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Spring has Sprung





Monday mornings are different from other mornings.


That’s just one of many things I’ve learned in the months I’ve lived in Room 26 of Longfellow School.


For one thing, on Mondays, I’m usually tired from a weekend spent visiting the home of one of my classmates. That’s the BEST-BEST-BEST part of my job as classroom hamster.


My friends are also quieter than usual on Mondays. It takes them at least a half a day to get back up to speed after their weekends away from school.


Don’t-Complain-Mandy Payne complains more than usual on Monday. Today she complained that it was too hot. Our teacher, Mrs Brisbane, opened a window.


Sit-Still-Seth Stevenson jitters in his seat more on Monday mornings. But he tries to sit still – he really does.


And even Lower-Your-Voice-A.J., who can rattle the walls with his loud voice, is quieter on Monday mornings. It’s weird.


Mrs Brisbane, however, is always up to speed, and she likes to get Monday mornings rolling with something interesting.


‘Class, in case you hadn’t noticed, spring has sprung!’ Mrs Brisbane announced one Monday.


I don’t know about the other students, but I’d certainly noticed that the March rains had stopped and everything had changed. The world, which had been drippy and dreary, was now bright green. The trees, the grass – just about everything outside – matched the colour of my goofy green neighbour, Og the Frog, who lives in a tank next to my cage.


For some reason, all that green made me feel like springing up onto my bridge ladder, which goes across my big cage.


Mrs Brisbane kept talking. ‘And today, I have a special spring surprise for you!’


Surprise? Surprises are fun, like birthday presents. But surprises can be not-so-fun, like unexpected storms with LOUD-LOUD-LOUD thunder that can hurt the ears of small, sensitive creatures like me. Just thinking about thunder made me bobble, then wobble. I tried to catch my balance, but tumbled off my ladder with a loud ‘Thump!’ Luckily, I landed in a pile of soft bedding (and not in my poo corner), but still, I was very surprised and quite startled.


My neighbour Og was startled, too, I suppose, because he let out a large ‘BOING!’ which is the strange twanging sound that green frogs, like him, usually make.


‘What’s going on over here?’ Mrs Brisbane walked towards the table by the window where Og and I live.


‘Humphrey fell! I saw him!’ a voice called out. Even though I couldn’t see who was talking from underneath all that bedding, I knew it was Raise-Your-Hand-Heidi Hopper, because no matter how many times she’d been told, Heidi never remembered to raise her hand.


‘Hands, please, Heidi,’ Mrs Brisbane reminded her.


I poked my head out of the bedding and saw her looking down at me. ‘Are you all right, Humphrey?’


‘I’m not hurt,’ I explained. ‘But I am a bit shaken up.’


As usual, all that came out was ‘SQUEAK-SQUEAK-SQUEAK.’


‘He certainly sounds fine,’ said Mrs Brisbane. ‘Now, back to our surprise.’


I stood up to give her my full attention.


‘I’ve been working you pretty hard on our pretest exercises,’ she continued.


That was certainly true. We had tests from time to time in Room 26. But there were bigger tests coming and Mrs Brisbane wanted to make sure her students did well. There were maths exercises and reading exercises and her favourite: the dictionary exercise. Every day, she had a list of words for us to look up in the dictionary. Then we were supposed to write sentences using the words correctly.


There was just one problem: everyone in class had a dictionary except me! This was very annoying to me, because I try to keep up with my friends. Finally, I came up with a solution and made my own dictionary by writing words and definitions in the tiny notebook I keep hidden in my cage. Ms Mac, the wonderful supply teacher who brought me to Room 26, gave it to me. (She also gave me a broken heart when she left to teach in faraway Brazil. I still think about Ms Mac a lot.)


Now Mrs Brisbane was smiling broadly. ‘This morning, we’re taking a break from exercises to decorate the room.’


My classmates cheered.


‘What did she say?’ Pay-Attention-Art Patel asked Lower-Your-Voice-A.J.


‘No test exercises!’ A.J. bellowed loudly.


That got Stop-Giggling-Gail Morgenstern chuckling and her best friend, Heidi, joined in.


Mrs Brisbane shushed everyone. ‘Settle down now. The theme of the day is Spring into Numbers. Now, let’s get to work!’


None of us knew what she was talking about, but soon, all my friends were busy with paper, paint, markers, cotton wool, string and wire. How I wished I could get my paws on some of those things!


While Mrs Brisbane explained that the students were supposed to hide maths problems in their flower, tree and kite projects, I scurried to my wheel for a little exercise. Spring made me feel frisky and full of life! I spun faster and faster until the whole room was a blur. And then the break bell rang.


My classmates dropped their markers and construction paper and raced towards the door. Wait-For-The-Bell-Garth Tugwell was the first one out, as usual.


For some reason, the bell surprised me, maybe because it sounded a little softer than normal. I think it surprised Mrs Brisbane, too, because she glanced at the clock and shouted, ‘Children! Come back here!’ She raced to the door and called the students back. ‘It’s not break yet.’


I could hear them objecting.


‘It was the bell!’ A.J. bellowed.


‘We’ll miss break!’ Mandy protested.


But Mrs Brisbane was firm. Once my friends were back in the room, she pointed to the clock. ‘See? It’s not time yet.’ She checked her watch. ‘Not for another half an hour.’


‘But the bell rang!’ Heidi argued.


‘Raise-Your-Hand-Heidi,’ Mrs Brisbane said, just as she’s said hundreds of times before. ‘Would someone like to tell me what just happened?’ Mrs Brisbane’s eagle eyes stared out at the classroom.


‘April Fool!’ a voice called out.


‘I-Heard-That-Kirk Chen,’ the teacher said. ‘It was you, wasn’t it?’


Kirk was the class comic, but he’d been better lately about playing practical jokes during school hours.


‘I’m sorry, Mrs Brisbane,’ Kirk answered. ‘But it’s April the first. April Fools’ Day! You’re supposed to play jokes on people.’


Mrs Brisbane asked him to explain what he did.


‘Last week, I made a recording of the break bell.’ He held up a TINY-TINY-TINY tape recorder. ‘I just played it a little ahead of time.’


Mrs Brisbane shook her head. ‘Kirk, I don’t know what I’m going to do with you.’


‘I didn’t hurt anybody,’ Kirk protested.


‘No, but –’


Mrs Brisbane didn’t finish, because all of a sudden the loudest sound I’ve ever heard rattled my furry little ears. It was much louder than the buzzers and bells that sound at morning, break, lunchtime or at the end of the day. It was louder than the loudest voice A.J. ever used. It wasn’t a ringing or a buzzing – it was an ear-splitting BEEP-BEEP-BEEP without stopping.


