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12 {_: Happy

Happy

Many, many years ago, a fisherman, his wife
and their baby lived near the Yangtze River in China.
The fisherman was called Hai. His wife's name was
Lan. Their baby was a happy little boy. He laughed a
lot so Hai and Lan called him Siaole. It means
"happy" in English so his English name was Happy.

The family lived in a littde house near the river.
The house was very small. They were poor but they
were happy. Hai worked very hard and they always
had enough food to eat.

One day Hai became very sick. He could not
eo fishing. After a few days he died!

A few months later, Lan had to sell Hai's
fishing boat because she had no money. Then she
bought some food. "Soon we'll have no money. I can
grow fruit and vegetables in our little garden, but 1
need to buy rice for Happy. I must work to get some
money." Lan said 10 herself.

Then she sat down and looked round her little
house. Everything was very clean. " Some women do
not like cleaning their houses or washing their clothes
but I like cleaning and washing." thought Lan.
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14 Q Happy

“Perhaps [ can work in a rich lady's house. |
can clean the house and wash the clothes and then [
will have some money. Probably Happy can come to
the house with me." Lan was happy.

A week later, Lan found a job. She got up
very early every moming. She bathed Happy and gave
him his breakfast. She cleaned her little house and
worked for an hour in her little garden. Then Lan and
Happy went to Mrs Huang's big house.

When Lan cleaned Mrs Huang's house and
washed the Huang family's clothes, Happy played
beside his mother. They were both happy. Mrs Huang
was very rich but she did not give Lan much money.
Little Happy always had rice to eat and clean clothes
to wear. Lan was sometimes hungry but she was
happy because her little son was happy and he was
growing very quickly.
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At school some other boys often laughed al

Happy because he was poor. But Happy was still very
happy. The rich.boys always had new clothes and new
shoes, and they had good food to eat.

" What did you eat yesterday, Happy ?" they
shouted. "Did you eat cold rice again ?"

" Some people have nothing to eat,” said
Happy. "I'm already very lucky."

One day when Happy came home from school,
he saw a bowl of plums on the table. They were soft
and purple, full of juice and as big as apples.

" Mrs Huang gave us these plums.” said Lan.

" Please may ] have one 7" asked Happy.

" Yes, but eat your rice first. * answered his

mother.
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Suddenly someone knocked on the door. Lan
opened it. An old woman was standing there. "I'm very
tired and hungry." she said.

"Come in and sit down." said Lan. " We
haven't got much food but would you like some'rice?"
she brought a bowl of rice and a pair of chopsticks
for the old woman.

Happy and Lan started to eat their rice but the
old woman did not eat her rice. She started to eat the
plums. Soon the bowl was empty.

Happy looked at the bowl and said, "She has
eaten all the plums !"

Lan said to Happy quietly, "Don't be angry.
We must be kind."
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22 Q Happy

The old woman carefully put the plum stones
in the bowl and said, "Thank you for the plums. They
were good. If yon keep these plum stones, you will
never be poor. I must go now. I will come back when
the fMoods come."

“When will the floods come?" asked Happy.

"Do you know the big stone lions in front of
the temple 7" asked the old woman.

" Yes. " said Happy.

" When their eyes become red, the water in
the river will rise very glickly. The water will cover
the village. When that happens, I'll come back.” said
the old woman. Then she walked to the door and
left,

Happy said to Lan angrily, " The lions' eyes
will never be red. They're made of stone."

The old woman was wrong. Lan and Happy
became poorer and poorer. First Lan hurt her back.
She could not work for two weeks. Mrs, Huang did
not give her any money. Then some insects ate all the
vegetables in their little garden. Then Lan opened their
last bag of rice. "What are we going 10 do ?" She
said sadly.

"We've got the plum stones' said Happy.
“The old woman said : You will never be poor if you

keep these stones. Perhaps we can eat them."

#
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& Happy

He brought the bowl of plum stones and
cracked a stone between his teeth. It broke and there
was a beautiful pearl inside it.

"1 can't eat this!" said Happy.

" It's a pearl ! " said Lan. " Pearls are very
expensive. We can sell them for a lot of money."

They cracked all the plum stones and found a
beautiful pearl inside every stone." If we tell people
about these pearls," said Lan, " a thiel’ will come and
take them." So Lan sulil only one pearl and put the
other pearls in a box.

When they went out they still wore cheap
clothes like poor people. But at home they ate good
food. When Happy's shoes became too small, Lan
bought him new shoes. Lan and Happy were happy.

Happy always wanted to say thank you to the
old woman. " She said : I'll come back when the lions'
eyes become red." Happy thought. He looked at the

lions everyday, but their eyes were always grey.
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One day the King said to his servant, " Paint
the temple !

In the evening one of the painters still had some
red paint in his tin. " What do [ do with the red paint 7" he
said to himself. " I know. I'll paint the lions' eyes." He
painted the four stone eyes red. Then he cleaned his

hrushes and went home.

Next moming Happy went to see the lions and
saw their red eyes. He remembered the old woman's
words. He did not go to school. He ran home to tel]
his mother. Soon it started to rain.
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4o/ Happy

Happy told his mother about the lions' red eyes.
Lan was very frightened. She put the pearls in a
pocket in her trousers, She and Happy ran to tell
their friends about the flond, but they did not listen to
them. Lan and Happy went to the river. They saw a
fishing boat with a strong hambw roof.

" Will you sell us your boat if I give you a
pearl? Lan asked the fisherman. She gave him a pearl.

The fisherman looked at the pearl and said,
"You can have my boat and my fishing nets too!"
Then he got off the boat.

m and Happy put food and water in the boat.
Then they climbed into the boat and the boat foated

slowly down the Yangtze River.
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30 Q Happy

It rained and rained. Soon the river was very
high. The water covered the rice fields, then it covered
the houses near the river. Many people and animals
died. Sometimes Lan and Happy could only see the
tops of the trees above the water.

After many days, the rain stopped. Lan and
Happy saw a beautiful hill in front of them. It looked
like an island in the water. A small farm was on the
hill. There was a little house on the farm. There was a
plum tree with a ot of white flowers in front of the

house. .
" The old woman saved us !" said Happy.

"Let's live here, mother "
Lan nodded.

Taya Zinkin and
Rosenary Border
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Mr Groy and Mrs Black

Mr. Grey & Mrs. Black

Mr Grey does not like Mrs Black. He looked
out of the window of his bedroom last Saturday
moming. Mrs Black was in the street. She came to the
door of his house and rang the bell. His wife went to
the door and opened it. Mrs Black came in. Mr Grey
did not go downstairs,

A quarter of an hour later Mr. Grey went to
the top of the stairs and shouted to his wife, "Has that
stupid old woman gone?" But Mrs Black was in the
livine risom with his wife.

Mrs Grey did not say anything for few seconds,
but then she said to her husband, "Yes, she's gone.
Mrs Black's here now."

Andrew Paterson
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The Intelligent Monkey

A university professor recently made several
expenments with different animals to find out which was
the most intelligent. He found out that the monkey was
more imél]igent than the dog, the cat, the horse, efc.
In one experiment the professor put a monkey in a
room where there were several small boxes. Some
boxes were inside other boxes. One small box had
some food inside of it. The professor wanted to watch
the monkey and to find out how long it would take the
monkey to find the food. The professor left the room.
He waited a few minutes outside the door. Then he
kneeled down and put his eye to the key-hole. What
did he see? To his surprisv he found himself looking
directly into the eye of the monkey. The monkey was
on the other side of the door, looking at the professor
through the key-hole,

Monkeys are so intelligent that people should
not perform dangerous acts in front of them; for
example, striking a match.

Peter Hupalo
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Pen Pal

Prunella Taylor was born on her Granny Prue's
birthday. That was why her parents called her Prunella.

Prunella didn't like her name. She liked it even
less when people called her Prune. And it got worse
when she moved to a new school.

Prunella was very tall. She was the tallest in her
class. She had to look down when she talked to the
other children. She couldn't help it. But the other
children didn't like it.

You're snooly ! said a girl called Beth. 'A
snooty prune !" Everyone laughed. So Beth said it
again. 'Snooty Prune! Snooty Prune!

Then they all said it. 'Snooty Prune! Snooty
Prune!’

For days and weeks they went on. They used
it as her name all the time.

‘Hello, Snooty Prune!

Prunella hated it. And she hated the children at
school for using it. Most of all she hated Beth. But she
didn't want to bate people. What she really wanted was
a friend. Prunella wished very hard for a friend.
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One day the doorbell rang

It was Mrs Farey at the door. Mrs Farey lived
over the road. She was interesting. She wore strange
clothes and kept ducks and cats. Prunella liked her.

"Hello, my dear. I have something for you. A
small presrnt to say thantyou for feeding my cats last

week."
Finger by finger, Mrs Farey opened out her

hand to show a tiny parcel.
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'I's very little, she said. ‘But 1 hope that it will
bring you your biggest wish!

' Thank you! said Prunella.

' That's all right, my dear,’ said Mrs Farey.

'Happy day!"
Prunella looked at the tiny parcel. It was very
thin and wrapped in paper the colour of cats' eyes.

She pulled the parcel gently open. Inside was a
tiny red book of stamps.

