BATLCH B DA, n MATINA; CTPOil

knock

7 JATHHCKHA
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Vst k] caueow

Tomely [“lount} o nycrbinnotii

look {luk] o look after bpm-
CMATPIBATL B0 Ked-4., B3abo-
rrrnen; look out BrrasppBars;
U(‘]K‘r'lh('fl.

lot {1ot] = a lot of Gonzmioe wo-
JNMECTBO; MHOTO

low [lod] o nwamui; adv EEIRO

tueky [1aki] @ cuacTAMBEIL,
VIALIMBEIR

M

main {mem] ¢ rrasuLi

master [‘masto] » yuurens

matron [‘mertren] » cecrpa-xo-
3AHEA

matter [‘meta] v: it doesn’t mat-
{er me mMeeT BAIUCHINN

maybe [‘merbi:] adv  mMomer
OHlTH

mean [mimm] (meant, meant) v
3HATHTH, O3HAYATH, UMETh B
BuLY

meant [ment] cu. mean

member [‘memba] n ywacTHEr

mend [mend] v unHuTL
inention [‘menfon} v
©oHath
mind [mamd] v Bospamary; ne-
ver mind mesaRIo; Me BMeer
SHATENL
miss [mis]
MAaXHYTHCH .
model ['modl] » monens
modest ['modist] ¢ cxpomuml
mood [mu:d] » mactpoenme
most [moust] »n GOXLWIMHCTBEG
meove [mu:v] v geurartecd; Wepe-
ZBUTATH
mystery ['mister;] = Tafiua

N

yiomu-

v OpONMycRaTh; WPo-

narrow {‘nzyon] o ysuai

nearby [niohai] edv pofunusocrn

nearly ['nwphl edv woura, ayTh ae

need [ni:d] v myREaTsCa

nervous {movss] o mepsBEBM;
BIBOMHOBAHHLIT

net [net] n cerxa ’

news [njuz] » pl nonoeTs

eil {pill # boni

noisily [‘voizili] edv wmiymmo, ¢
MOM

noisy ['mozi] ¢ myMHbIL

nonsense |‘monsens! n.  gemyxa,
Geccupicauna

notice [noutis] v sametars

notice-board [‘nontisb>d] » noc-
ra A o0bABIeRwl

nowhere - {‘nouwes] adv
HORyga -

HUTHE;

0

ebey [o'bei] v momammsTnem; co-
SxoRaTh (Rpacusa)

chject [Obdzikt] n upenmer

oft [ofl adv mpous

offer ["ofs] v mpemmarars

eil {al] n cmaska; v cMa3zbiBaTH

okay [‘ou'ker] a sce B mopsuRe;
XOPOINo

once [wans] adv opmm pas;
oxHakapl; at once Hemenlen-
HO -

only [ounli] o ejmmersen-

Huif

opponent [o’pounsut] » wmporus-
HUK

order ['5:do] v sarassiBath

ours [‘avoz] pron mamm

outside ["aut’'satd] odv cuapy-
WU, UBBIHE

outside-left [auntsad’left] »
BEIH RpaEIMi

over [‘ouval] prep wmo; uepes; Ha

oveveoat [‘ouvokout] » manwnto

own [oun] @ colcreenmuii

P

Jie-

pack [pxk] v ynakossipats
pair [pes] n mapa

parcel ['poasl] » nocmaxa; csep--
TOR ‘
pass [pas] v nepepasare; npo-

XOMuTh (Mumo ), n wace
passenger [‘pasindze] n macca-
WMAP
patient ['perfont] a repuesnsuiil
pavilion [po'viljon] r wasmison
peaceful ['pitsful]l o cnoxodtmurit

pence [pens| cu. penny

penknife ['pennarf] » wmepovun-
eIl EOMBE
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penny ['peni} (pl penee) mennm,
nenc {Oenednnes edunuya)

perhaps [pohaps] adv mMosmer
6HITH, BOIMOIKHG :
permission [ps'mifon] r paspe-

THEHHe -

pet [pet] » arofumoe pnomamimee
SKABOTHOS

pick [pik] v pears; cobupars

oillow [‘mloul r mopymxa

pin [pin} v DpuxogoTH

pink {pigk] ¢ posopmit

pity ['piti] = if’s a pity mamno

plan [pleen} » Dxam; v naammpo-
BaTh

player [‘pleis] = mrpoxn; ericket
player mrpon s wpumer

pleasant ['pleznt] ¢ apuarEni

- pleasure |'plezs] n  ypomodser-
BHE

point [point] v yraseiearTe, HOKa-
BHIBATH

poisenous |'poznes] ¢ ARoBWTHI

police [po’lis] n momumus

policeman [poli:smon] n noam-
welcrait

polish ["poiifi v uwmermrTs; martn-
paTs

polite [po’lat| e Bemuusei

porridge ['poridz] n oscsman EKa-

ma .

possible ['poscbl] e mosmommusiit

post [poust] » crox®

post-card [‘poustka:d] » mouro-
BasL OTKPRHTXKA

pestman  ['poustmen] n
TaJdbOIH

pound [paund] » Qyur (denenc-
was edunuya)

praetice ['preektis] » Tpemuposra

praetise {'prektis] v Tpemupo-
BaTBCH

prepare [pri'pes] v rorosmTs (ca)

presence [‘prezns]. n DpUCyTCT-
BHE

pretend [pri'tend] v penars mup,
EPATBOPATHCA

price &prms] n IeHa

probably [‘probsbli] edv Bosmom-
1o, BCPONTIO

probiem |'problom] n mpoGnema

cpromise [Tpromis] v ofeiaru

propexly {‘propoli] ade wne coee
nyer

no4-

Jil

profest [pra’test] v
OPOTECTCRATE

protractor  [pro‘trekia] » Tpan-
CHOPTAD

proud [praud] o ropmm#

prove |[prwv] v HOKasEBaTh

pure [pjus] ¢ TBCTEIH

push [puf] v roarars

put [put] {(puf, put} v: pat en
pemiats; pul up HOREATE (pY-
ry); put down ouycruth (py-
By}

