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От составителей

Настоящая книга представляет собой вторую часть 
уже опубликованного ранее пособия и может использо
ваться в качестве книги для чтения на III—IV курсах 
английского отделения педагогических вузов и универ
ситетов.

Книга состоит из ряда глав, отобранных из произве
дений английского писателя Майкла Бонда, в которых 
автор живо, с мягким, доброжелательным юмором повест
вует о многочисленных и разнообразных приключениях 
медвежонка Паддингтона, приехавшего из Перу и посе
лившегося в английской семь̂ е. Забавный незадачливый 
медвежонок то и дело попадает впросак, но тем не менее 
всякий раз благополучно выходит из затруднительных 
положений, вызывая к себе веселое, дружелюбное сочув
ствие, как и его сородич и соотечественник Винни-Пух, 
хорошо известный советскому читателю.

Главы, входящие в предлагаемую книгу, рассказы
вают как об отдельных английских обычаях и традициях 
(день Гая Фокса, например), так и о событиях повседнев
ной жизни, таких, как посещение зубного врача, починка 
телевизора, ремонт комнаты и т. д.

Свежесть и непосредственность восприятия событий 
и реалий английской жизни наивным перуанским мед
вежонком позволяют лучше понять их суть, придают 
повествованию живость и занимательность.

С лингвистической точки зрения язык книги инте
ресен обилием разговорной лексики и идиоматических 
выражений в широком понимании этого термина. Пра
вильное понимание идиоматических выражений и тем.



Солее их уместное использование всегда представляет 
большую трудность для изучающих английский язык. 
Учитывая это обстоятельство, авторы сопроводили каж
дую главу соответствующими комментариями и примерами 
на употребление отобранных слов и выражений. Следует 
отметить, что комментируются только те лексические 
единицы, которые не встречались в первой части пособия.

В отличие от первой книги настоящая часть не содер
жит упражнений, поскольку при необходимости -они 
могут быть, составлены ведущим занятия препода
вателем по аналогии с упражнениями, включенными 
в первую книгу.

Наличие во второй части пособия глав, посвященных 
преимущественно бытовым темам, позволяет использовать 
книгу-на занятиях по разговорной практике.



A FAMILY GROUP

The Browns' house at number thirty-two Windsdr 
Gardens was unusually quiet. It was a warm summer day 
and all the family with the exception^of Paddington, who 
had mysteriously disappeared shortly after lunch, were 
sitting on the veranda enjoying the afternoon sun.

Apart from the faint rustle of paper as Mr Brown 
turned the pages of an enormous book and the click of 
Mrs Brown’s knitting needles, the only sound came from Mrs 
Bird, their housekeeper, as she prepared the tea things.

Jonathan and Judy were both much too busy piecing 
together a huge jig-saw puzzle to utter a word.

It was Mr Brown who first broke the silence. “Ypu 
know,” he began, taking a long draw .at his pipe, “it’s 
a funny thing, but I’ve been through this encyclopaedia 
a dozen times and there’s no mention of a bear like Pad
dington.

“Ah, and there won’t be,” exclaimed Mrs Bird. “Bears 
like Paddington are very rare. And a good thing too, if 
you ask me, or it would cost us a small fortune in mar
malade.” Mrs Bird was always going on about Paddington’s 
fondness for marmalade, but it was noticeable .she was 
never without a spare jar in the larder in case of emer
gency.

“Anyway* Henry,” said Mrs Brown, as she put down 
her knitting, “why do you want to look up Paddington?”

Mr Brown twirled his moustache thoughtfully. “Oh, 
no reason in particular,” he answered, vaguely. “I was 
interested — that’s all.”

Having a bear in the family was a heavy responsibil
ity — especially a bear like Paddington — and Mr Brown 
took the matter very seriously.

“The point is,” he said, snapping the book shut, “if 
he’s staying with us for good...”

“//?” There was a chorus of alarm from the rest of the 
family, not to mention Mrs Bird.

“What on earth do you mean; Henry?” exclaimed Mrs 
Brown. “If Paddington is staying with us for good. Of 
course he is.”

“As he’s staying with us,” said Mr Brown, hastily, 
“there are one or two things I have in mind. First of all 
I’ve been thinking of decorating the spare room for him.”1
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There was general agreement at this. Ever since he 
had first arrived on the scene Paddington had occupied 
the guest room. Being a polite bear he had never said 
anything, even when he’d been turned out to make room 
for visitors, but it had long been thought he should have 
a room of his own.