'What a strange present!' said her mother. But
Prunella knew that the stamps were a wonderful
present. Those tiny bits of sticky paper would let you
send messages to anyone in the world. With a stamp
you could write to the Prime Minister or the Queen.

How Lovely | A Letter
From Prunella !
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You could send off for things.

Or you could send a sneaky letter to school to
tell them that Beth Hall was a hully., But Prunella didn't
want to sneak on Beth.

What she really wanted to do was to write 10 a
friend. A friend would write back. If only she had a
friend.

Prunella stood up and something fell to the
floor.

It was a small, folded bit of newspaper. It had
been put into the parcel with the stamps.

Prunella opened it out and read -

PEN PALS

Pal mpr with & g Trbemd]
Thie “Peyen Timaes' s siartmp
a new Cloh o oed yodiger
readors: a pen pal cleh! Jus

wrpe 4 belber delling us all

el kel Then - send S
wour bener 1o e o the Times:
W will ol i up athoa D

chitd oy o&i age this
§a gel writing! fand
Je
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T will, thought Prunella. TIl make a pen pal
friend! Oh, thank you, Mrs Farey!

1; She got out paper and a pen and sat down (o

fave sigtars. HO®
¢ and L thors OF it
“.w ot ony s FHPF"‘ ot
ont @ Ak fowe nP’l”
g J u8 any

Then she chewed her pen and frowned,

She looked at the letter. It was horing

If she had got that letter, she wouldn't want 10
be pen pals with the person who wrote it.

She scrumpled it up and threw it in the bin.
Then she started again on a new bit of paper.
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'*f Fern loa
<8 7 tynmouth Road
1 "i/?’:f Payton

Ak 26 March

J dave an older gigter called Serona who

is very Geautifub. lolg of fBoyg are Im love
with Ber, Gut shoe would rather B with mo. She
plollg  ribbons Into my Aaoir and oxplaing
[} fo me.
4 J ofgo Rave a timy Baby Grother called
eo. 7 found Bim. TJf you want to fnow Row T
found Rimy thon yon wi€l Rave to write to e
and agh. Then J witl tell you.

J algo Aave a Gig goppy dog called
Notly and threo gwasl Rittoms colled Buiton,
Zip and Velero. "

J Rave €fotg of [rlends at gchool. But I
wosld Clike you to e my friend too Becange T
Cie gotting lotters. Pleage write Efr‘y;'r;xiﬂy
SOOA. H::: .‘,}/‘r{l{

Your friend, [ inny
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Prunella made the 'Y' of Penny swirl under the
rest of the name.

She put the letter into an envelope addressed
to the Peyton Times.

Then she tore out the first of Mrs Farey's
stamps. She held it between a finger and thumb and
closed her eyes. She wished hard. 'Please bring me a
pen pal who will be a real friend!

She stuck on the stamp and ran all the way
to the post box.

* &k ok ok X

A reply came four days later. It was addressed
to Miss P Taylor.

‘There's a letter for you. It's got a local post
mark. Who can that be from ?' said her father.

T expect it's from a friend, Dad.' said Prunella.

She opened it in her room and read :
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50 ¢ . Pen Pal
e 20 Ring Read,
4 St
& Pogton
S 27th Maxch
Decn Ferny,

J lifte youn Cletter very much and T wackd
bfe to e youx pen pal. Please umite and tefl me
how gou found Lea.

J had Bettes tefl you about mycclf. My
name is (nged. T favent got angy Gnothevs ax
slatexs. J haven't got a mothex ox a father cither. J
am an owphan. My [ather died fiefere T was boxn.

He was an explosee. Cne day in the
Untaxctic he met a palax bear. They had a fight.

My fathey and the bear FRiffed each otfier,
Bt Befoxe my father died, fie wrote something in
the snow. Fe didn't have a pen on anything. He
wncle with fis cwn Boad!

Fte dvew o fig feast and wnote "Qlesha +
Baby" inside the heaxt.

(lesha was my mether and J was the baly.
(Bt least T fnou that my father foved me. Fuen
though he nevex met me.

My mother died when T was Bova. She
loofied at me in the mowe's awms. With fer fast
Bueath ohe oaid fmmmmﬁ?@@g
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The address at the top of Angel's letter was 20,
Ring Road, Peyton. Prunella had never noticed an
orphanage on the Ring Road.

Perhaps Angel lived all by herself? Or maybe
she had been adopted? I'll write and ask her, she
thought.

"Wow! An orphan pen pal!”
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Forn Lea
Moz =, Lynmouth Road
o = Peyton
R 28" March

Doar Angel,

Thank you for your Oatter. J've never
Grown an orpRan Bofore. Who do yok tive with
now? Are thoy nice to you?

Hare Is how T found my Gaby Grother. At
Chrigtmas Sorena tooR me and Nelly the dog
to London to gee tha Chrigtmas Cights.

We wont to Trafabgar Square to gec the
Gig Chrigtmag trec. Tt was gotting late and it
wag very darg. Thon J heard a strange moise. "Jt

mugt Ge the pigoons” said Sorena. But it

wagn't.

Notly and T went o find ost what
was moking (Ac noige. Nolly swijjed and 7
Cigtanad. The woige and 1w came from ome of
those great Gig Ciong. J tRought that the CGion
Rad coms alivel
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Thon 7 saw that thore wag somothing .-
white Gotweon Ris pows. J€ was a tiny Oaly

wroppad in a Ganfet.

Weo took the Gaby to the potice. Did you
Guow that if you find gomothing and nobody
cllalma it, then you cam foep HF

Wael, nobody claimed the Gaby. Serona
and T ashed Mum if we could Rave Rim. Mum
said, "Of courgal” g0 we fept Aim.

Wo call Alm oo Bocaugse Re wag found
on a lion,

Write soon and tele me about Geing an
orphan.

love from your friend,

¥

PS. You ook very GBeautiful.
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Angel's reply came in a dirty old envelope.
20 Ring Read
-l.n- z '_”_.
L Feyton
il 29th Maxch
Dear Penny,

You fhave guessed my davkh secwet! J
live with my Qunt Nag. She is veny old and very

J fave to buve in the attic. Jt has a hard
bed and naifiing cloe in it. J live life a slave. Qunt
Nag makes me workk all day long. J only get
loflavens to eat. My attic is [reezing cold.

My onby Pricnd is a Cttle walin, Fe cameo
te the window each monning.

When J read "Dear Ungel’ and "Love
from yourn friecnd Fenny” i wanms my heart. (b
least T fnow that you love me. The picutre that J

diews of me was a lie. I am weally vewy sfinny

and dressed in ReLgra,
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Purnella was hirrified and excited by that

letter, She wrote a quick reply.

Form Lea
;"-1" . ..-"'f-::" [ynmﬂﬂ‘“ Road
AN ':::' A T Payton
ke /}'///?““ 30t8 March

Hore are abl my gwoets. Thoy

wide gtop you from gtarving. J Aave i‘eoe
go to gehool today Out tomorrow J W

our [ringe *in @
roucue you. Péeage wear ¥
powy-fail. Nodody elge does tdat. That

way, J wiél 6o gure o fnow that you are
you. J'CC see you goon!

Love from your friond ch

Prunella posted the letier on her way to school.

x K % Kk ok

Prunella woke very early on Saturday morning .
She felt sure that Aunt Nat would lie in bed for
hours. It would be best to rescue Angel while Aunt
Nag was stil} in bed.

Then I'll bring her home, thought Prunella. Mum
and Dad have alWays wanted another child. Angel can
be my new sister as well a5 my friend!
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Angle would find out that Penny was really
Prunella.But Prunella wasn't worried. After all, Angel
had pretended to be something different too. Angle
had pretended to be pink and pretty. Really she
was starving and skinny.

Still, Angel was expecting short dark Penny.

If tall fair Prunella turned up, she had better
be able to prove that she was the same person.

Prunella pulled her fringe together and tied it
into a pony-tail.

Then she erept downstairs and wrote a note

for her parents.

With luck, she might be back before they got
up.
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Outsid g o .t
still (.131’1(m:3.srllde it ::: \%

raining. The street ~
lights looked like a 4
row of giant sparklers n
along the road. It felt ]
magical and exciting. ;
Prunella skipped a '
few steps and then
ran. She ran all the
way to the Ring Road.

Then she
slowed down. She
Tooked- house numbers /
until she came to
number twenty.

Number twenty
wasn't the kind of
house she  had
expected. It was a
very ordinary house.
Nobody would ever
guess that there was
a poor arphan _____J§
trapped inside. ___ v
Prunella looked up. —

There was a _3?2—_
light on in the attic
That must be where = = el
Angel lived. : -
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Prunella pulled her wet fringe pouy-tail straight.
Then she pushed the door bell.

'Ding Dong!"

A dog woaled from inside. Prunella could see
the dog in her mind. It was a huge dog with big
yeliow teeth. Aunt Nag loved the dog but hated Angel

Aunt Nag fed the dog proper food. Angel only
got seraps. Poor Angel.

Prunella rang the bell again, long and loud.

A light went on and there were footsteps. The
door opened and Prunella gasped,

‘Beth ' said Prunella.

There stood Beth Hall with a mouth full of

sweets,
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.:'f/ L%, Pon Pal
"Ec! I think I've got the wrong house." said
Prunella.