‘Help!’ I squeaked, plummeting off my wheel and somersaulting through my bedding. It’s never a good idea to stop spinning too quickly.


‘Fire drill!’ Heidi called out. She didn’t raise her hand but this time Mrs Brisbane didn’t scold her.


The beeps kept blaring. Couldn’t someone turn them off?


‘Boys and girls, it is the fire alarm,’ Mrs Brisbane shouted. ‘Leave everything on your desks. Line up row by row and we’ll calmly walk out to the playground.’


‘BOING-BOING!’ Og sounded worried.


We hadn’t had a fire drill since Og came to our classroom. No wonder he was alarmed. I quickly explained that a fire drill is a time for students to practise how to act if there’s a fire. My friends knew just what to do. They put down their pencils, scissors and papers, stood up and began to form lines.


‘Stay calm,’ Mrs Brisbane said. I don’t know how anyone could stay calm with that noise. ‘They didn’t tell me about a fire drill, so this one could be a real alarm.’


I was impressed with how orderly the students were, except for Miranda Golden, who was usually one of the best-behaved students in class. She left the line and hurried to my cage. ‘Come on, Humphrey, I’ll look out for you.’


Good old Miranda. I think of her as Golden Miranda, because she is an almost perfect person. And her hair is as golden as my fur.


Then Garth and A.J. broke ranks and raced over to Og. Each of them took one end of his tank to carry him.


‘Children! Stop!’ Mrs Brisbane shouted. ‘Leave Og and Humphrey here. You must leave everything in the classroom!’


‘But if it’s a real fire, we can’t leave them here!’ Miranda protested. I do love that girl.


‘Yeah, that would be awful!’ A.J. agreed.


Mrs Brisbane bit her lip and looked out into the corridor. ‘It’s probably a surprise drill, but all right. Hurry along. And keep that tank level, please!’


I didn’t know if there was a fire or not, but it felt like we were having an earthquake, because as Miranda carried my cage, I was slipping and sliding. Thank goodness for that nice soft bedding!


As my cage lurched down the corridor, I saw us head towards a side door. This was a surprise because I’d only been in and out of the school through the main entrance before. Suddenly, I felt fresh spring air on my fur and there was BRIGHT-BRIGHT-BRIGHT light in my eyes. I couldn’t smell any smoke, and best of all, the awful beeping stopped.


‘It’s okay, Humphrey,’ Miranda told me. ‘We’re out on the playground.’


The playground? The playground! The place where my classmates went every day, but where I had never been before. I took a chance and stood up to look around. I saw swings, a slide, a tall something-or-other with rings hanging down from it. It was almost as cool as my cage, with its wheel, ladders and tree branches.


And there were students and teachers from other classes standing around. There was Small-Paul Fletcher, who was in Mrs Loomis’s class, but came into Room 26 for maths every morning. He didn’t look so small compared to the other students in his class.


Wow, I’d never seen that tall teacher with the bright red hair. Or the teacher who looked a bit like Father Christmas. They were all talking and laughing, so I knew it was just a practice fire after all. I was still taking it all in when – SCREECH! – the loudest whistle on earth blasted very near my cage.


‘Mrs Brisbane!’ a voice bellowed.


A shadow fell over my cage. I looked up and saw that the large object casting the shadow was actually a woman. A woman holding a whistle.


‘You should know by now that nothing should be taken from the classroom. Nothing!’ Her voice was almost as loud as her whistle, but a lot deeper.


‘I know, Mrs Wright, but the children had a point. If this was a real fire, they would want to save their pets.’


‘Unacceptable!’ the woman called Mrs Wright declared. I braced myself in case she blew her whistle again.


‘He’s a living creature! A living thing!’ said Miranda. Did I mention how much I love that girl?


Then I heard a familiar voice. ‘What’s going on here?’


‘A serious breach of the rules,’ Mrs Wright roared. ‘Nothing must leave the classrooms except the students. Nothing!’


‘And the teacher!’ I added. I was a little afraid of this woman, but still, someone had to squeak up for Mrs Brisbane.


I saw Mr Morales’s face smiling down at me. He’s the head and also the Most Important Person at Longfellow School. As usual, he was wearing an interesting tie. This one had fluffy white clouds on a blue background.


‘You mean Humphrey? And Og?’ he asked.


‘They’re not things, Mr Morales. They’re living creatures,’ Miranda protested.


‘And they’re part of our class,’ added Garth.


‘Yeah!’ A.J. bellowed and this time Mrs Brisbane didn’t tell him to lower his voice.


Mrs Wright waved a paper in Mr Morales’s face, which was RUDE-RUDE-RUDE!


‘There are rules, and as Supervisor of Emergency Services, I must strongly protest,’ she said. ‘I’m sorry, but Mrs Brisbane has chosen to ignore the rules!’


Those were fighting words. Because nobody I knew followed the rules better than Mrs Brisbane. At least if they were good rules.


‘Look, the children have a point,’ she said, in a nice, soft voice (unlike Mrs Wright’s loud, unpleasant voice). ‘You can’t expect them to leave behind their beloved pets.’


‘It’s up to us to enforce the rules.’ Mrs Wright fingered her whistle but thank goodness, she didn’t blow on it.


‘Well …’ said Mr Morales.


‘If I had argued with them, it would have slowed us down,’ Mrs Brisbane explained. ‘That’s not good in a fire.’


‘BOING!’ Goodness, I was surprised to hear Og squeak up, but I was glad he was on our side.


Then I heard a brand-new voice. ‘That went well,’ a man’s voice said.


Mrs Wright shook her head. ‘Not entirely. We’ll have to try again before the end of the year.’


The person behind the new voice came into view. He was wearing a big shiny yellow jacket and big yellow trousers. And on his head was a COOL-COOL-COOL black hat with a big brim.


‘Hi, everybody,’ he said, smiling. ‘I’m Jeff Herman from the fire station.’


‘Did you bring the fire engine?’ Garth asked.


‘It’s out front. You guys did a good job with the fire drill today.’


Mrs Wright shook her head. ‘I’m afraid these children did not. They took the time to bring this rat and this frog outside. Strictly against the rules.’


A rat! You would think that a person who teaches in a school could tell the difference between an ordinary rat and a handsome golden hamster like me!