“The second thing,” continued Mr Brown, “is a pho
tograph. I think it would be nice if we could have a family 
group taken.”

“A photograph?” exclaimed Mrs Bird. “What a funny 
thing you should say that.”

“Oh?” said Mr Brown. “Why’s that?”
Mrs Bird busied herself with the teapot. “You’ll see— 

all in good time,” she said. And try as they might that 
was all the others could get from her.

Fortunately, she was saved any further questions, 
for at that moment there came a loud banging noise from 
the direction of the dining-room and Paddington himself 
appeared at the french windows. He was struggling with 
a large cardboard box, across the top of which lay a mys
terious-looking metal object with long spikes on one end.

But it wasn’t so much what he was carrying that 
caused a gasp of astonishment from the others. It was his 
general appearance.

His fur had an unusually soft, golden look about it, 
and his ears, or as much of them as they could see poking 
out from beneath the wide brim of his old hat, were as 
black and shiny as the tip of his nose. Even his paws 
and whiskers had to be seen to be believed.

Everyone sat up in amazement and Mrs Brown 
dropped several stitches.

“Good heavens!” spluttered Mr Brown, nearly spill
ing his tea over the encyclopaedia. “What have you been 
doing to yourself?”

“I ’ve been having a bath,” said Paddington, looking 
most offended.

“A bath?’ repeated Judy, slowly. “Without being asked?”
“Crikey!” said Jonathan. “We’d better put the flags 

out.”
“You are all right?” asked Mr Brown. “I mean — you’re 

not feeling ill or anything?”
Paddington became even more injured at the excite

ment he had caused. It wasn’t as if he never had a wash.
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In fact he had one most mornings. It was simply that 
he had decided views on baths in particular. Having a 
bath meant getting his fur wet all over and it took a long 
time to dry. “I only wanted to look nice for the photo
graph,” he said, firmly.

“The photograph?” everyone echoed. It was really 
uncanny the way Paddington knew about'things.

“Yes,” said Paddington. An important expression 
came over his face as he bent down and started undoing 
the string round his cardboard box. “I’ve bought myself 
a camera.”

There was a moment’s silence while the Browns watched 
the back view of Paddington bending over the box.

“A camera,” said Mrs Brown at last. “But aren’t they 
very expensive?”

“This one wasn’t,” said Paddington, breathing hard. 
He stood up, clutching the biggest camera the Browns 
had ever seen. “I bought it at a sale in the market. It was 
only three and sixpence!”

“Three and sixpence!” exclaimed Mr Brown, looking 
most impressed. He turned to the others. “I must say I ’ve 
never known a  bear with such an eye for a bargain as Pad
dington.”

“Gosh!” said Jonathan. “I t’s got a hood to put over 
your head and everything.”

“W hat’s that long thing?” asked Judy.
“That’s a tripod,” explained Paddington, proudly. 

He sat down on the floor and began unfolding the legs. 
“I t’s to stand the camera on so that it doesn’t shake.”

Mr Brown picked up the camera and examined it. 
As he turned it over some rusty screws and several old 
nails fell out.

“Isn’t it rather old?” he asked, without thinking. “It 
looks as if someone’s been using it as a workbox instead 
of a camera.”

Paddington lifted the brim of his hat and gave Mr 
Brown a hard stare. “I t ’s a very rare sort,” he replied. 
“The man in the bargain shop said so.”

“Well, I think i t ’s super,” exclaimed Jonathan, excit
edly. “Bags you take my picture first, Paddington.”

“I ’ve only got one plate,” said Paddington, decidedly. 
“Extra ones cost a lot and I haven’t any pocket money 
left — so I ’m afraid you’ll all have to be in a group.”
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“It certainly looks most complicated, and rather large 
for a bear,” remarked Mrs Brown, as Paddington screwed 
the camera on the tripod and then adjusted the legs so that 
they were the right height. “Are you sure you’ll be able 
to work it?”

“I think so,” said Paddington. His voice became muf
fled as he disappeared underneath the black hood at the 
back. “Mr Gruber-lent me a book all about photography 
and I ’ve been practising under the bedclothes.” ‘

Mr Gruber, who kept an antique shop in the Portobello 
market, was a close friend of Paddington and helped him 
with all his problems.