But Beth had her fringe in a pony - tail.
Behind Beth came Beth's mother, two brothers

and a small dog,
Beth was staring at Prunella's fringe.

It' Snoo . . .er Prunella

from school.
You're an early hird.
Have you come to play ?

Youth
Story

Er, no.
I mean yes |
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She crept downstairs. |
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Beth's room was in the attic but it wasn't bare
or cold. It was warm and it was full of mess. There
were two beds by the wall. One of them had a lump
in it.

‘That's my stupid little sister.’ said Beth.

‘But Angel was an orphan! She didn't even have
any brothers or sisters! said Prunella. ‘You lied!

‘Well you made up Penny too! said Beth. 'Why
did you do that?”
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Because I wish I was
fall and beautiful
like you of
course |

'That's different,’ said Prunella. 'l had to make
things up because nobody likes real me.'

T wish [ was short and had brothers and
sisters. I wish [ wasn't called Prunella. T wish I had a
proper name like everyone else! You're like that
already. Why did you make up Angel?

‘Because I wish I was tall and beautiful like
you of course! said Beth.

Beth's little sister popped her head out from
her duvet

'Who's Angle and who's penny? said Beth's
little sister.

‘Nobody! said prunella.'

'Wind vour own business!* said Beth.
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Beth's little sister sat right up in bed.

"Why have you both got your hair in that
stupid way? Are you friends ?" said Beth's little sister.

‘Maybe,’ said Beth,

'Can [ have one of those sweets? asked her
licle sister.

Yes,” said Prunella.

‘Thanks. Can I say something else? If you
don't fike being called Prunella, why do'nt you just be
Ella? Ella's a nice name.

' Prunella thought for a moment. 'That's a good
idea,' she said. 'T like Ella.'

'So do 1 said Beth Hall. 'Let's really be

Youth
; friends."

Story
Pippa Goodhart

Why have you both
got your hair in That
stupid way ? Are
you friends ?
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Pal 3{c8) dohesy
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Diary

It is a cold but sunny day, and John Beeching
is walking through the park. Birds are singing, children
are playing, dogs are running about — but John
Beeching is not a happy man. He hasn't got a
girlfriend. He hasn't got a job. He is afraid he is going

to lose his flul too.

'Nobody is as unlucky as me, he says quietly. -

‘Nobody understands my —'
Suddenly, he hears a noise. He stops and looks

across the park It is an ambulance Something is
happening down by the water.

John runs as fast as he can. Perhaps I can help,
he thinks. But when he amrives, he sees there are a lot
of people there. There is nothing he can do.

The people are watching two men in the water.
The men are looking for something - or somebody!
John listens to the two people nearest him.

'A boy fell in the water,’ says the woman.

'She tried to help him,’ says the man.'The boy's
OK, but she wasn't so lucky...'

"There she is!' the man shouls

John looks, The two men are swimming back.
Between them is the woman. Her head is out of the

water, Her eyes are closed.
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Her eyes are closed.

oged, qedapeogurs Bobaglionuss

" b o
Be careful,” she tells him. "Be very, very careful.”
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84 Diary

v

Do you think she's dead? asks the woman
quietly.

John does not hear the man's answer. He walks
slowly down to the water, and walches the two men.
One man is now carrying the woman carefully in his
arms. The other man is helping him out of the water.
They put her down.

John Jooks at the woman's face. There are dark
lines under the eyes. The mouth is blue with cold. It is
not moving. The men are too late.

John Beeching looks away. The woman tred to
help a drowning boy, and died! Suddenly, he sees that
his problems are very small and unimportant.

'Things can always be worse,’ he says quietly.

He turns and walks away. The next minute, he
kicks something with his shoe. He looks down, and
sees a book at his feet.

It is old and very beautiful. On the front is one

big word DIARY. Under it, two lines of words.

Turn my pages,; carefully look,

And see tomorrow in this book.

‘Tomorrow?' says John. 'l don't understand:' He
opens the book. Instde are more words. 'This is the
diary of Daisy Miles', he reads. He looks through the
book. There are words on every page- but before
John can read them, he hears a sudden sound. Some -
body is shouting.
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You, there! YOU!

John Jooks up. It s the woman. She is
shouting. And at him!

"Yes, you! she says. and their eyes meet.

The woman is not dead! But what does she
want? As John watches, her mouth moves again. It is
difficult for her to talk but there is something she wants
to say.

‘Be careful,’ she tells him. '‘Be very, very
careful!

'Be careful? says John, 'What of?'

But the woman does not answer. She cannct.
She falls back and does not move again. The iwo men
look at her. One puts his ear to her mouth.

'Nothing,' he says.

The other man closes her eyes with his fingers.
'Dead,' he says quietly.

There is nothing more anybody can do. The
ambulance drives off, and everybody walks sadly away.
John Beeching leaves too. He walks along, thinking
about the woman. Behind him, a man and a woman
are talking. John listens. They are talking about him.

‘Do you think he knows her? he hears the man
ask.

T don't know,' says the woman. 'But she knew

him!'
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88 ﬁ Diary

John walks Ffaster. He doesn't want to hear any
more. He, too, saw that the woman thought she knew
him. Perhaps she thought he was another man- her
husband? Or her father? Or her son? But perhaps not.

John locks down at the book. He thinks of the
woman; he remembers the name. Suddenly, he is very
afraid. If the dead woman is Daisy Miles, then this s
her diary.

He starts to walk faster. He goes out of the
park, across the road, left at the bank and right at the
church. Five minutes later, he is home.

John tums the key , pushes the door open and
walks into his flat. He shuts the door, and closes his
eyes.

This is a mistake!

In his head, John is suddenly back at the park
again, down by the water. He sees the woman: her
dark eyes, her biue mouth. He hears her words again.
Be careful! Be very, very careful!

John opens his eyes. "What do you want from
me? he shouts.

But there is no answer. The woman is dead.
There 1s nothing more she can say.

'She avanted to tell me about something bad,
something dangerous,’ John says quietly. ‘But what?'

Again, there is no answer. Nobody can help
John Beeching now.
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' Diary
He goes into the kitchen, turns the radio on

and starts to make some lunch- not that he is hungry,
but he thinks a little food will be good for him. He
cooks some vegetable soup, puts some butter on
some bread, makes a cup of tea and sits down at the
table. He is putting the sugar in his tea when, suddenly,
he hears something on the radio. He looks up and
listens.

‘A fifty-eight year-old woman drowned this
moming in Victoria Park. Mrs Daisy Miles, of Dover
Road, saw a boy fall in the water. She jumped in after
him. She wanted to help him but, unluckily, she was
not a strong woman. The water was cold and her

heart was weak.

'Peter and David Ashe were in the park with
their dog at the time of the accident. They saw the
woman and tried to help her. But they were too late.

"It was strange. We thought she was OK," said
Peter Ashe. "She opened her eyes, looked up and
spoke to a man. But then she fell back and died."

'An ambulance took the woman to Newtown
Hospital. A doctor there says that she drowned
because of her weak heart.

'Amy Baker, mother of the six-year-old boy
who fell in the water, said, "I'm very, very sorry for
Mrs Miles, and her family. Tom is OK. Luckily, he
can swim. But that someone died in the water. It's a

very dangerous place!"
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I Write your telephone number on my hand,"says Alison.

Page after page of nothing ! I o
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'Daisy Miles is the second woman to drown in-'
But John Beeching is not listening any more. He

jumps up form the table and runs into the front room.
There, he goes to the coffee table and opens the
book.

'This is the diary of..

He is suddenly very afraid. 'No! he shouts.

John reads the words again. He shuts the book.
Opens it again. The words are still there. 'This is the
diary of...' Not Daisy Miles. Not now. Now there is a
new name in the front of the book. 'This is the diary
of John Beeching.'

‘But how? says John quietly. 'I d-d-don't
understand.’

He looks inside the book. There is nothing
there now. Page after page of nothing!

‘But..! says John. 'Before, there was.

He turns back to the first page and sees that
there is something there. He reads the words.
Sunday p.m - 16 November
Vegetable soup, bread and butter, and tea for lnch
Judy's party 10.33 p.m.

John sits down in a chair and reads the words
in the diary again and again. What did he have for
lunch? Vegetable soup, bread and butter, and a cup of
tea! But how did the diary know? And who wrote the
message? John looks round.
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'Is anybody there? he calls.

But there is nothing, nobody. Only the soumd of
the woman on the radio. John puts his head in his
hands.

1 don't like this,' he says. 'Am I il}? He looks
up and shouts. 'What's happening to me?

Suddenly, he hears the telephone. He jumps.
Nobody telephones him at this time of the day.
Perhaps it is the police! Perhaps somebody saw him
take the book- somebody who knows that it is Daisy
Miles's diary. :

‘But it isnt hers now,' says John, quietly. 'It's
my diary. Right? My name is in the front"

He stands up, walks back to the kitchen and
answers the phone.

'Hello?' he says.

It is not the police. It is Greg- an old friend.
‘Hello, John,' he says. 'How are you?

'OK,’ says John, ‘but something happened this
mom-'

‘Tell me latery’ says Greg. 'I'm in a pay phone,
and I haven't got much money. There's a party tonight
at Judy's.'