BOBNAKATE,

Q
quarantine [‘kworsntim] » =ma-
paHTEHR
guiet [kwamet]l ¢ Toxumit
guite {kwait] adv coscem, cosep-
WEHHO

R

rabbit [rebit] » xpouanx

rag [reg] » TpAmKa

rainecat |‘rernkout] n mmaum

raise [reiz] v DopEMMaTe

rare {res] e pepnni

raw [ro:] e crpoir

reach [rittf] v gocrmrars; noxo-
TUTE [0

reason [‘riizn| » npwumia

receiver [ri’si:ve] n tenchounasm
TpyORa

remind [rymamd] v sapoumnars

report [ri‘po:t] ¢ meuTnes

reporter [ri'pate] = pemoprep,
ROPPeCIoHIenT

respeet [ris'pekt] n ypamesue

responsible |ris’ponsabl] a oreer-
CTBEHHBIE

result [rizalt] » pesyasrar

refwrn [ri’te:n] v posspammarnes;
n BOBBpAIfEHLe

‘right {rait] = upaso

risk {risk] v pucromars

road [roud] n jopora

roll [roul} v warmrees

reom [ruim] n mMecro

ropy jroupl 2o BepenEn

vound Jrouad] ade nonpyi; aa

row {ran] o no XNYM,  craunag
[tou] n I»m

vabew Prwla] # snigedise
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sad [sed] o Deuamrmsiii

safe [seif] ¢ Gesomacmarii

safely - ["seifli] edv Graromomyu-
To; CHOKOHAC

sandwich ["senwidz]

save [se1v] v crmacars

seissors ['siizor] n moMHEDR

score |sko:] » cuer; score a geal
3a0uT6 TOI :

Scotland ['skotiand] pr n Iornan-

n COHABHY

hitid:1

seeret ['sickeit] a rafimeri; n Tafi-
Ha

seldom ['setdam] adv pepxo

senior [‘siinjo] ¢ crapmuunit

sentence [’senlens] n mpemionxe-
Hue

serious [‘sorws] a cepbesmbiit

several [’ssvrol] & mecrompro

severe [si'vis} o cyporwii

shake [feik] ({(shook, shaken) v
TPACTH (CB), Kadats(ca)

share [{ea] v (umo)pemmrbenm

shepherd ['fepadl n. shepherd’s
pie maprogenpras BaTerauKa
C MACOM

shilling ["fily] » moansmur (de-
nexcHar edunuya)

shine [famn] (shone,
CBETHTE

shook [fuk] em shake

shoot [Ju:it] (shet, shet) v Gurp,
IOCHINATS MAY

shot [fot] v ex. sheot; n ygap

shoulder [/foulda] » mmewo

shout [faut] n: to give a great
shou! rpoMEs saxpmaaTh,

shut [[at] (shut, shul) v saxpo-
BaTH

sick [eik] n Gonnwof

sick-room [’stkrum]
g GONBHOIO

sigh [sa1] v maasixa-s

sign [samn] v Hogngcsizath; n
BELBECHA

signature [’sidunostfe] » goammes

silent ['saglontl o mMomzaymperi

silly ["sdi} o rryoeit

sitting-roem ['sthiprum] » rocra-
Had -

situate [‘sitjuert] v: be situate
OBITH PACIHOIOMKE HHBIM

thone) v

r ROMHPATA

‘sitwation [sitiu’eifon] n carya-

OUA; TONOIRGANE

sleeve [slitv] » pyxas

slip [slip] v nocxossanyrnes
snake [sneik] r smes

soap-dish [‘sotupdif] » Muasmzng
sock [sok] » mocom

solve [solv] v pemars

somewhere [‘samwes] adv rpe-
aubo; Kyna-mubo

sound [saund] » zpyu

specially [‘spefoli] adv cuenm-

aTBHO; HAPOTHO

spectacles ['spektoklz] » ouxnm

speech [spi:tf! » peusn; to make
a speech IPCU3HOCHTHL PEdb

spend [spend| (spemnt, spent) v
TPATHTH (Jchben); TPOBOXATE
{epema)

spider ['spaids] n maywm

spill [spil] (spilt, spilled) v upo-
TUBATH

spilt [spit] ca. spill

spoil [spoid] v moprars

spot {spot] » mareo

stair [stea] n crymemsxa

start [stat] v masunars; oTupa-

BUTLCA; 7 HATANO
steal [sti:I] (siole, stolem) o
YRpacTh

step [step] » mar

stolen [’stouln] ca. steal

stop [stop] » ocramorxa

storey [’sto:rri] » sram

straight [streit] a nmpawmoir;
IPAMO.

strange [stremdz] ¢ crpamnnl

strike [stratk] (struck, strock)
v Guth, YUAPATH, B yAap

string [strin] » Bepesxa,

adv

Soupn-

Ha

strack [strak] cm. strike

study ['stadi] n wabumer

such [satf] « ranoit

suppose [99'pouz]
rars

surprise [so'praiz] n ypusneusue;
CIODIPAS; U YHUBAATS; be sar-
prised ynunnaTecs

surround {soraund] v orpymars

sweater ['sweto] n cirep

swell [swel] (swelled, swollen)
v OYXHYTH, PACOyXaTh

swollen ['swonlon] e omyxmuit

v gpeprona-
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