[image: ] [image: ]



[image: ]




[image: ]



[image: ]



[bookmark: _GoBack][image: ]
image1.png
1 picked it up, went to my coat. and put it in the
pocket. Atlsst i 10 put i the pocket bt
bulged ou, o1 pushed it down the nside of the
seve. Myhead was hrobbing and even thongh T4
st my s, theywereall et o
veating fony d thonghta bit st But 1
appenes0 ik et bck o the clssrom,
and s vas going in egan o relze what T
done. Td solen  balacoa. 14t v koo
hoset s, bt ¢ oo i thedoorvay |
couldt el P done . Il 1 ouk g0 back
In fct 1 hought 1 would bt then Mr Garnet ol
et hury p and st dow, As 1 vas gl back o





image2.png
my desk I felt as if al the lads knew what I'd done.
Honecouldthey? Mssbe somebody b s e
NotYos!How could hey? They could. Of conse
s conldit.Nocoure ot What ey dd
hough? O ek

hought bormetme would eve come bt et
hebel diing1 ot out s qick a1 cold. Tvas
soing 0 put hebalaclava back before oy
potced: but s ot o the loskroom 1 hard
‘NorbertLghtovlershou ut that someone bad
pinched s blalaa. Nobods ook much ot
han goodness, and 1 heard Ty say to i st
e most kel ot . Norbert < e ad' bt
e wentoffto make st it wasatinthe oo,
it be sl csial and ok sy cot. bt |
@ dare pt it on n casethe alaclva opped.

Tarah Tony, ey tomorro
Vel tarah




image3.png
Oh, it was good to get out in the open air. I
couldn’t wait to get home and get rid of that
blooming balaclava. Why had I gone and done a
stupid thing like that? Norbert Lightowler was sure
to report it to the Headmaster, and there’d be an
announcement about it at morning assembly and
the culprit would be asked to own up. I was running
home as fast as I could. I wanted to stop and take
out the balaclava and chuck it away, but I didn’t
dare. The faster I ran, the faster my head was filled
with thoughts. I could give it back to Norbert. You
know, say I'd taken it by mistake. No, he’d never
believe me. None of the lads would believe me.
Everybody knew how much I wanted to be a
Balaclava Boy. I'd have to get rid of the blooming
thing as fast as I could.

My mum wasn’t back from work when I got
home, thank goodness, so as soon as I shut the
front door, I put my hand down the sleeve of my

coat for the balaclava. There was nothing there.
That was funny, I was sure I'd put it down that
sleeve. I tried down the other sleeve, and there was
still nothing there. Maybe I'd got the wrong coat.
No, it was my coat all right. Oh, blimey, I must've
lost it while I was running home. I was glad in a
way. I was going to have to get rid of it, now it was
gone. I only hoped nobody had seen it drop out,
but, oh, I was glad to be rid of it. Mind you, I was
dreading going to school next morning. Norbertll
probably have reported it by now. Well, I wasn't
going to own up. I didn’t mind the cane, it wasn't
that, but if you owned up, you had to go up on the
stage in front of the whole school. Well, I was going
to forget about it now and nobody would ever know
that I'd pinched that blooming lousy balaclava.

I started to do my homework, but I couldn’t
concentrate. I kept thinking about assembly next
morning. What if I went all red and everybody else
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noticed? They'd know I'd pinched it then. I tried to
think about other things, nice things. I thought
about bed. I just wanted to go to sleep. To go to bed
and sleep. Then I thought about my mum; what
she’d say if she knew I'd been stealing. But I still
couldn'’t forget about assembly next day. I went into
the kitchen and peeled some potatoes for my mum.
She was ever so pleased when she came in from
work and said I must’'ve known she’d brought me a
present.

‘Oh, thanks. What've you got me?”

She gave me a paper bag and when I opened it I
couldn’t believe my eyes — a blooming balaclava.

‘There you are, now you won't be left out and you
can stop making my life a misery.”

‘Thanks, Mum.”

If only my mum knew she was making my life a
misery. The balaclava she’d bought me was just like
the one I'd pinched. I felt sick. I didn’t want it. I

couldn’t wear it now. If I did, everybody would say
it was Norbert Lightowler’s. Even if they didn’t, I
just couldn’t wear it. I wouldn't feel it was mine. I
had to get rid of it. I went outside and put it down
the lavatory. I had to pull the chain three times
before it went away. It’s a good job we've got an
outside lavatory or else my mum would have
wondered what was wrong with me.

I could hardly eat my tea.

‘What’s wrong with you? Aren’t you hungry?”

‘No, not much.’

‘What've you been eating? You've been eating
sweets, haven't you?”

‘No, I don't feel hungry.”

‘Don’t you feel well?’

‘Tm all right.”

Iwasn't, I felt terrible. I told my mum I was going
upstairs to work on my model aeroplane.

‘Well, it’s my bingo night, so make yourself some
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cocoa before you go to bed.”

I went upstairs to bed, and after a while I fell
asleep. The last thing I remember was a big
balaclava, with a smiling face, and it was the
Headmaster’s face.

T was scared stiff when I went to school next
morning. In assembly it seemed different. All the
boys were looking at me. Norbert Lightowler
pushed past and didn’t say anything. When prayers
finished I just stood there waiting for the
Headmaster to ask for the culprit to own up, but he
was talking about the school fete. And then he said
he had something very important to announce and I
could feel myself going red. My ears were burning
like anything and I was going hot and cold both at
the same time.

‘T'm very pleased to announce that the school
football team has won the inter-league cup . . .”

‘And that was the end of assembly, except that we

were told to go and play in the schoolyard until we
were called in, because there was a teachers’
meeting. I couldn’t understand why I hadn’t been
found out yet, but I still didn’t feel any better, I'd
probably be called to the Headmaster’s room later
on.

I went out into the yard. Everybody was happy
because we were having extra playtime. I could see
all the Balaclava Boys going round together. Then I
saw Norbert Lightowler was one of them. I couldn’t
be sure it was Norbert because he had a balaclava
on, so I had to go up close to him. Yes, it was
Norbert. He must have bought a new balaclava that
morning.

‘Have you bought a new one then, Norbert?”

Y'what?*

“You've bought a new balaclava, have you?”

‘What are you talking about?”

“Your balaclava. You've got a new balaclava,
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haven’t you?’
‘No, I never lost it at all. Some fool had shoved it
down the sleeve of my raincoat.”