Judy's? says John. It is the name in the
message.  John is afraid again.

'Yes,' says Greg. 'Judy Simmons. You remember
her. Tall, with short red hair. We met her in that cafe
next to the cinema.'
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'Oh, yes,’ says John. 'That Judy.

"‘Will you come, then?" asks Greg.

‘To the party? says John. 'T don't know...L...

'Oh, John! says Greg. 'You can't always stay
in. You'll have a nice time.

'‘OK,' says John, Tl come.'

'Good,' says Greg. TIl see you at ten. The
party starts at half-past.'

T know,' says John quietly.

'What?' says Greg. )

‘Nothing,' says John. He knows he cannot tell
his friend about the diary. It is too strange. He cannot
tell anybody. They will only laugh at him. 'See you
later.’

1

'‘Bye,' says Greg.

John puts the phone down. He goes back to
the diary.

First, the lunch. Now, the party. He smiles.
Who 1s 'Alison!!!t!r" ?

L I

An hour before the party, John starts to feel
afraid again. Is it good to do the things he reads in the
diary? Or is it dangerous? And this Alison? Who is

Perhaps she will be nice, John thinks. Perhaps I
will love her and she will love me. Or perhaps ... John
looks at the name again: 'Alison,’ he says. 'Are you
going to be good for me- or bad? Very. very bad?

"
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John knows he cannot make a misiake, He
phones Greg. He wants to tell him that he is not going
to the party. Bu nobody answers,

'Not-in!' says John quietly, and puts the phone
down. 'He'll be here soon. What do T do?

The minutes go by. At ten o'clock, John hears
his name- somebody is calling him from outside. John
opens the window and looks down. It is Greg. He is
sitting in his car, with his head out of the window.

‘Are you coming? he asks.

John says nothing. To go or not to go, that is
the question, he thinks.

John? says Greg. 'Can you hear me?'

Yes,' says John. 'T can... and I am. I'm coming
down now.'

He shuts the window.

“Yes,' he says. T will go. 1T must meet this

A short drive and a quick drink later, and they
arrive at Judy's place. 'T'll leave the car here tonight,
says Greg. 'l want to have a drink or two-or three!

‘That's OK,' John laughs. Tl take a taxi home.’

They climb out of the car and walk up to the
front door. John looks at his watch. The diary was
right again. It is 10.33!
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102 ﬁ Diary

There are a Jot of people at the party, some
are talking, some are drinking, some are dancing to the
music, Some are doing all three. John says hello to
Judy, and goes through to the kitchen.

'Are you happy you came? says Greg.

"Yes, says John. But I'll be happier when [
find Alison, he thinks.

He gets a drink and takes it through to the
front room. It's hot and noisy there. John stands near
the door and looks round. He sees some friends: Pete
and Helen, Jan and Dave. Across the floor is
somebody he doesn't know. She is watching the
people dance. John watches her.

She's tall. She's got long brown hair. She's
wearing a short black dress. She is, John thinks, the
most beautiful woman in the world. But she isn't
dancing with anybody. Why?

Suddenly, she turns. Their eyes meet. She
smules. John smiles back. Now he understands the "!!!!"
in the diary!

He walks over to her. across the floor and
through the dancing people. He looks at the glass in
her hand. There is nothing in it.

‘Can I get you another drink?' he asks.

'No, thanks,' she says. 'I'm driving.'
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- I'f'm taking a taxi,’ he says. 'Perhaps we..
Where do you live?

The woman smiles. 'You're very quick! she
says. ' don't know your name...

John looks down. 'Sorry.’ he says. My name's
John, John Beeching.'

Tm -

'Alison,' says John quickly.

The woman smiles and looks back at him.
How did you know?' she says. 'Do [ know you?

'No,” says John. 'But you soon will! Do you
want to dance?

John and Alison dance and talk and dance and
laugh and dance and kiss — then dance some more.
The time flies past. At half-past four in the morning.
Alison stops dancing. She pushes John away.

t's no pood,” she says. ' must go! I start
work in four hours! What about you?

‘Me?7 says John. He doesn't want to tell her
that he hasn't got a job. 'Oh,' he says. 'l start late.'

Your're lucky! says Alison. She kisses him on
the nose. 'It was nice...!

‘Wait !' he says, and pulls a pen from the
inside of his jacket. 'My telephone number’ He looks
inside his jacket again. 'l haven't got any paper, he
says.

‘Write it on my hand,’ says Alison.

John takes her hand. It is warm. The fingers
are Jong and thin. He wants to kiss them, one by one.
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“""Your telephone number!" says Alison.
John looks up. He can only think of the fingers.
1-2-3-4-5,

And that is not his telephone number! He
smiles. 1 can't remember it! he says.

"You don't want to give it to me!' says Alison,
and pulls her hand away.

T do! I do!" John says, and takes it back
again. 'It's ... Suddenly he remembers, and writes the
number down on the back of her hand.

Alison looks at it. '752572, she says. 'Easy!

'‘And don't wash your hands before you write
the number down!' says John.

It's OK,' says Alison. 'l never forget telephone

numbers.'
B o ofe e

Tt's that building on the left, says John.

The taxi driver stops in front of the flats, John
climbs out, he pays, and walks to the front door. It is
quiet. Everybody is in bed. John is tired, too, but he
is also happy — the happiest man in the world! He
knows now that Alison is going to be good for him-
very good!

In his flat again, John goes to his bedroom. The
diary is on the table next to his bed. He opens it.
There, below the first message, is message number
two.

|
|
J.

g‘ﬁmﬁ 5 109
“9¢q.95:90l08ec0” 8 muSadeomafgronudn
giomeur(3ponad agum cwolegplieapo’ds ofien
£Eonuli
oodsdadiccoicls
Greonr dlow oge§spdlodecnobdops aqom [Broaus:
“ogl§end 3B3l03 0goBBan:” o aymefgronudy
Q€ oot sidlecugaded” of saScdeodamelg
oo [§ie0n qed 0080’ gugcdnsoncdy
top§ed eogidlonud ogfeas cumdlonns” of
g$e[gr008 [Breony B} [g8uycdefondds **a3dlon”
o qodonqd ¢o58coaB: oged, condegiedlyn $30503 equg)
a3oBonud
305e8a0§0 $AB5R [o3pS0n0di “ag jgq )" “aa0guSeca:
g” C\i QRU(T)GEJ')O‘)OSII
“3lp, ofgmpddiadgueqel cooleoyad waso:
§B3esd” o§ gfmaelgaomode
“qiloauSge™ of muScBaofmafgrondd “agfeon ¢§i3dlod
6003 2uSe079 wewmoddlags”
g of e B P
“oudomeion s8mennitade” of gfmelgronud
o@deninenun  dfnisbiesyy  § cqen gdonu
Qp0r miadmagndonad §odsdeotonad [Giean; $88eqasdl:
280} eegpoSonudi o8cbaBoSesomndi ool wbes (n
B g$copSideemo§iegondd dlevd oqomeyfoopsicgborusi
mged ¢ meybadionddr sau8c8s08om apmogel co8cls
008502 23959388 mqdindeonéidlonud
34, o}cdaficiafgSeqpobeo; gum ga8bodiad
oRogrionad §Eandum oqadbep summ engedleafoon
Quy 3580} gEordd 38¢n vwvmgremny, 6320597
g8 mgremm: §esdn


BC1208
burmeseclassic


Ghost

110 Diary

Monday am. — 17 November
Home at 5 in the moming!
Sleep.

Office job [ACB] in newspaper.
New jacket.
Alison in Italian restaurant,

‘Five o'clock,’ says John, and sleepily looks at
his watch.

The diary is right again, but John is too tired to
think about how it knows. He undresses, climbs into
bed and — still thinking of Alison — goes to sleep.

At half-past eleven, he is up again. He jumps
out of bed and goes to the front door. The newspaper
is on the floor next to it. He quickly takes it into the
kitchen, puts it on the table and reads through. On the

jobs page he finds a small advertisement,

We, at Arnold Carter Books, are looking for
a young writer. If you are interested, vall us now.

Telephone number 556611

'Arnold Carter Books!' says John, excitedly.
'ACB! This is very, very strange.'

John doesn't understand what is happening, or
why — but perhaps the diary is helping him. And a job
is a job! After a quick bath and breakfast, John ecalls
the number.

‘Hello?”  he says. T'm phoning about the
advertisement in this morning's newspaper.'
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John puts the phone down and smiles. "They
want to see me about the job... tomorrow!' he says.
"YEAH!" he shouts.

He reads the diary again.

‘A new jacket, he says slowly. 'Yes. 1 can't
wear my old jacket to something important.'

But John is afraid. Is the diary telling him to do
something — or is it telling him what must happen?

He leaves his flat and takes the bus into the
centre of town. The first shop has nothing he likes. The
second shop is too expnesive. In the third shop he
finds a dark blue jacket that he likes, and some light
blue trousers

Tl take both, he says.

He is paying for the jacket and trousers when
he suddenly sees somebody he knows. Alison!

'Hello!" he calls. Alison turns and smiles. "What
are you doing here? John asks.

Tt's my dad's birthday on Saturday,' she says.
Tm buying him a shirt. What do you think of this?

John looks. 'He'll love it,' he says.