Firefighter Jeff pushed his hat back on his head. ‘If there’s a real fire, you shouldn’t stop to get your pets. Your job is to get out safely. Don’t go back in for anything. But tell the firefighters your pet is inside. We rescue pets from fires all the time.’


He bent down and looked me right in the eye. ‘Especially nice little hamsters like this guy.’


At least one clever person could tell a hamster from a rat!


‘But the best thing to learn is how to prevent a fire from happening,’ he continued. ‘I’ll tell you about that when I visit your class later.’


WOW-WOW-WOW! A real live firefighter was coming to Room 26! Now, that’s the kind of surprise I like.




DICTIONARY: a book giving the meanings of very cool words, how to say them and where those words came from. (Question: is the word ‘dictionary’ in the dictionary?)


Humphrey’s Dictionary of Wonderful Words 
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Stop, Drop and More Surprises





Kirk had to stay in during afternoon break and write a letter of apology on the blackboard.


Even though she pretended to be annoyed, I don’t think Mrs Brisbane thought his prank was that bad. After all, it was very clever of him to think of recording the bell.


True to his word, Jeff Herman visited our classroom late in the day. He showed us pictures of very cool fire engines with noisy sirens, and he told us not to play with matches (which I’ve never done). Then he told us something very important: if your clothes ever catch fire, you should remember three things.


‘Who knows what those three things are?’ he asked.


Seth and Garth raised their hands right away but before anyone called on them, Heidi blurted out, ‘Stop, drop and roll!’


‘Raise-Your-Hand-Heidi Hopper, please!’ Mrs Brisbane sounded really annoyed. ‘Sorry, Mr Herman,’ she told the firefighter.


He just smiled and explained that if your or a friend’s clothes ever catch fire, you should stop, drop to the floor and roll. That will put out the fire. Then came the fun part. He made us all practise. My friends stood by their desks (and I stood in my cage) and shouted, ‘Stop! Drop! Roll!’ Then we’d drop to the ground and roll on the floor. I was luckier than my friends because I have such soft bedding on the bottom of my cage. I think even Og must have practised because I heard splashing coming from his cage.


Jeff Herman gave the students stickers that said ‘Stop-Drop-Roll’ and suddenly, school was over for the day. Everybody was smiling and happy except for Mrs Brisbane. She frowned as she stopped Heidi on her way out of class.


‘Heidi, it’s bad enough when you won’t raise your hand in class, but when we have a guest and you speak out like that, it’s rude and embarrassing.’


Heidi looked up at Mrs Brisbane with big sad eyes. ‘I’m sorry,’ she said. ‘I forgot.’


‘You remember to come to school and you remember to do your homework, I’m happy to say. Why can’t you remember to raise your hand?’


‘I suppose it’s a bad habit,’ Heidi explained.


Mrs Brisbane sighed loudly. ‘I’d better call your parents in. Again.’


The Hoppers had already been in twice this school year and both times they said Heidi was well behaved at home. They promised to talk to her about her disruptive behaviour. Each time, Heidi was quiet for a day or two after the meeting, but she’d always gone back to blurting things out.


Mrs Brisbane dismissed Heidi so she could catch her bus. Then she slowly walked over to the table where Og and I live.


‘Fellows,’ she said, ‘if there’s one thing I want to accomplish by the end of the school year, it’s getting Heidi Hopper to raise her hand.’


‘If anyone can do it, you can!’ I shouted, but of course all she heard was SQUEAK-SQUEAK-SQUEAK. That’s the problem with being a classroom hamster. I can read, I can write and I can help my friends. But it’s hard for me to make myself understood.


‘Sometimes I wish I had a magic wand to wave all my students’ problems away,’ she said. Then she stared right at me. ‘Come to think of it, Humphrey, you’re not too good about raising your paw, either. See you boys tomorrow.’


After she left, I thought about what Mrs Brisbane had said. ‘You know, Og, I understand Heidi’s problem. I do forget to raise my paw before squeaking up in class. Of course, I wouldn’t get called on anyway. But Heidi could, and she’s a clever girl. She should be able to learn.’


‘BOING!’ I’d finally decided that the odd sound Og made was his way of agreeing with me.


‘And Mrs Brisbane knows so many things, like how to get Speak-Up-Sayeh to speak up, and how to get Pay-Attention-Art to pay more attention. Surely she can find a way to help Heidi!’


Og apparently didn’t have any opinion on the subject, so I crawled into my sleeping hut to think things over.




* * *





SQUEAK-SQUEAK-SQUEAK. The sound woke me from my doze, and this time I wasn’t the one squeaking. It was Aldo, coming in to clean the room. His trolley needed a little bit of oil to stop that noise.


I peeped out from my sleeping hut. The lights came on, temporarily blinding me, but I heard Aldo’s familiar voice.


‘¡Buenas noches, señores! ¿Como estás?’


The voice sounded like Aldo’s, but for the first time ever, I couldn’t understand a word he was saying. It reminded me of the weekend I spent at Sayeh’s house, when I couldn’t understand her family. It took me a while to realize that they were speaking another language. But Aldo had always spoken English until tonight.


‘Aldo? Is that you?’ I squeaked.


My eyes got used to the light and I could see that the person in the room actually was Aldo. He stopped and looked up at the clock. ‘Son las siete y medio.’


‘Huh?’ I squeaked.


Og let out an alarming ‘BOING!’ I suppose he was surprised to hear Aldo’s strange new way of speaking, too.


Aldo looked puzzled. ‘Or is it media? I always forget.’ He set to work, moving the desks, sweeping the floor, dusting the desks, all the while muttering strange words, like ‘Me llama Aldo. ¿Como está usted? ¿Donde está el …? ¿Donde está la – oh, mamma mia, those els and las – ¿Donde está la escuela?’


He swept more and more furiously.


‘Tengo un lápiz. El tiene un lápiz. Tienen … tienen … lápices.’


‘Og, can you understand what he’s saying?’ I called over to my green, goggle-eyed friend.


‘BOING-BOING!’ he twanged back.


Yeah, he was just as puzzled as I was.


Aldo put the desks back in place, then pulled up a chair close to my cage and took out his lunch bag. He tore a little piece of lettuce from his sandwich and poked it through the bars of my cage. ‘Here, muchacho.’


‘Thanks!’ I squeaked.


‘I don’t know the word for lettuce.’ Aldo sounded discouraged.


What on earth was my friend talking about? The word for ‘lettuce’ is ‘lettuce’, isn’t it?


Aldo ate in silence, then suddenly stood up. ‘Well, gotta go, amigos,’ he said, opening the blinds.


I remembered that Mr Morales called me amigo, too.


