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My name is Alan Brown.


I live at 28, Finsbury Park Road, London N4.


My hobbies are football and pop music.


I’m also interested in girls.


My favourite subjects are Physical Education and Music.


I hate Geography, Maths and French.


My sister is 17 and stupid.


My mother is a housewife.


My father works away from home.
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my school




Part I


Monday, September 24th


It was great at school today. There was a new girl in our class. Her name is Sandy and she’s from Manchester. She moved to London with her family last weekend. She’s fantastic. It’s a pity that she doesn’t sit next to me. She sits next to Kevin. How can she??? Kevin looks like a monkey.


I haven’t talked to Sandy yet, but I’ll try tomorrow.


Tuesday, September 25th


I couldn’t speak to Sandy because she wasn’t at school today. I don’t know what happened to her. Perhaps she’s ill. I couldn’t follow the lessons because I was thinking of Sandy all the time. I hope she will be in school tomorrow.


Wednesday, September 26th


Sandy was there again. Ah! But I haven’t spoken to her yet. I wanted to a few times, but I just couldn’t do it. She has beautiful hair. I love it.


During the Geography lesson the teacher asked me, “What’s the capital of Germany?” – I was dreaming of Sandy and her long red hair. It’s wonderful. – The teacher shouted, “Alan, wake up! What’s the capital of Germany?” I was still dreaming and so I said, “Long red hair.” – Everybody was laughing. Only the teacher became very angry and shouted at me again. Mr Johnson shouts too much – I don’t think it’s good for him.


It’s ten o’clock in the evening now, and I’m watching an action film on TV. My mother has gone out and my sister won’t be home until late. So I have the lounge all to myself. I’m a bit worried because I haven’t learned my French vocabulary for tomorrow yet. Perhaps I can start when the film is over.


Thursday, September 27th


I was lucky! Our French teacher was ill today. We had a Biology lesson instead. We talked about insects. I wonder if insects can fall in love, too.


During the History lesson Brian threw bits of paper at Sandy all the time. It really made me angry. After the lesson I told Brian to keep his fingers off Sandy. Brian only laughed and showed off his big muscles ...


Friday, September 28th


TGIF!! (Thank God it’s Friday!)


At last. I met Sandy in the school cafeteria during lunch break. I nearly dropped my plate of sausage and chips over her. I’m glad I didn’t because she looked great in her new school uniform. I asked her, “Do you like it at our school?” She said, “NO!” I tried hard to smile at her but I think I looked too serious.

OEBPS/images/f0007-01.jpg





OEBPS/images/f0006-01.jpg







OEBPS/images/9783129090015.jpg
English Readers

Frederick L. Wolf

Alan Brown's Diary













OEBPS/images/pub.jpg
Ernst Klett Sprachen
Stuttgart