“Well, in that case” — Mr Brown took charge of the 
situation— “I suggest we all go on to the lawn and let 
Paddington take our picture while the sun’s shining.” 
And he led the way outside while Paddington bustled 
around erecting his camera and tripod.

In a few moments Paddington announced that every
thing was ready and he began arranging the group as he 
wanted them1, running back to the camera every now and 
then to peer at them through the lens.

Because the camera was so near the ground he had to 
put Mr Brown crouching in a rather uncomfortable posi
tion behind Jonathan and Judy, with Mrs Brown and 
Mrs Bird sitting on either side.
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Although he didn’t say anything/Paddington was 
a bit disappointed with the view through the camera. 
He could just recognize Mr Brown because of his mous
tache, but the others were much more difficult. Everyone 
seemed blurred, almost as if they were standing in a fog. 
It was strange, for when he took his head out of the cloth 
it was quite sunny outside.

The Browns waited patiently while Paddington sat 
on the'grass and consulted his instruction book. Almost 
at once he discovered a very interesting chapter headed 
FOCUS. It explained how, if you wanted nice clear pic
tures, it was important to make sure the camera was the 
right distance away, and properly adjusted. It even had 
a picture showing a man measuring the distance with 
a piece of string.

Several minutes went by, for Paddington was rather 
a slow reader, and there were a number of diagrams to 
examine.

“I hope he’s not too long,” said Mr Brown. “I think 
I ’ve got cramp coming on.”
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“He’ll be disappointed if yen move,” said Mrs Brown. 
“He took such a lot of trouble arranging us all and it really' 
looks very nice.”

“That’s all very well,” grumbled Mr Brown. “You’re 
sitting down.”

“Ssh!” replied Mrs Brown. “I think he’s almost ready 
now. He’s doing something with a piece of string.”

“What on earth is that for?” asked Mr Brown.
“I t’s to measure you,” said Paddington, tying a loop 

In the end.
“Well, if you don’t mind,” protested Mr Brown, when 

he saw what Paddington was up to, “I’d much rather you 
tied the other end on to the camera instead of this end to 
my ear!” The rest of his sentence disappeared in a gurgle 
as Paddington pulled the string tight.

Paddington ’ looked rather surprised and examined 
the knot round Mr Brown’s ear with interest. “I think 
I must have made a slip knot by mistake,” he announced 
eventually. Paddington wasn’t very good at knots — 
mainly because having paws made things difficult for him.

“Really, Henry,” said Mrs Brown. “Don’t make such 
a fuss. Anyone would think you’d been hurt.”

Mr Brown rubbed his ear, which had gone a funny 
mauve colour. “It’s my ear,” he said, “and it jolly well 
does hurt.”

“Now where’s he going?” exclaimed Mrs Bird, as Pad
dington hurried off towards the house.

“I expect he’s gone to measure the string,” said Jonathan.
“Huh!” said Mr Brown. “Well, I ’m going to stand up.”
“Henry!” said Mrs Brown. “If you do I shall be very 

cross.”
“I t’s too late anyway,” groaned Mr Brown. “My leg’s 

gone to sleep.”
Luckily for Mr Brown, Paddington arrived back at 

that moment. He stared hard at the sun and then at the 
waiting group. “I’m afraid you’ll all have to come over 

. here,” he said, after consulting his instruction book. “The 
sun’s moved.”

“I’m not surprised,” grumbled Mr Brown, as he sat on 
the lawn rubbing his leg. “At the rate we’re going it will 
have set before we’re finished.”

“I never realized having a picture taken could be so 
complicated,” said Mrs Bird.
10



“What Г т  not sure about,” whispered Judy, rtis why 
Paddington bothered having a bath if he’s taking the 
photograph.”

“That’s a point,” said Mr Brown. “How are you going 
to be in the picture, Paddington?”

Paddington gave Mr Brown a strange look, That was 
something he hadn’t thought of either, but he decided to 
meet that difficulty when it came. He had a lot of other 
important things to do first. “I ’m going to press the shut
ter,” he said, after a moment’s thought, “and then run 
round the other side.”

“But even bears can’t run that fast,” persisted Mr 
Brown.