"Yes,' says Alison. T think he will.' She looks at
her waich. 'Ten-past. What are you doing now?'

'Errm... Nothing.' says John.

'Nothing?' she says.' When do you start work?

John smiles. 'm not going in today. I'm
interested in a new job — and they want to see me
tomorrow morning.’
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‘So you're buying a new jacket!" Alison laughs.
‘And trousers!' says John.
You'll get the job, says Alison. 'I know you

will!

"Thanks,' says John.

'Are you hungry? she says.

John looks at her and smiles. 'Very,' he says.

'Good,' she says. 'I know a very good Chinese
restaurant near here!

'Chinese? says John slowly.

'Do you like Chinese food? says Alison.

'Yes,' says John, but he is thinking of the diary.
It said 'Alison in Italian restaurant'! Perhaps it is wrong.
Perhaps this is its first mistake. He smiles. 'l love
Chinese food,' he says.

Three minutes later, they are standing in froni
of the restaurant  Alison is looking up.

It's different,’ she says.

'Milano,' John reads. He can hear his heart in
his ears. Ttalian!' he says.

The diary knew. The diary always knows!

L I

The days and weeks go by, and John Beeching
gets happier and happier. Everything is better than it
was! He has a job — with Amold Carter Books. He
has a girlfriend — the beautiful Alison Evans. Everything
is going well.
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llﬁﬁ Diary
e

John stil} doesn't understand the diary, but he
doesn't think about it much now. He knows that the
messages come at twelve o'clock in the morning and
twelve o'clock at night — and only when the book is
closed! He knows, too, that the messages tell him the
important things before they happen. But how and
why? There are still questions without any answers.

Sometimes, John tries not to do something that
is in the diary. On Friday, 28 November, he reads this
message when he gets home from work.

Home at 6.00.

Cinema with Alison —

ice-cream all over jacket, shirt and jeans.

He looks at his watch. It is six o'clock, and he

"is going to the cinema with Alison later that evening.

But ice-cream? He does not want ice-cream all over
him!

Later that evening, they go to the cinema. They
sit down inside. John looks at his watch.

"The film starts in ten minutes,’ he says.

‘They sell drinks here,' says Alison, 'And ice-
creams. Can [ get you =7

'No, thank you!' says John, and laughs. 'l do
not want an ice-cream!

"Why are you laughing? ask Alison.

'Oh, it's nothing,’ says John.

‘John Beeching,’' says Alison. "You can be very
strange sometimes!'
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““John looks down. He wants to tell her about
the diary very much. But he is still afraid that she will
laugh at him. Perhaps one day ... but not now.

TI'm sorry,’ she says, and kisses him. She puts
her hand in his. T love you,' she says.

T love you, too. Ugh!" he shouts.

Alison pulls back. There is something white all
over John's jacket, shirt and jeans. 'What is it?' she
says.

Tece-cream, I think, says John. He tries it
"Yes,' he says. 'Ice-cream.’

‘But you didn't want an ice-cream!' Alison
laughs.

T know!" says John angrily.

He and Alison look up. Above them is a boy.
He is looking down.

'Was that your ice-cream? John calls up.

Tm sorry,' says the boy. 'It was an accident.'

'Ok,' says John. But be careful next time!

T will, says the boy.

John looks down again. He cannot be angry
with the boy. Everything happens to him because it
must happen!

deof ol P

In December, the Christmas trees and coloured
lights go up round town. John cannot wait for the
holiday. He and Alison are going to Morocco for ten
days.
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"The film staris in ten minutes ," he says . John i " .
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122 ﬁ Diary

John remembers the day he bought the
aeroplane tickets and smiles.

'l did something important that day,’ he says.
'And the diary didn't tell me to do it!

John uses the diary all the time now. It is
very good for him. It helps him to plan. But
sometimes, John is unhappy with the message. He is
slowly Jeamning that sometimes it is difficult when you
always know what is going to happen- and some-time
it is nice when you don't know what is going to
happen.

But he cannot throw the diary away. Not now.
John looks at it every day - when he gets up in the
morning and when he comes in from work. He likes
knowing what's going to happen. He can't think of
living without the diary now.

o b e o

On the Friday before Christmas, John is going
home from work when his bus suddenly stops. A
minute goes past. Two minutes,

‘Come on!" says John. He looks at his watch.
It is a quarter to seven. He is meeting Alison at eight.
It's her office party that evening, and John must not be
late.

Five minutes go past. Ten.

It's no good, John thinks. He gets off the bus
and starts to go home on foot. He tums left at the
corner, and soon sees what stopped all the cars and
buses.

lassic.com

Reong ﬁ] 23

Qo ey cordycien o3 005303ege? 2cdq
88 [§pooeSu

" w8esgd meqiFionr08goyddcmds” o§ com
elgponod “dlend §Euwngm od 33dlepsd welglgdon:”

s 2388 §Ewdod wdflficds ohi00uSi Bdlun
Q,32R05 nebifeontind ddion 5nod nineded
mpmpdeoinudi dlevg cddloeogs gfum mereoms
60§ BB weyBopn M8age> ofgeonruudalons
o} @fgoneedepoindien sidlun sobdoouded aumofgess
[3p8¢ ecgeonadelgooroncd Bieonn mdsloecogs oxmfgdeor
wuSa8omed eoSo3mm combsoSecon

dleod o> §8wded wogboblEonn mqeom; ogéud
§€eooiopy gifum LsBoRmBepaooimng$s cpmabm [G8c0n
Qg §Eondnd egoliirpdonddi omfgdeorreuSadarne?
28qooa0f R[EB5ooud 329a8 §Eanudoss muSc§esadé
quodado0d aedencdueqoru

d b b D

oqgeoiecield cammpesy gom 2 §,20088e71 Qo8
oq0iqdogug$en spum Medmes a360flgfes0mdl o856
op$agaonddi j8s8u

“egfeduilogs” o§ gmefgronud sam a3conSucssd
o} [3pSonchi q$7§c8:8 09851 aqum 0$789> wu5c8a0$
$. 639 338659éier 20 Jlo3g§onuS Bieory gumn
e$2050mgfgbocSu

9858m$ogasonddi 00858

“wgemzogt’ o gfmeogionnd syem mod8aedlm
08:f: 3Sc3eloqé ofg§onusi qur eufafiigr ;S
2050} cop oo Breony mieoy MoBEmmecyzNado?
22300 qbognreeoadadon o[3r98eneoy caxonady

I S



Ghost

www.burmesgglassic.com

A red car and a black car had an accident — a
very bad accident! Two police cars and an ambulance
are there. The policemen are asking the driver of the
black car questions. The ambulancemen are carefully
carrying the man and woman from the red car to the
ambulance. The man looks very ill,

John walks past. 'Good luck,' he says quietly.

When he arnives home, John does what he
always does. He looks in his diary. And there it is!

Late home — accident on Teffle Street.

He reads on.

Late to party — Alison angry. Tell her everything.

'Everything' John says. Again, he doesn't
understand. Again, he asks the same question as
hefore. Is the diary teling him to do something — or is
it saying what must happen? He still doesn't know the
answer.

"Where t07' asks the taxi-driver.

‘New Road, please,’ says John. 'That big
building on the comer, behind the station.

'Office party, eh? says the man.

Yes,' says John,’' My girlfriend works for
Chapman's — up on the fifteenth floor.! Suddenly, he
sees Alison's face in front of him. She is not smiling.
She 1s angry. John remembers the message in the diary,
and looks at his watch. 'Oh, no,' he says.

'What is it? asks the taxi-driver.

)

£

Rewg 574 125
39$eq96m0s0363:§ B$AeepEaiondss aiacfad
00250005 33@15::(?{:6]:0’? ma:oﬁcﬁg& 61(1)')::;;583% oggomé
o 088t 338¢o§onds) Jeogm ®maSeqéorad oewnés
2903 cuigireogeuesmionddi R§r0Emmageoam mfeepé
oM &ujjsmos%zauj[sa:&n% apsronEmmedl oqondadoné
es[monu mcﬁlsmoxo‘ﬁ@éqm Gm59m53§ucm052(}qmcﬁil
gI§07 [odaoSi: segpadogamud “odemndidles” o$
Qo O$SO$SQDUSCD')G@‘JODL.\SII ’
% 380} [gfeepborendfes gom ymfeySesoyod
96068 a3um og?f&maéloﬁo‘% [3e8 o0u: 38¢> §omom

“33&7‘}@@050%) eepionddi cobecSeSeadion g8
280056050008 “Clo8of esdBmeqaSonud 05c8z08m
8ch a0l ST muadrelgofgadcSonus”

Maedicds” o gi$melgromusi RQgrecopdgfon eso0s
0§38 c0(B: oo mgfm o§d Scorgfiolg8onionds)
§Eongom o8 0839030988 6[dre509007u slgeored
aﬁzﬂr:) aay‘}ooa@ﬁqa&o% elgre5093008 QUM 36[ged wol
0? 00

"m(ﬁtﬁago:?')cﬁ" o§ oom8eurtiounmaestondd

“emgff cobraobeodio’” § g$onefgronudi ** agamag
e§cdon sc0o&afjion 36500033 8(0fte00”

“QecloBy codon’ of B8cgmeoronuS

“upodonad” o8 gfoelgroncs afeonSqpSiontan g6ed
Rgme> moySerdoras) ogoobyred) qoSmqabogum o
59,97 32030820§qi085708 [@&coronal Quon [Gressopu
Qoo 8ode§iesonul) Qo™ §Eundcdem PG00
2003q8mad Breom; 0qeoaBocssnded (38 c§asmnds) g
u(.r?o‘scrj’)" C\$ gﬁ)m G@'JOOUSII

“:)33@803303"0% m@&cm&xmm:mcgmtﬁu

ey
enah
b



Ghost
Story

www.burmeseégélassic.com

i 1ate! says John. 'Again! It's the one thing
that always makes her angry.