‘Hasta luego!’


‘Whatever,’ I squeaked back in total confusion.


Soon, Aldo was gone, the lights were out and the room was bathed in the silvery glow of the street-light coming through the open blinds. I could hear Og swimming in his tank but I didn’t pay much attention.


I was too busy thinking about Aldo and wondering what on earth was wrong with him. He and I had always understood each other pretty well … until tonight.


Night is a funny time. It’s the time when most of us hamsters are the most active. And it’s the time when most humans are sleepy. It’s a good time for thinking, but sometimes thinking can turn to worrying, at least for me.


I wasn’t just worried because I couldn’t understand Aldo. I was also worried about what would happen if the fire alarm started beeping at night. Who would carry Og and me outside? At least I knew how to STOP-DROP-ROLL, thanks to that nice firefighter Jeff.


Then I remembered my lock-that-doesn’t-lock. While it appeared to be locked to humans, I could open it and come and go as I pleased. So, in case of a fire, I could escape if I had to. That was a relief. But what about Og? Then I remembered that he had popped the top off his tank a few times before. Somehow, I knew that Og and I would scurry, hurry and hop our way to safety.


Once I worked that out, I felt a LOT-LOT-LOT better and the next thing I knew, the morning bell was ringing and another day of school was about to begin.




SURPRISE: Something totally unexpected and unplanned for. A surprise can be good, like a postcard from Ms Mac. Or a surprise can be bad, like Ms Mac moving to Brazil. A surprise can be good and bad, like a shiny balloon (a good thing) that suddenly pops and scares you (a bad thing).


Humphrey’s Dictionary of Wonderful Words 
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Hamster on a Roll





I learned a lot about human behaviour during my first seven months in Room 26. I had already worked out a lot about what makes people tick. Humans can be funny, sad, happy and angry … all in one day! But the one person I can’t quite understand is Mrs Brisbane. Just when I think I understand her, she does something she’s never ever done before.


For instance, every single morning she comes into the classroom, puts her books on her desk and her handbag in the desk drawer, checks her hair in the mirror, then walks towards the window and says, ‘Good morning, guys. Here’s hoping for another great day!’


I always tell her that I’m sure it will be unsqueakably great and Og sometimes answers with his goofy ‘BOING!’


But on Tuesday, for the first time all year, she came into the room, dumped her books on the desk, put her handbag in the drawer and slammed it shut. Then she walked over to the noticeboard and stared at the cut-outs of the planets that were up there. ‘I wonder how many noticeboards I’ve put up and taken down over the years?’ she asked.


I hoped she wasn’t asking me because I didn’t have an exact answer. I did know that Mrs Brisbane had been teaching for many years, so the answer would be LOTS-LOTS-LOTS.


She shook her head and began taking down the cut-out picture of planets with interesting names like Neptune, Jupiter and Saturn.


Then there was Mars, which is an angry-looking red colour, with spots on it that look like big scary eyes, especially at night. I wasn’t sorry to see that picture go.


The noticeboard was empty by the time the students started streaming in. For months, they’d come in bundled up in coats and boots, hats and gloves. Now they had on light jackets and sweaters and it didn’t take long for them to hang their things in the cloakroom and hurry to their seats.


I-Heard-That-Kirk Chen came bounding into the room with a big smile on his face.


‘Mrs Brisbane, I’m sorry about yesterday. To make up for it, I have a surprise for Humphrey. Can I give it to him now?’ he asked.


A surprise for me? That got my whiskers wiggling.


And it started Gail giggling. ‘What is it?’ she said. ‘Let me see!’


Soon, the other students were gathered around Kirk, begging him to let them see the surprise.


‘Okay, Kirk. What is it?’ asked Mrs Brisbane. Her arms were folded and she had a suspicious look on her face. After all, Kirk had done a few things that would make any teacher unhappy. Once, he put a cushion on Richie’s chair that made a VERY-VERY-VERY rude noise when Richie sat on it. He called it a ‘whoopee cushion’. My friends laughed so hard (including Richie), they all wanted a chance to sit on it, but Mrs Brisbane took it away and made Kirk sit in the cloakroom for a while.


This time, Mrs Brisbane held out her hand. ‘Let me see it, Kirk,’ she said. Dear me, she really didn’t trust him.


Kirk reached into his backpack and pulled out something I couldn’t see. All of my friends went ‘Ooh’ and ‘Aah,’ which made my heart thump faster and faster.


‘Can you see it, Og?’ I squeaked to my tablemate.


There was no answer.


‘It’s a hamster ball. We can put Humphrey inside and he can roll around the classroom. See, there are air holes in it. It’s good exercise,’ Kirk explained. ‘Can we try it?’


The thought of rolling around the classroom during the day was so exciting, I climbed up on my ladder to get a closer look.


Mrs Brisbane held the clear yellow ball in her hand. ‘Well,’ she said, ‘I suppose it would be nice for Humphrey. But we have to be careful that we don’t step on him or that he doesn’t roll somewhere dangerous.’


My friends all cheered and I joined in. Og started splashing, so I knew he approved.


‘And we can’t let this interfere with our school work. Testing is coming up, you know,’ Mrs Brisbane said with a frown.


Kirk had already opened my cage.


‘Don’t hurt him,’ said Golden Miranda, who’s always looking out for me.


Kirk placed me in the ball, then snapped the top shut.


‘Make sure it’s closed tightly, please,’ Speak-Up-Sayeh said softly. She was shy, but she always looked out for me, too.


It was a bit weird being enclosed in a round object. Since it was yellow plastic, the world looked yellow to me and Miranda was more golden than ever. I checked to see that there were holes in the plastic. YES-YES-YES! I wouldn’t have trouble breathing.


‘Careful now,’ warned Mrs Brisbane as Kirk set the ball on the floor at the front of the classroom.


My fellow students crouched down to watch.


‘Go on, Humphrey Dumpty,’ said A.J. ‘Make the ball go.’


Let me tell you, it’s very strange to be inside a ball. For one thing, there’s nothing flat to stand on, like a floor. So even standing still, the ball felt wobbly.


‘Run, Humphrey,’ said Seth. ‘Get it moving!’


I hesitated for a little bit, but when I heard Og go ‘BOING!’ I knew I had to move.


I went slowly at first, just moving my paws along at a slow jog. My friends moved back to give me room to roll down the centre aisle.


‘Go, Humphrey, go!’ said Kirk.


I jogged a little faster.


‘Go, Humphrey, go!’ the other students chanted. ‘Go, go, go!’