“I’m sure Paddington knows best, Henry,” whispered 
Mrs Brown. “And even if he doesn’t, for goodness sake 
don’t say anything. If he finds out he’s had a bath for noth
ing we shall never hear the last of it.”

“It seems a very long hood,” said Mrs Bird, looking 
towards the camera. “I can’t see Paddington at all.”

“That’s because he’s small,” explained Jonathan, 
“He’s had to lower the tripod.”

The Browns sat very still with a fixed smile on their 
faces as Paddington came out from beneath his hood. 
He made some complicated adjustments to the front of 
the camera and then, after announcing he was about to 
fit the photographic plate, disappeared again.

Suddenly, to everybody’s surprise, the camera and 
tripod began to rock backwards and forwards in a most 
dangerous manner.

“Good gracious!” exclaimed Mrs Bird. “Whatever’s 
happening now?”

“Look out!” shouted Mr Brown. “I t’s coming towards 
us.”

They all stood up and moved away, staring with 
wide-open eyes at the camera as it followed them. But 
when it got to within several feet it suddenly stopped, 
then turned left and headed towards a rose bush.

“I do hope he’s all right,” said Mrs Brown, anxiously,
“I wonder if we ought to do anything?” said Mrs Bird, 

as there was a muffled cry from Paddington.
But before anyone could reply the camera rebounded 

from the rose bush and shot back across the lawn. It went 
twice round the pond in the middle and then jumped
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up in the air sfeveral times before toppling over, to land 
with a dull thud in the middle of Mr Brown’s best flower 
bed.

“Good heavens!” shouted Mr Brown, as he rushed for
ward. “My petunias!”

“Never mind your petunias, Henry,” exclaimed Mrs 
Brown. “What about Paddington?”

“Well, no wonder,” said Mr Brown as he bent down 
and lifted the hood. “He’s got his head stuck inside the 
camera!”

“I should be careful, Dad,*’ §aid Jonathan as Mr'Brown 
began pulling at Paddington’s legs. “His whiskers might 
be caught in the shutter.”

Mr Brown stopped pulling and crawled round to peer 
through the lens. “I can’t see anything,” he said after a 
moment’s pause. “I t’s all dark inside.” He tapped the- 
case and there- came another faint cry from within.

“Butter!” said Mrs Bird, hurrying towards the kitchen. 
“There’s nothing like butter when anyone’s stuck.” Mrs 
Bird was a great believer in butter. She had used it sever
al times in the past when Paddington had got himself 
stuck.

All the same, even with Jonathan holding one end 
and Mr Brown pulling on the other, it was some while 
before Paddington’s head finally came away from the 
camera. He sat on the grass rubbing his ears and looking 
very crestfallen. Things hadn’t gone at all according to plan.

“I vote,” said Mr Brown, when order had finally been 
restored, “that we set everything up exactly as it was 
before and tie a string to the shutter. Then Paddington 
can sit in the group with us and work it from a distance, 
I t’ll be much safer that way.”

Everyone agreed that this was a good idea, and 
while Mr Brown arranged the group once again, Padding
ton busied himself setting up his camera and fitting the 
photographic plate inside it — making sure to stand well 
back this time. There was a slight setback when he pulled 
the string too hard and the tripod fell over, but finally 
the big moment arrived. There was a click from the camera 
and everyone relaxed.

The man in the photographic shop looked most sur
prised when Mrs Bird, all the Browns and Paddington 
trooped I n  through the door a little later.
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“I t’s certainly a very rare sort,” he said, examining 
Paddington’s camera with interest. “Very rare. I ’ve read 
about Шёт of course — but I ’ve never actually seen one 
before. It... it must have been kept in a pantry or some
thing. It seems to have a lot of butter inside it.”

“I had a bit of an accident when I tried to put the plate 
in,” said Paddington.,

“We’re all very anxious to see the result of the photo
graph,” added Mr Brown, hastily. “We were wondering 
if you could do it for us while we wait.”

The man said he would be only too pleased to oblige. 
From all he had seen and heard he was quite eager to see 
the picture, and he hurried off to his dark room leaving 
the Browns alone in the shop. He couldn’t remember ever 
having a young bear photographer in the shop before.

When he returned there was a puzzled expression on 
his face. “You did say you took this picture today?” he 
asked, looking through the window at the bright sunshine.

“That’s right,” said Paddington, eyeing him suspi
ciously. .