The taxi-driver smiles and starts to drive much
faster. 'T1l get you there in no time,' he says.

John sits back. The taxi-driver is being nice,
but John knows there is nothing he can do. The diary
said that Alison will be angry - so Alison will be
angry.

L I

There are a lot of people at the party. Some
are dancing to the music, some are drinking and
talking. John finds a glass, gets a drink and walks
through the large rooms. He sees a woman he knows
— a friend of Alison's.

"Hello,' she says. ‘Are you looking for Alison?

Yes,' says John. 'Do you know where she is?'

'She'll be here soon,' says her friend, and
smiles. Do you want to dance?

John smiles back. Why not? he thinks. 'I don't
remember your name,’ he says.

‘Samantha,’ she says, 'But everybody calls me
Sam.’

‘Come on, then, Sam,' says John.

There are still dancing when Alison arrives. John
doesn’t see her — but she sees 2im! She walks across
the floor and stops in front of them.

“You can put her down now!' she says to John,
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'Good!' says Alison. She is still looking at John.
‘Are you going to get me a drink?

'OK,' he says. 'See you later,' he says to Sam.

Sam smiles. "Yeah, see you!

John follows Alison out of the room. 'Why are
you angry? he says.

Alison turns. ‘Sam has many boyfriends!" she
says.

'But we didn't do anything,’' says John. Alison
doesn't answer. 'What is it?' says John. He, too, is
getting angry now.

'Oh, I don't know,' says Alison. ' wanted this
evening to be nice.

Tt is,' says John.

‘It isn't! Alison shouts. Two men look round.

'First,' she says, quietly now,' it took over an hour to-

get home.
'There was an accident in town ...' says John.
*Secondly, the taxi didn't arrive,' Alison goes

on. 'And then, when I arrive, I find you with another
woman!'
'Ch, Alison!" John laughs.
'And now you're laughing at me!' she shouts.
The two men look round again, and leave the

rooOm.

Cﬂ
>

lassic.com

“clod mgo me30dl” o, 20806[g20o05 -

“eomnéiondd” of wuSc8s0§ma(froncdi sgem o’
(7368 csaqéd: “qf  ogfead waodagnopeo§ocnt’”

“emn&iff” o8 spenefdrondd “eg0059e09 008" o coor
208a3elgroncS

208m[gpanadi “woSa) e$d03gecg oS

gFo mofidmes godfreony maScde0f eso050d
Beb3mu; “olomfgbad do5a8ie50m03™ o§ opmefgoonudy

g2050820§m cppSaons “aoSm QpSteoiei0008™" o8
Qoo efgrooud

“slevg clof 2990 83dlops” o8 gifmelgroacs)
w0Sc8s0§m wefgops “‘ooofgbomed’ o g$mefromas
aﬂc\)é:(} 3% Enﬁnﬁ:mc*l}

“a3 ogfe woBon” § muScBsodanalgroodsi “og§em
$poes0ind  armmnwnwn [gdeegon”

“lg8JloneS” o ¥ mefgrcdeSonuS

“ufgbogs” o8 3:0Sc80§0 350008 sunaipgdeoonot
o gp3lmpSonudi ““vcoediadion” § Qemelgroou mgsoy;
oBscdron0do0ndla “330c3eqpa’d sgrdempbemps [radonul

“Blod¢> aBofoglabognronus™ a§ gi¥mafgoomaSi

" goduameoy og8meqprdecon:™ad wodelofm
20056[(rouS “egr0dGieom Ripecepdoimdder 9&al
e§r8aef0dindeu0d§ ey qoous”

“a3t B0 o8 g$euSadaSanady

Y3 35 gém e qudesones” a8 2om e35000S)

sanmisdeunodos ayplmedasoousi Breonn 35150
agaBagaienaSi

ocg



Ghost
Story

www.burmeseég@lassic.com

Tm not laughing at you,' he says. Tm laughing
because-' He stops, and thinks of the diary. 'Alison
angry.' She was angry, but not because he was late.
He remembers the other words in the diary: 'Tell her
everything "

And that is what he does.

B R

He tells her about the morning when Daisy
Miles drowned; when he found the diary- when every
-thing started. He tells her about the messages. About
the job. About the party. About her! He tells her
everything.

Alison does not say a word. She cannot speak.
She cannot think! The slory is too strange. She listens
with her mouth open: it is still-open when the story
finishes.

"'Well? What do you think? says John.

'T think,' she says. 1 think the man I am with

is ... is.. I know a very good doctor! she laughs.

1 know!" says John. 'You think I'm strange...
Come back to the flat,' he says. 'And I'll show you.'

'But the party? says Alison.

'This i1s more important than any party,’ says
John. Alison looks at him. John looks back. T wanted
to tell you before, he says, 'but... Oh, please come
back!'
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"~ Alison smiles. 'OK,' she says quietly.
John kissed her. 'I love you,' he says.
'‘And I love you,' says Alison. But you're right!'
she laughs. ‘ I think you are strange.
"You wait !' says John.
ool e P D
They arrive back at the flat at half-past twelve.
John opens the door and they walk in.
'The diary's on the table in the kitchen,' he
says. Look inside it
Alison opens the book and turns to the right
page. She starts to read.
Saturday a.m. — 20 December
Arrive 12.30 am.
Ask Alison to come for lunch.
Sleep rill 11.30 am.
"What does it say? John asks.
T think you know,' says Alison.
1 told you,' says John, angrily. T don't write in
the book. The book writes to me!'
'Hmmpph!" says Alisons, and reads the words
to him.
John laughs. 'The diary is always night,’ he says.
'The diary is never worng — but sometimes it's more
interesting!" .
Alison looks at him. 'Well?' she says.
‘What?' says John.
'Are you going to ask me to come for lunch?
she says.
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Diary

'Oh, yes, says John. 'Tomorrow ~ no, today -
at one o'clock, he says. 'Here!

‘Thank you,' she says. I will come!" She looks
at her watch.

Tt's very late, she says. 1 must go. I'm going
swimming at nine o'clock.' She kisses him. 'Thanks for
a very ... interesting evening.' She kisses him again. "Tll
see you at one.'

Alison turns to leave. John watches her sadly.
He loves her very, very much. He wants to be with
her every minute of the day.

'‘Goodbye,' he says quietly.

o o B B

John gets up at half-past eleven the next
morning. He looks at his watch and smiles.

‘Right again!' he says to the diary.

He looks inside the pages, but there i$ nothing
new there. He must wait another half-hour. The new
message will come at twelve o'clock.

He finds a short letter on the floor next fo the
front door. 1t is from Alison.

945 am.
Dear John,
Can I come for lunch early? About 12. I'll see

you then.
Love Alison.

(1 can't wait to see the new message in the diary!)

ssic.com

feung @135

s cpoSanaS” ] Q,.%mc@ooocﬁn “0gcBedi 00paSoqy
$og opo§ya” ] sqmegronal “3(;:15519996”

"eoigeool ool of RQEme[30308 “ogfucoFuas”
2800 0305005@810?@@03@ “mqﬁ:t;?')rﬁoqlc?@" o aqem
8fgr0008 *opduogmgeonens RQI§ 5847 eqogmies”
e 3 03585000l "mqézrﬁBo‘SoSmsoqoema&o? pesads
30305 eoypgiondlonus™ Qum 2303 08880305 “ogd
§> e €cdeopeus”

Bodcdwdm oppSagadagoioncs Qn 9o} 0&igpSign
[2a5e50005i QUM o} 5qdisaqs:ied édlondi sgum
gy 8580380 wpdesaEorcd

YoRE” o8 G o$so$=c[§3c\$050m>5u

o o

Qs e§2050mdes 0§ch 20978390 33561')000000(.\3|

%02 Redadopdfs BdoacSy
ST <5 sgn 38Beordofafronc

QoY 0geBgocopad (3800051 ey 287 o0y
ao::oﬁoé}cq:l S &po%oo&gaofpo%cm@qucﬁn TYIOTIH
»ém 0 J578¢> cepabeora8§ocss -

QU 338690381 gum [m38:g€elyn o203 n8eerénd
6065 38lum uScSwgelm [¢Eo0uSn
0325g$>859858
Abeygreon gff
egoodbermaya’ og@ecmcmmooiqcmu o J$78¢redl
RlEe 963 B8eonee0p wub
9603
30508508
(ogpoun 8Bungedmn ®eremmdod BEalafd)

wen



Ghost
Story

www.burmesd? assic.com

John smiles. He knows that Alison thinks he is
writing the messages. "You'll see,’ he says. 'T'll show
you!