I liked the encouragement and I liked the feeling of going fast, so I began to run. It was like spinning my wheel, only this time I was actually going somewhere!


Many times before, I’d scurried across the floor of the classroom, but never when the other students were there. As I zoomed down the aisle between the tables and chairs, my friends followed behind me.


The bell rang, which meant school had begun, but once I got rolling, I didn’t know how to stop. As much fun as the hamster ball was, it was SCARY-SCARY-SCARY, too, because I couldn’t control where I was going.


I heard Mrs Brisbane say, ‘Class, we need to begin our work!’ But I was on a roll, heading right for – eek! – the wall!


Someone gasped. I think it was Miranda. ‘He’ll crash!’ she said. ‘Stop him!’


I tried to slow down but it was too late. The ball bounced off the wall and shot back towards the aisle. I was now upside-down, and before I could get back on my feet, I came to a stop that was so sudden, I did a double flip inside the ball. I looked up and saw a large foot in a sensible black shoe.


It was Mrs Brisbane’s foot.


‘Class, I want you all in your seats. Take out a sheet of paper for the dictionary exercise. I’ll take attendance while you get started.’


I was catching my breath when she leaned down over me. ‘And you, young man, will settle down.’


When Mrs Brisbane talks like that, nobody argues with her, especially not a small golden hamster enclosed in a ball. Once she removed her foot, I cautiously headed back down the centre aisle between the desks.


Mrs Brisbane kept a close eye on me while my friends took the test. Usually, I took the test along with them, writing the answers in my notebook. But I was enjoying my freedom a little too much for that. I kept on jogging up and down the centre aisle, but now I was careful to slow to a stop before hitting a wall. That way, I just tapped it, rolled backward, then turned my body inside the ball and jogged towards the opposite wall again.


My friends wrote quietly while Mrs Brisbane gave out the words. I tried not to make too much noise as I sailed past Don’t-Complain-Mandy Payne’s shiny red shoes, Pay-Attention-Art’s black basketball boots and Garth’s scuffed white trainers. Sit-Still-Seth’s feet TAP-TAP-TAPPED as he wrote.


I don’t know how many times I went back and forth but it was getting a little boring. If only I could turn the thing! After the test papers were collected, Mrs Brisbane said it was time to finish the Spring into Numbers project. I think my friends forgot about me while they cut and pasted, coloured and stapled their papers.


By break time, Room 26 looked completely different. The noticeboard was covered with cut-outs of flowers, rabbits and robins – but they all had maths problems on them. Plus and minus numbers, multiplying and dividing numbers peeked out from the leaves of the blossoms and ran up and down the rabbit ears and robin wings.


Tabitha and Richie made clouds in all kinds of shapes – even triangles and squares. Gail and Sayeh tacked a row of colourful flowers all around the blackboard. There was a pattern to the colours and it took me a while to work it out. Garth and A.J. made a huge kite with a LONG-LONG-LONG tail that had a LONG-LONG-LONG problem on it.


I began to jog with joy. Spring was bright! Spring was happy! Spring was fun!


While Mrs Brisbane helped hang the kite, I suddenly hit the leg of Seth’s desk and veered off towards the door, which was open to let in the spring breeze.


I sailed out of Room 26 and not one of my friends noticed.


‘HELP-HELP-HELP!’ I squeaked. In the distance, I heard Og’s ‘BOING!’ but everything was completely silent in the corridor. As I rolled out of Room 26, towards the side door, I wondered if I’d end up on the playground again. I frantically tried to guide the ball away from the door, but it wouldn’t turn quickly enough.


Luckily, the door was closed tightly so I bounced off it. I was heading towards another door. It was FAR-FAR-FAR away, past a long row of classroom doors. Suddenly, I wished Aldo hadn’t polished the floor quite so well. I also wished the hamster ball had brakes. The best I could do to slow it down was to stop moving my legs.


What an unsqueakably dangerous situation for a small hamster! At least my cage had that lock-that-doesn’t-lock. But there was no way for me to get out of the ball.


‘Goodbye, Room 26!’ I squeaked.


Suddenly I heard a piercingly loud noise. (Hamsters are very sensitive creatures and we don’t appreciate loud noises.)


‘Stop right there,’ a voice firmly ordered me. The ball stopped abruptly and this time I did a triple flip. But I recognized the voice … and the shrill sound. It was Mrs Wright and her whistle. She was standing right in front of me with one of her huge white puffy shoes resting on top of the ball.


Just for fun, I suppose, she blew her whistle again.


‘Mrs Brisbane!’ she bellowed.


Mrs Brisbane rushed out into the corridor and hurried towards us. ‘What’s wrong, Mrs Wright?’


That sounded funny, but I wasn’t in the mood to laugh. I was afraid Mrs Wright might blow her whistle again.


‘I just happened to be coming down the corridor when I found your rat out here!’


‘For goodness’ sake!’ Mrs Brisbane leaned down and picked up the ball. ‘How did you get out here?’


‘You created a very dangerous situation,’ said Mrs Wright. ‘Someone could trip over him and get hurt.’


‘Well, no one did,’ said Mrs Brisbane. ‘Don’t worry, it won’t happen again.’


Mrs Wright sniffed loudly. ‘Still, I must report this to Mr Morales.’


‘Do whatever you think you should.’ Mrs Brisbane sounded a little snippy and I was GLAD-GLAD-GLAD. ‘Come on, Humphrey.’


My classmates gathered at the door, waiting for my return.


‘Back in your seats,’ Mrs Brisbane told them. ‘And you, Humphrey, are going back in your cage.’


I was so happy to be back in my cage, I took a long drink of water, then headed straight for my sleeping hut and a nice long doze.




WHISTLE: A shiny device which, when someone blows it, makes an ear-splitting sound that can seriously hurt the delicate ears of small creatures like hamsters. Use whistles sparingly, if at all. (Some humans can whistle without a device, but hamsters never can.)
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Spring Fever





‘Wait-For-The-Bell-Garth.’


Mrs Brisbane’s words jolted me from my nap.


Garth always jumped out of his chair just before the bell rang for break, lunch or the end of the day. When Mrs Brisbane reminded him, he sat back down again until the bell actually rang.


‘Now you may go, class,’ Mrs Brisbane said.


Once the room was empty, she shuffled the papers on her desk. Then the door opened and in came Mr Morales.


‘Got a second, Sue?’ he asked.


‘Of course,’ Mrs Brisbane greeted him. ‘What can I do for you?’