“Well, sir” — the man held the plate up to the light 
for Paddington to see — “it’s nice and sharp — and I 
can certainly see you all — but it looks as if it was foggy 
at the time. And these patches of light — like moonbeams — 
they’re very odd!”

Paddington took the plate from the man and examined 
it carefully. “I expect that’s where I had my torch on under 
the bedclothes,” he said at last.

“Well, I think it’s a very nice picture for a first attempt," 
said Mrs Bird. “And I’d like six postcard prints, please. 
I ’m sure Paddington’s Aunt Lucy in Peru would love one. 
She lives in the home for retired bears in Lima,” she 
added, for the benefit of the shopkeeper.

“Does she?” said the man, looking most impressed. 
“Well, i t ’s the first time I ’ve ever had any pictures sent 
overseas — especially to a home for retired bears in Peru.”

He thought for a moment. “I tell you what,” he said, 
“if T could borrow this camera for a week to put in my 
shop window, ГЦ not only do all the prints you want 
but I’ll take a photograph of each of you into the bargain. 
How’s that?”

“I might have known,” said Mr Brown, as they Were 
walking home, “that if Paddington took our photographs
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something odd would happen. Fancy getting all these 
pictures for nothing!4-

“Bears always fall on their feet,” said Mrs Bird, looking 
a t Paddington.

But Paddington wasn’t listening. He was still think
ing about his camera.

Early next morning he hurried down to the shop and 
was pleased to see it already occupied a position of honour 
in the middle of the window.

Underneath it was a notice which said: a v e r y  r a r e
TYPE OF EARLY CAMERA — NOW OWNED BY MR PADDINGTON 
BROWN —. A YOUNG LOCAL BEAR GENTLEMAN.

But Paddington was even more pleased by another 
notice next.to it which said: an e x a m p l e  of  h is  w o r k  —  
and underneath that was his picture.

It was a little blurred and there were several paw 
marks near the edge, but one or two people in the neigh
bourhood came up and congratulated him and several 
of them said they could quite clearly recognise everyone 
in it. All in all Paddington thought it had been a very good 
three-and-sixpence worth.

N o t e s
piece together — put together bit by bit 

E. g. 1. “Let’s now try to piece together the evi
dence we’ve got,” said the Inspector. 2. If we 
can piece together these facts we might be 
able to find a flaw in his arguments. 3. The 
statue was smashed to smithereens. Piec
ing it together will be an almost impossible job.

break the silence — end a period of silence by some 
noise (speech, laughter, explosion)

E. g. 1. “You don’t mean to say you really believe 
in ghosts?” she said, breaking the silence which 
ensued after he had finished the story. 2. Sud
denly a strange whining sound broke the si
lence. 3. A silence broken only by the sound 
of dripping water for ever reigns in those caves.

it's a funny thing — the word funny here means ‘queer, 
odd’. This use is typical for colloquial English. Usedellip- 
tically unless followed by but.
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E .g .  1. Funny you should start singing this old 
song. I t’s been running through my mind 
all morning. 2. There’s something funny about 
our next-door neighbour. He’s always talking 
to himself.

N o t e .  Funny in colloquial use may also mean 'dishonest, not 
straightforward’.

E. g. I thought there was something funny about those deals. 
Apparently the firm’s been giving bribes to get Gov* 
ernment orders. •

the point is — the most important (main) thing (главное 
в том, что; дело в том, что...)

E .g .  1. О. К., so he is arriving next week. The 
point is, if I don’t see him tomorrow it will 
be too late to settle the matter. 2. Why not 
go to the police? — Well, I would. The point 
is, will they believe me? 3. I don’t see why 
you can’t come. — The point is, I have to do 
my homework.

for good — permanently, finally
E .g .  1. She wants to stay in this country for good. 

2. This feeling I have for you isn’t going to 
pass. I t’s for good. 3. You must realize that 
if you leave this house now it will be for 
good.

not to mention — to say nothing of, not taking into 
account

E. g. 1. How can you like this man? His shifty eyes 
are enough to put anyone off, not to mention 
his awful manners. 2. I advise you to put up 
at the Grand. Pleasant rooms, good food, 
not to mention their excellent wine. 3. I shall 
be very busy today, I must clean the windows, 
take the washing to the laundry and do some 
mending, not to mention other odds and ends.