He has @ bath, and a cup of coffee. The time
is going very slowly, but he doesn't want to go out
before he reads the message for the afternoon. These
days, John doesn't like doing anything before he reads
it in the diary.

He cleans the kitchen. He cleans his shoes.
When twelve o'clock comes, he looks at the diary, He
waits one more minute, then goes over and opens it

There, on the right-hand page, is the day's

message:
Saturday p.m. — 20 December
Laottery ticket number - 6 9 11 22 33 44
£12,000,000!!!

'YEAH!!" he shouts. 'You clever thing!' he says,
and kisses the diary.

The next minute, he is out of the building and
running quickly down the street. There is a shop on the
comer that sells lottery tickets. He stops at the road.
He looks right. He looks left. There are a ot of cars
this moming. He looks right again. He looks left again.

'Now,' he says, and runs out into the road.
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.Alison armives at the flat the minute after John
leaves. The door is open. She walks in. 'John?' she
calls. There is no answer. She puts her wet swimming
things in the kitchen, and sees the diary.

It is on the table. She finds message she read
before, and sees that there is another message — about
a lottery ticket — under it, She reads it.

"Wow!' she says. 'He is strange!

Then she turns the page. There are more
words on the left-hand page. She reads them. Her
face tums white.

‘No,' she says quitely. 'No!'

She runs out of the flat, down, outside and
along the road as fast as she can. Then she sees him.

‘John!" she shouts. JOHN! BE CAREFUL!

John is standing on the white line at the centre
of the road. He is still trying to get across — still
trying to buy that lottery ticket. Cars are driving past
him quickly — too quickly. He cannot move. Then he
hears his name. He looks round, and sees Alison.

‘What do you want? he calls.

Suddenly, there is another sound. A different
sound. The sound of a bus. John looks back. The bus
1S near, and it is coming nearer. The driver cannot see
him. John is afraid: at the last minute, he jumps back.
A car hits him from behind and throws him back
across the road.

'JOHN!! Alison shouts. She runs over to him
and takes his head in her arms. 'John,' she says
quietly, 'you'll be OK!
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- But John will not be OK. The diary knew. The
diary knows everything.

It was bad luck for John Beeching that he did
not tum over the page, because there was a second
half to the message.

Road accident

Goodbye John Beeching!

A A

Alison goes to the hospital with John in the
ambulance. For seven hours, the doctors try to help
him. For seven hours, Alison waits. But there is
nothing any of them can do. At ten minutes past
seven, on Saturday, 20 December, John Beeching dies.

Alison goes back to John's flat. She cannot
speak. She cannot cry.

1 : i1!" she says, again and again. 'l
killed him.

It is quiet in the flat. Too quiet. She turns the
television on. It is the laltery, A woman is calling this
week's lucky numbers.

'6 9 11 22 33..

‘But ..." says Alison. She jumps up and runs to
the diwry. She turns 1o the right page — but the words

are not there now. There is nothing in the book.

And then she sees them. On the first page;
seven little words that make her heart stop.

This Is the diary of Alison Evans.

Paul Stewart

IR S S
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An Exciting Adventure

Rip, a healthy, strapping boy of fourteen, lived
with his father in the northern wilds of Canada, not far
from the shores of Hudson Bay. Their home, a low
built log-cabin , lay in the forest clearing and the
surrounding trees afforded protection from the snow-
storms and the icy blasts of the wind. Rip's father had
come to this cold, lonely part of the country to earn
his livelihood by hunting and trapping wild animals for
their furs.

It was certainly a fine, free, open-air life, and
Rip thoroughly enjoyed exploring the ravines, streams,
and immense forests of red pine, ash, popular, spruce,
oak, and birch trees. He and his father were usually
too busy and too interested in. their work to feel lonely
in this out-of-the-way place. Rip was familiar with the
habits of all the wild creatures, and his father often
complimented him on setting the traps s0 cunningly
that the victims did not notice them until too late. In
the neighbouring forests lived such wild animals as the
bear, beaver, stoat, fox, marten, otter, and last hut nnot

least, the wolf.
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Winter had set in, and this was their busiest
season, as the coats of the animals become specially
thick to withstand the extreme cold. The fur trapper

1 his son had already caught and carefully skinned
several stoats and foxes, and their valuable pelts were
stored in the cabin until they collected sufficient furs
to take to the nearest truding station some fifteen
miles away.

One day Rip and his father went out on their
usual morning round of the traps. To save time, they
separated and each trudged through the snow nofing
carefully any fresh foolprints. Suddenly Rip heard a
shout and he quickly retraced his steps to the spot
where he had left his father. Imagine his horror when
he found him lying groaning on the ground, having
been badly mauled by a bear.

The boy, with great difficutly, carried his father
back to the cabin and did what he could to relieve
the pain of his wounds. He was quick to realise that
he must obtain help as soon as he possibly could. The
short cut to the trading post lay by way of the Great
Fish River, which, fortunately, was frozen over. Seizing
his skates, he made his way to the river bank and
was soon gliding swiftly over the ice in the direction
of the station,

From the forest that lined the shores of the
river a long, eeric howl rang out on the frusty air.
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It was a sound that made Rip's heart guail
within him, for it was the dreaded cry of the munst
cruel and cunning creature in the North - the wolf.
Rip knew too, that like all the other creatures of the
wild, the wolves were experiencing the famine of
winter and were becoming hold with hunger. They
formed into packs and roamed the country, heedliess
of danger in their desperation to obtain food.

With beating heart Rip glanced from side to
side as he skated down the river. He saw the grey,
eaunt shapes of several wolves slinking among the
trees. Out of the woods they came and on to the ice.
One, bulder than the others, suddenly leaped from
among the rest and shot across in front of him, its
jaws snapping wickedly as it narrowly missed him.
This incident seemed to give him added strength, and
he Mung every ounce of energy into his effort to
escape. From either side the wolves closed in behind
him, howling and velping with excitement as they raced
after their quarry. With gasping breath and pounding
heart the boy skated as he had never skated before.
There was no escape for him if he tried to gain either
bank, and having no weapon of any kind, he could
use nothing but his skill as a skater against the attack

of the merciless pack.
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After some considerable distance, with the

wolves still in close pursuit, the boy felt that he was
beginning to tire, It was the first time that year that he
had uvsed skates, and his muscles were aching with the
unaccustomed exercise. His pace became a (trifle
stower, but still he managed to keep slightly ahead of
the snarling wolves. As the boy raced over the ice he
thought to himself that it was just a matter of time until
the pursuing pack overtook him.

All at once he heard a sound which caused
him to gasp - the thunder of falling water. Rip then
realised that he was nearing the high river falls. Over
a sheer cliff of nearly a hundred feet they fell, and
apparently the frost had not been severe enough to
freeze them. Suddenly an idea struck him and he
purposely slackened speed until the howling brutes
were only a yard or two away. Straight for the falls
he headed, with the wind singing in his ears and the
cold spray dashing into his face. The animals followed,
intent  on their prey and quite oblivious of

- approaching danger.
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vt
The boy could discern the edge of the falls

through the mist of water - vapour ahead and he
allowed the pack to come closer until they were
practically at his heels, Onwards he sped and when
only a few feet from the brink, he wheeled sharply to
the left and dashed towards the bank. The wolves, just
behind him and confident of overtaking their quarry,
tried to pull up but in vain. They clawed frantically
at the ice, but, owing to their speed and the slippery
foothold |, they were unable to stop and shot over the

precipice.,
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Scarcely believing that he had escaped, the boy
stapgered to the bank and sat down, trembling in
every limb, When he had recovered a little, Rip
resumed his journey across rough country and was
almost exhausted by the time he reached his
destination, On arrival at the trading post, he told of
his father's plight and an urgent message for medical
aid was sent by wireless to the nearest town, some
two hundred miles away.

_ After a well-earned rest Rip, alcompanied by
two trapper friends of his father, set out on the
homeward journey. They travelled by sleigh, drawn by
hardy Alsatian huskies, and a few hours later they

arrived at the little, lonely cabin in the clearing.

Immediately, the men, in their rough and ready
fashion, did what they could do to relieve the suffering
of the injured man.

Before long they heard the drome of the
aeroplane, which was bringing a doctor in answer to
their summons, A signal fire was lit and the smoke
guided the pilot to a safe landing The doctor alighted
from the plane and at once gave Rip's father skilled
medical treatment. After an operation, which proved
very successful, he stated that there was no doubt that
the boy, by his gallant action, had saved his father's
life. The story of Rip's heroism quickly spread through
out the trading posts and his exciting adventure was
often recountid,

Arthur Minter
R R
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Police TV

Dan and Sue are police officers in London. It
is a Tuesday morming, and Dan 1§ angry.

" What's the matter | Dan ? " Sue asks.

" Look at this, " Dan says. " Every day
someone steals money from people near the shops.
We must stop this.

" Yes, of course , " Sue says. "But who is it 7"

" There is a jogger, " Dan says. "Every day he
runs near the shops. Sometimes he runs into people.

. Perhaps he steals the money."

"OK," Sue says. "Let's go to the shops.
Perhaps we can see this jogger."
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They sit upstairs in a window over the shops.
Dan has a radio. They watch the people in the street.

"Look!" Sue says. "There's the jogger!"