‘Ruth Wright put in a complaint. It’s about …’


Mrs Brisbane finished his sentence. ‘… Humphrey.’


The head smiled. ‘Yeah. Just try and keep him in the classroom.’


‘I intend to,’ said Mrs Brisbane.


‘Don’t worry,’ Mr Morales chuckled. ‘She also complained about the squeaky door in the cafeteria, some fingerprints on the trophy case and the fact that the clocks are running thirty seconds slow.’


‘Well, she teaches PE. I guess rules are very important to her.’


Mr Morales strolled over to my cage. ‘So Humphrey had a little adventure today? Maybe he has spring fever,’ he said.


‘I think the whole class does,’ Mrs Brisbane answered. ‘It happens every year. The weather turns nice and the class gets silly.’


The head leaned in close to my cage. ‘Well, no more silliness from you, Humphrey. You stay put.’


‘I will try because that Mrs Wright is MEAN-MEAN-MEAN!’ I squeaked.


Mr Morales chuckled. ‘Oh, don’t let it bother you, Humphrey. Mrs Wright likes to complain.’


Then he turned back to Mrs Brisbane. ‘Don’t forget, deadline’s coming up, Sue.’


‘Sorry, I forgot. I’ll write myself a note.’ Mr Morales smiled. ‘Great.’


The bell rang again and the head excused himself. In seconds, my classmates came racing back into the room, pink-cheeked, out of breath and smiling. At least most of them were smiling.


‘Good game, Tabby,’ Seth told Tabitha. ‘We almost won.’


‘Yeah, we would have if it wasn’t for you-know-who,’ she answered.


Then she glanced at Garth, who was right behind her. He definitely wasn’t smiling.


‘Take your seats, children,’ said Mrs Brisbane. ‘Get out your social studies books and turn to page 112.’


Sometimes being a classroom hamster is like being a detective. You hear little bits of conversation and try to work out what’s going on. Like, what was that about Mrs Brisbane forgetting something Mr Morales wanted? She never forgets anything! And why did Tabitha say ‘you-know-who’ instead of Garth’s name? And why wasn’t Garth happy, like everybody else?


I was sorting out my thoughts when something even more puzzling happened.


Instead of reading his social studies book, Garth was writing something in big letters on a piece of paper but I couldn’t see what he wrote.


He kept the paper on his desk and read the book, but he stopped to look at the paper once in a while. Then he wrote another word next to it.


I climbed up my ladder to see if I could get a better look at it.


‘Og?’ I squeaked softly. ‘Can you see what Garth wrote on that paper?’


I heard some gentle splashing but no answer.


Mrs Brisbane started writing questions on the board, and soon my friends were busily writing the answers. This went on until the lunch bell rang.


My classmates all got up and headed for the door. Garth pushed forward, clutching the paper in his hand. He paused near A.J.’s desk and dropped the paper in front of his friend, then hurried towards the door. A.J. stared at the piece of paper, crumbled it into a ball and dropped it on the floor. (Oh dear, Aldo wouldn’t like that!)


When Mrs Brisbane got ready to leave for lunch, she spotted the paper on the floor, picked it up and smoothed it out. She frowned when she read it, then put it on her desk and left the room.


‘Something is unsqueakably wrong between Garth and A.J.,’ I told Og. ‘I’ve got to know what that paper says!’


It’s a LONG-LONG-LONG way from the table where Og and I live to Mrs Brisbane’s desk and it’s a perilous journey, but once I’m curious about something, I can’t get it out of my furry hamster head.


‘Keep a look-out, Oggy, okay?’ I told my friend. ‘I’m going over there.’


He answered with a reassuring ‘BOING!’


I pushed on the lock-that-doesn’t-lock and the door swung open. I took a deep breath, and as I had done before, grabbed onto the leg of the table and slid down so fast, I could feel the breeze ruffling my fur.


I zigzagged across the room, happy to be outside the ball, since I didn’t have to worry about bouncing off tables or chairs. I quickly reached Mrs Brisbane’s desk at the opposite side of the room. I can’t tell you how unsqueakably tall it looks from a hamster’s point of view.


Between the chair legs were two horizontal wooden bars. I reached UP-UP-UP, grabbed the lowest bar and slowly pulled myself up.


‘Are you watching the clock, Og?’ I squeaked.


‘BOING!’ Og answered.


Grabbing the next bar, I used all my strength to pull myself up. I was getting tired, but knowing that lunch didn’t last very long, I wrapped my legs around the chair leg and slowly inched my way up to the seat of the chair.


I sat on the chair seat for a few seconds, trying to catch my breath. I was still a long way from the desktop and that piece of paper. Above my head, there was a desk drawer with a handle on it. I had to leap up to grab hold of it – oooh, cold and slippery – and then I reached up for the edge of the desk and pulled myself up again, finally flinging my whole body onto the surface of the desk.


I lay there on my stomach, muscles quivering from all that work. It’s a good thing I work out every day on my wheel and my ladder. It helps strengthen my arms. Or my legs. Or whatever.


‘BOING-BOING!’ said Og and I didn’t need to look at the clock to know I needed to hurry things along. I sat up and saw the piece of paper laid out neatly before me. Of course, to my small eyes the letters were huge – I had to squint and strain to finally make out what it said:




DIRTY RAT





That was it? I’d come all this way and put myself in great danger to read the words ‘dirty rat’? I had no idea what Garth was getting at, although I knew that being called a rat, which sometimes happens to me, is not supposed to be a compliment.


Og began splashing wildly. I glanced up at the clock and OH-OH-OH, I barely had time to get back!


I had to take the quickest (though not the safest) route back, so I slid down the side of the desk, landed on the floor with a large thump, raced across the room and grabbed onto the cord of the blinds, which I always used for swinging myself back up to the table.


‘BOING-BOING-BOING-BOING!’ Og sounded like the fire alarm, but all I could think about was getting back to my cage on time. I heard the bell ring as I skittered across the table and swung the cage door shut behind me.


Every muscle in my small body ached.


‘BOING!’ Og twanged.


‘The paper … says … “dirty rat”,’ I told him, panting from all my effort. ‘But don’t … ask me why.’


All that work and I still didn’t know what was going on!


My classmates began to trickle in from lunch. As usual, Miranda was with her best friend Sayeh, and other best friends were together: Heidi and Gail, Seth and Tabitha, A.J. and – whoa! It was very unusual to see A.J. without Garth.


A.J. slid into his seat first. When Garth sat down, A.J. leaned over. I strained my small furry ears to hear. ‘What was that about? That “dirty rat” thing?’


Garth glared at A.J. ‘Friends don’t pick their best friends last. Rats do.’


‘You’re my friend,’ A.J. protested. ‘You’re just not very good at sport.’


‘Like I need you to remind me,’ muttered Garth.


Right then, Mrs Brisbane started to talk about seeds sprouting, and there was no chance to learn more about the trouble between Garth and A.J.







* * *





‘Wait-After-Class-Garth,’ Mrs Brisbane said when the bell rang at the end of the day.


‘Og, did you hear that?’ I asked. ‘She didn’t say Wait-For-The-Bell-Garth. She said Wait-After-Class-Garth.’


Og splashed a bit, but I’m pretty sure he heard, too.


The room emptied quickly and soon Garth was alone with Mrs Brisbane.


Being kept in after class is never a good thing, at least in my experience. And in my months in Room 26, a number of my friends had been kept after school.


Mrs Brisbane went to her desk and picked up the crumpled paper. ‘Did you write this, Garth?’


Garth shrugged his shoulders.


‘It looks like your writing,’ the teacher continued.


‘I was just messing around,’ answered Garth.


‘I found it under A.J.’s desk,’ Mrs Brisbane explained. ‘I thought the two of you were friends.’


‘We’re not friends.’ Garth wrinkled his nose. ‘Not any more.’


Mrs Brisbane sat down and looked thoughtful. ‘Would you tell me what happened?’


‘I’ve got to catch my bus,’ Garth answered, looking towards the door.


‘Think about it and we’ll talk tomorrow.’ Mrs Brisbane folded up the piece of paper and dropped it in her handbag. ‘I’ll just hold onto this.’


Garth raced out of the door without looking back. Mrs Brisbane stayed sitting in the chair. She stared at the student tables, the noticeboard, the blackboard. She looked at the room as if she’d never seen it before.


After a while, she picked up her books and her handbag and came over to adjust the blinds. ‘I hope you two can get along for the rest of the night,’ she told Og and me.


‘We’ll TRY-TRY-TRY!’ I assured her, and I meant it.


Og didn’t say anything, but I don’t think he was annoyed at me or anything like that.


Maybe he just had spring fever.




RAT: A perfectly nice rodent with a bad reputation. Some rats even make nice pets. There are rats of all shapes and sizes, but when one human calls another human a rat, it’s never meant as a compliment.
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Surprise from Outer Space





I don’t know if I had spring fever, but I did have aching muscles following my adventure that afternoon. Besides that, I had a funny feeling in my tummy after I read the note that said ‘dirty rat’.


I ate a good helping of Nutri-Nibbles, but my stomach still felt weird.


Later, Og and I were both in a somewhat dreamy state when the door opened, the lights came on and I heard a familiar squeaking sound.


‘It’s Aldo!’ I rushed to the front of my cage to greet my friend. I was hoping he would be a little easier to understand than he had been the night before.


‘BOING!’ Og sounded quite alarmed and I could see why.


There was Aldo’s trolley, piled high with his broom, his mop and pail, lots of spray bottles and cloths and rubbish bags to be filled.


And there was someone pushing the trolley, just as Aldo did every night during the week.


But that person was NOT-NOT-NOT Aldo!


‘Eeek!’ I squeaked.


The person with the trolley was much shorter than Aldo. The person had no moustache and had longer hair, pulled back in a ponytail. The person had on a red sweatshirt and grey trousers and black trainers.


That person was definitely a girl. Or a woman. A female, anyway. And there was something strange about the way she moved. She tugged at her ear, snapped her fingers and swung her arms in an odd rhythm. Still, she straightened the desks, swept the floor, then mopped it (which Aldo didn’t do every night). She even dusted the shelf where Og and I live, but she didn’t seem to notice we were there.


‘How do you do?’ I squeaked up as politely as possible. ‘Could you please tell me, WHAT DID YOU DO WITH ALDO?’


Og seemed quite upset as he hopped up and down, up and down, repeating one ‘BOING’ after another.


The person who was cleaning didn’t even seem to notice. As she swept closer to my cage, I saw there was a device attached to her ear!


‘Og,’ I said nervously, ‘I saw a film at Seth’s house once about an alien from another planet, and that alien acted very strangely. A bit like this person.’


Og stopped hopping and started listening.


‘You don’t think she could be one of them?’ I asked. ‘Because in that movie, the space aliens captured a human and took him to their planet. I mean, you don’t think that happened to Aldo, do you?’


Og stayed very quiet. In the film, the space alien had wires in his head, too.


I was sorry I’d seen that movie, because it made me think scary thoughts.


‘See that thing in her ear? She could be getting signals from the mother ship.’ I tried not to become hysterical. ‘That’s what they called it in the film – the mother ship.’


Finally, the person, who had done a very nice cleaning job for a creature from outer space, wheeled the trolley out of the door. She turned off the lights (without opening the blinds the way Aldo always did) and left Room 26.


The room was quiet, except for the TICK-TICK-TICK of the clock, which seemed to be louder than usual.


Suddenly, the lights came back on. The person walked back in without the cleaning trolley. She came over to my cage and reached into her pocket.


‘A ray gun, Og! The space aliens in the movie had ray guns so they could capture the Earthlings!’ I squeaked.


She pulled out a small carrot and shoved it between the bars of my cage. Then she left again, turning out the lights so we were plunged into darkness.


‘Eeek!’ I squeaked. When my eyes adjusted to the dark, I stared at the little carrot. ‘I don’t suppose that’s really a ray gun,’ I said. ‘But it could be an alien carrot.’


‘BOING!’ Og agreed.


It was nice of the creature to give me a carrot, but I have to admit I didn’t touch it. Not all night long. You can’t be too sure about aliens, you know.


And I still had no idea what had happened to my good friend Aldo.




* * *





The world looked normal again in the light of day, and the morning went along like any morning in Room 26, except for the fact that Garth and A.J. were both very quiet. In fact, they never even looked at each other.


Then came time for break.


While Mrs Brisbane wrote word problems on the board, I spun on my wheel, knowing my friends were out exercising on the playground.


Suddenly, the door swung open and in walked Mrs Wright, pulling Garth along with her. He looked very unhappy.


‘Mrs Brisbane, you’ll have to do something about this boy!’ the PE teacher announced.


Mrs Brisbane was truly surprised. ‘Garth? What happened?’


‘You know our students are required to get a certain amount of physical activity at break every day,’ said Mrs Wright. ‘But I found this young man hiding behind the building when he was supposed to be playing ball. Strictly against the rules.’