The young man runs into an old woman, and
she falls down. The jogger puts his hand on the old
woman's arm.

‘I'm sorry, " he says. " Can I help you? Here's
your bag.”

Then a young woman shouts at him." Don't run
here!" she says. "It's dangerous! Go away!"

The young man runs away. Dan talks in his
radio. "Quick! Stop him! He's running up North
street!"

A police car stops the young man in North
Street.

SRR
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" Are you OK now ? " Sue asks the old
woman.
"Yes, thank you. Where is that nice young
woman? I can't see her now."
"Have you got all your money ? " Sue asks.
The old woman looks in her bag. "No, I
haven't! My money's in my purse. But my purse isn't
here!”
*OK. Sue,” Dan says. "Let's talk to the jogger!"
"Who are you?" Sue asks the young man.
"My name's Peter Jones. Why? Who are you?"
"We're police officers. Why do you go running
past the shops every day 7
" Why not? I like running.”
"OK." Dan says. "Let's lnok for the money."
" What money 7" Peter Jones asks. "What are

you talking about ? I never take money with me when

I run."

Dan looks for the money but he cannot find
any.

" Can I go now 7" Peter Jones asks.

" OK," Dan says angrily. "But Don't come
back!"

" Why not? " Peter asks angrily. "  live here!

And I'm not doing umything wrong!” He runs away.
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" What do we do now ?" Sue asks. "Where is
the old woman's money, and her purse 7"

* 1 don't know, " says Dan. " Somebody has it.
But who?"

XN

Dan and Sue go back to the shops. "l don't
understand,” Dan says. "The joguer hasn't got the
money so we must look for someone different.”

" Look, " Sue says. " There's a TV camera
over that shop door. Perhaps that can help us."

They go into the shop and watch the viden.

" Look," Sue says. " There's the old woman.
She's getting money from the hank and putting it into
her purse. Now she's putting the purse into the hag. "
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R Stop the video there, " says Dan. "Now, look
carefully. Is anybody watching her ?"

" There are a lot of people in the street,” Sue
says. "I'm not sure. Is it that man with the long hair ?"

" Perhaps, " says Dan. "Let's go on. What
happens next ?"

"I"hey watch the video. The jogger runs into the
old lady. He stops and helps her. She shouts at him
and he runs away. Then a lot of people come and
help the old lady.

" Look! " Sue says. " The long-haired man has

her arm.

" Yes, bui that woman has her bag," Dan says.
"What's she doing with it ? Oh! I can't see! There's a
man in front of her!"

" Listen, I have an idea" Dan says. " You go
to the bank tomorrow, and take some money out."

" Why's that a good idea 7" Sue asks.

" Because we can watch you, " Dan answers.
"Get a lot of money from the bank, and let everybody
in the street see it. Take a radio too, s0 you can talk
to me."

" OK, " Sue says. * We can do that tomorrow
moming, then."

L K
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‘Next day Suve goes to the bank. Dan i3
watching with another policeman, Jim. They have
raiios.

'I'm getting the money now, " Sue says.

"That's good, Sue," Dan says on his radio.
“Now let everybody see it."

Sue drops some money near her feet. People in
the street look at her.

" Look - there's the man with the long hair !"
Jim says. "He's picking up the money. Shall I arrest
him ?"

"No, wait," Dan says. "Watch."

The man picks up the money and gives it to
Sue. " Here you are, " he says. " That's a lot of
money- be careful!"

* Thanks, " Sue says.

" That's OK. " The man smiles and walks

away.
" Have you got all the money, Sue 7" Dan asks
by radio.
" Yes, it's all here," Sue says. "What can [ do
now?"

"Buy somethings in the shops, and then walk
slowly down the street, " Dan says. "We're watching

you
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Sue buys some apples, milk and hread. Then
she walks slowly down the street. Dan and Jim watch
her go.

" Is anybody following me?" Sue asks.

" No," Dan says. "There's a woman with a
baby. That's all."

"Don't follow me, " Sue says into the radio.
"Nobody must see you. I'm turning right, into Smith
Street... now I'm tuming left into Peg Lane. The
woman with the baby is following me... I'm turning
right, into Dale Avenue."

"Are there lots of people about?” Dan asks.

"No. it's very guiet. Nothing is happening.”

Dan and Jim wait. Then Sue shouts: "Be
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The jogger, Peter Jones, runs into Sue and she
falls over. There are apples, milk and bread
everywhere.

"I'm sorry," says the man. "Let me help you."

The woman takes Sue's arm. "Are you OK?"
she asks. "Go away! "she shouts at the man.

But he sees the radio in Sue's pocket "What's
this?" he asks. "A police radio? Give me the money,
quick!™

He takes the money and runs.

The woman wants to run after him but Sue
holds her. "Stop!" she says. "I'm a police officer. You
must stay here?"

“But why?" the woman asks. "I want to help

'you. That man has your money. I haven't got it!"
"Is he your friend?" Sue asks. "Where does he

live?"

"I don't know," the woman says. "I don't know
him"

"Who are you?" Sue asks. " Where do you
live?"

"Linda.. Linda Wilks. T live at 14, Old street.”

Dan runs up to Sue. "Are you OK?" he asks.

“Yes. I'm OK," she says." € on, Dan-run!"”

Sue calls a police car on her radio. Dan runs
after Peter Jones. "Jim, he's turning left into Dock
Lane! he shouts. "Can you see him?"
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"I can see him but he's running very fast," Jim
says. The jogger sees Jim and gets into a boat. Jim
runs to the river and gets into the boat, too.

"Stop!” Jim says. "I'm a police officer- oh, no!

The jogger, Peter Jones, hits Jim and he falls
into the water. The boat goes across the river.

Dan helps Jim out of the river. "He's going into
a cafe,” Dan says. "Come on- Let's run to that
hridge!"

They go across the bridge and run to the cafe.
Jim goes behing the cafe and Dan goes in.

"Is he in there?" Jim asks on his radio.

"Yes," Dan answers. "Jim, he's coming out!"

"Stop!" Jim says. " I'm a police officer.”
But Peter has a knife in his hand.
Jim halds out his hand. "Give me the knife,
Peter."
"Stay back!" Peter says. "I can kill you with
this.
Jim can see Dan in the door behind Peter. Dan
walks out of the door, very slowly and quietly.
"Come on, Peter," says Jim, "Give me the
knife."
' Dan takes Peter's arm from behind, and Jim
takes the knife from his hand. Dan finds the money in

Peter's irouisers,
A RN
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"I want to go home now," says Linda. "My
baby is hungry and tired."

"Do you know Peter Jones? "Sue asks. "Do
you and peter steal money from people?”

" No, I don't know him. And I never steal
money."

"Do you know this woman, Peter?" Dan asks.

"No," says Peter."l don't know her. Who is
she?"

bbb
Dan and Sue go back to their office.
"Does Linda work with Peter?" Dan asks Sue.
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180 @ Folice TV

“Yes, she does,”" says Sue."Watch this video.
Look- there she is! She's watching me get the money,
and now she's talking to someone on her phone."

"But who is she talking to?"

"She's talking to Peter, of course. Now she's
following me and talking to him again. She's talking
about me."

Dan and Sue speak to Linda again.

"Can I see your phone, please, Ms wilks?"
Sue asks.

‘My phone? Why do you want to see that?"

"Well, it remembers a lot of numbers."

Sue presses (1) on Linda's phone. Peter's
phone begins to ring. Sue laughs. "Let me ask you
again, Ms Wilks. Do you know Peter Jones?"

“Well, yes, OK. I know him. But I don't steal
money."

sonciysieq:®§ @ 181

“onoBoned 29ecyBoneS” o8 g efFpondSi g8uded
9 [Ededolecor [pd Ren qelerch s ayfe Gaded
RBe50308 [Folesocs (e my o mbeundd
suncSod  ofidomcfiroacs”

“dleod oqem 36508 eomiafiromcd”

“oquen 8onzef clgpegoredl my ogeon agfe
2570503 c8nBa500081 [§re0ny 935803 coSeonaffrinus
xqum e 2epEod elfrescmnd”

383 g cod)e08 aysromelploigEonusn

“eopgldiiecr? mufe 984, ¢ of fpdedqueo
0,0088108" o8 gion cwscdoSoncSn

“ogfed, gfn gl oe[nd [mpdaferaed”

“sSigbien $Ac5man{TRod godicon moorcSece”

o €dy, gfion §dlodobad §6 fodondds
8003, ¢80 maiofipd deonyone) g quSoocS

“opbe 9803 codserdlaper 6,co8lodi gf Bomjiad
Beoe”

“Fecor »yodod eonbf age sgafadondi dleog

Ogj$9 50880 Q§:UR G Q?S' '


BC1208
burmeseclassic


Hective

www.burmeseclassic.com

Sue and Dan take Linda home. They go into
her house.

" There's two hundred pounds under your bed,
Linda," Dan says. "And look- this is the old lady's
purse"

"This is a nice photo of you and your baby,"
Sue says. "But who is the man? Is he the baby's
father?"

"OK, it's Peter,” says Linda. "And yes, I do
steal the money. I'm sorry, OK?" :

"No, Linda, it's not OK," Sue says. It's not
OK at all.”

Tim Vicary
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