‘Were you hiding, Garth?’ Mrs Brisbane asked.


‘Sort of,’ he mumbled.


Mrs Brisbane told Mrs Wright that she’d take care of the situation.


‘What will you do?’ the PE teacher asked, fingering her whistle.


‘That’s between Garth and me.’ There was ice in Mrs Brisbane’s voice. ‘Thank you, Mrs Wright.’


Mrs Wright left, thank goodness, and Mrs Brisbane asked Garth to sit down. She sat down next to him.


‘Why weren’t you playing ball with your friends?’ she asked.


‘Don’t have any,’ said Garth. His face was squinched up like he was going to cry.


‘Of course you do, Garth,’ Mrs Brisbane insisted. ‘You have lots of friends.’


Garth shook his head. ‘Not any more.’


Mrs Brisbane spoke very softly. ‘Please tell me what happened.’


‘I’m lousy at softball and when they choose teams, I always get picked last.’ Garth’s voice quavered. ‘Yesterday, A.J. was the team captain and got to pick his players and he picked me last, even though I’m his best friend. I mean, I was his best friend. He even picked Sayeh before me and she’s not very good either. Then Tabitha told Seth they lost because of me. So I decided not to play any more.’


He sniffled and Mrs Brisbane handed him a tissue.


‘I’m sure that hurt a lot. It always hurt me when I got picked last. I wasn’t very good at sport,’ she confided.


‘But you’re a girl,’ Garth told her. ‘Girls don’t have to be good.’


Mrs Brisbane smiled a little. ‘I understand that Tabitha is the best player in the class and she’s a girl.’


‘Yeah, but still, it’s different being a boy.’ Garth sighed. ‘A.J. would probably pick Humphrey ahead of me.’


Well, yes, he might. I’m very popular with my friends. I don’t how you play softball, but I have to admit, I was good at hamster ball.


Garth and Mrs Brisbane sat in silence for a while until I just couldn’t stand it any longer.


‘I think A.J. was MEAN-MEAN-MEAN not to pick Garth,’ I blurted out.


‘It sounds like Humphrey has something to say on the subject,’ said the teacher.


Garth didn’t even smile.


‘Tell you what,’ she continued. ‘You and A.J. bring your lunches in here today and we’ll talk.’


‘He’ll think I told on him!’ Garth protested.


‘I’ll make sure he doesn’t,’ Mrs Brisbane assured him. ‘But I can’t make him choose you first.’


‘Even if he’d picked me third or fourth, it would have been okay,’ said Garth. ‘Just not last.’


Mrs Brisbane glanced at the clock and said that break was almost over. She asked him to feed Og some of his yucky crickets, something Garth likes to do.


I headed for my sleeping hut to think about what I’d just heard. I didn’t know a thing about softball. I’d never been chosen for a team, either. But I knew one thing: I wouldn’t want to be picked last, especially by my best friend.




* * *





Lunchtime rolled around and Mrs Brisbane told Garth and A.J. to bring their lunches to the classroom. This was a surprising thing that had never happened before, like being in a hamster ball or having Aldo captured by aliens.


A.J. brought his lunch from home in a bright-blue bag. Garth carried his in on a tray and it smelled yummy. Mrs Brisbane took a container of yoghurt and a spoon out of her bag.


But no one, not even Mrs Brisbane, ate a bite.


‘A.J., Mrs Wright said that you picked a very good softball team yesterday,’ she began.


‘Yes, ma’am,’ said A.J. loudly.


‘But she was surprised that you didn’t pick Garth until last.’


A.J. stared down at the untouched sandwich in front of him.


‘I was surprised, too,’ the teacher continued. ‘Since you’re such good friends.’


‘Yes, ma’am,’ said A.J. ‘It’s just that Garth’s not the best player. And I think when you’re choosing a team, you’ve got to pick the best players. Don’t you?’


‘I suppose so,’ said Mrs Brisbane. ‘How do you feel about that, Garth?’


Garth squirmed in his chair. ‘It wouldn’t have hurt him to pick me. I ended up on the team anyway.’


‘So it made you feel bad to be picked last?’ Mrs Brisbane asked.


‘Yes.’ Garth looked miserable. So did A.J.


‘Somebody’s got to be picked last,’ said A.J. ‘The rest of the team would have been annoyed if I picked you before somebody like Richie or Kirk.’


‘I never thought of that,’ said Mrs Brisbane, stirring the yoghurt with her spoon.


‘Well, now I’m annoyed, because it feels really awful to be picked last,’ said Garth. His cheeks were flaming red.


‘I should think it does,’ Mrs Brisbane agreed.


As far as I could see, the conversation was going nowhere. Back and forth, back and forth. Mrs Brisbane agreed with both of them, but neither boy changed his mind. Not one bit.


‘I imagine A.J. is sorry you felt bad,’ said Mrs Brisbane. ‘Right?’


‘Well … yeah.’ A.J. didn’t sound totally convinced but at least he agreed.


‘And I’ll bet Garth realizes what a hard decision it was for you, A.J.,’ she added. ‘Right, Garth?’


‘Yeah …’


Garth sounded like he had more to say, but Mrs Brisbane didn’t let him. ‘Good. Then you two can play ball together and be friends as well. After all, softball is only a game. It shouldn’t be important enough to break up a friendship. Agreed?’


The boys nodded. They didn’t have much choice.


Mrs Brisbane wasn’t quite finished. ‘Then at the next break, you’ll play ball, won’t you, Garth?’


Garth groaned. ‘I’ll just strike out and then everybody will be annoyed at me.’


‘You don’t keep your eye on the ball,’ A.J. blurted out.


‘I do too,’ Garth snapped back. ‘I keep my eye on it as it sails past my bat.’


Mrs Brisbane glanced at the clock. ‘Eat your lunches now. You’ve got to keep your strength up for the next game.’


She sounded very cheery, but Garth and A.J. looked about as un-cheery as two people could be. They ate their lunches in silence until I couldn’t stand it any more.


‘For goodness’ sake, make up!’ I squeaked.


Mrs Brisbane craned her neck to look at me. ‘I didn’t know you were so interested in sport, Humphrey,’ she said. The boys finally smiled a little.


I don’t know much about sport but I do know about Garth and A.J. And if Mrs Brisbane couldn’t get them to be friends again, I suppose I’d have to.


It’s just that I didn’t have a single idea about how I’d do it.




ALIEN: Somebody – or something – from another land or even another planet. Aliens can be any shape, size, colour … but they usually want to take you to their leader.
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