(all) in good time — here ‘in due course’; also ‘after 
a lapse of a suitable interval’; ' ‘at a proper time’. Usually 
comes at the end of a sentence or stands on its own.

E .g .  1. There’s no need to worry. We shall see to 
it all in good time. 2. When are they planning 
to get married? — I don’t know yet. I expect
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they’ll tell us about it all in good time. 3. You 
must order tickets in good time during the 
holiday season.

make somebody sit up (fig.) — rouse from lethargy to 
activity; alarm or frighten

E. g. 1. The news of her engagement will certainly 
make all her friends sit up. 2. Paddington 
sat up with surprise when he was told that 
his picture had won the first prize. 3. The 
unexpected discovery made the whole scien
tific world sit up.

take a lot of trouble (over something, doing something)— 
do something with great care, attention

E. g. 1. The old farmer took a lot of trouble explain
ing the way to me. That is why I was able 
to find the cottage so easily. 2. Thank you 
for all the trouble you have taken to help 
us in this matter. 3. Father takes a lot of trouble 
over the garden and has a lovely show of flow
ers throughout the summer.

That's all very well (but) — that may be the case (but). 
A synonymous expression is That's as may be (but)... . 
Both usually come at the beginning of a sentence.

E. g. 1. You say he is arriving next week? That’s 
all very well, but I need to see him tomorrow. 
2. The scones were so nice that I ’ve eaten 
them all. — That’s all very well, but what 
am I going to give the others for tea? 3. Isn’t 
he a lovely'puppy! I meant him as a surprise 
for you. — That’s all very well, but I don’t 
think I want another dog. One is quite enough 
for me.

be up to something — engaged in, bent on (an activity, 
especially of a reprehensible nature); doing or planning 

E. g. 1. He’s been acting in a most peculiar way 
lately. I ’m sure he’s up to no good. 2. Come 
back at once, John. I know what you are 
up to. You are to leave the apple-tree alone. 
The apples are not ripe yet. 3. “I wish we 
knew what they are up to. Then we could
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lay the trap with some hope of getting a good 
catch,” said the Inspector.

I ’d much rather (+n./pron. -f  Past Indefinite) — it 
would be preferable if...

E. g. lr. Shall I give you a hand in the kitchen? — 
I ’d much rather you didn’t. You know what 
they say. Too many cooks spoil the broth. 
You can lay the cloth if you like. 2. Shall 
we take a bus? — I’d much rather we went 
on foot. I want to stretch my legs a bit. 3. Ni
cholas wants to join the Navy, but I ’d much 
rather he didn’t. I want him to follow in his 
father’s footsteps and becpme a doctor.

make a fuss — get into a state of unnecessary nervous 
excitement, especially about unimportant things

E .g .  1. Mr Curry always makes such a fuss about 
trifles. 2. They forgot to invite her to the party 
and she made a terrible fuss about it. 3. The 
press rtiade such a fuss about the photographs 
supposedly showing the Loch Ness Monster. 
But you can hardly see anything in them.

My leg’s gone to sleep — feels numb 
E .g . 1. Why are you limping? — My leg’s gone 

to sleep. 2. I think there must be something 
wrong with me. My legs go to sleep no sooner 
I sit down. 3, After the fall, one of my legs 
felt numb all over. You know, as if i t ’s gone 
to sleep.

that’s a point — an exclamation used when one’s 
interlocutor makes a point which has not occurred to one 
but with which one is in instant agreement because of its 
pertinence

E .g .  1. We can’t go on Sunday because there aren’t 
any trains running. — Oh, that’s a point. 
I haven’t thought of that. We’ll have to go 
on Saturday. 2. I ’ve an idea that this quo
tation is from Coleridge, but I ’m not sure. — 
Ask Nick. He knows Coleridge very well. — 
That’s a point. I will. 3. Your cousin might 
not have the money to pay for the ticket. — 
That’s a point. I ’d better send her her
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meet the difficulty (danger, emergency, etc.) — here 
deal with it’

E. g. 1. We had expected some difficulties at this 
stage of the experiment. Consequently, we 
were able to meet them when they came. 
2. In my opinion our best policy would be to 
meet each difficulty as it comes. 3. We always 
have a few extra men on duty to be able to 
meet any emergency.

look outt — be on the watch, be careful!
E. g. 1. Look out! He’s got a knife. 2. Why don’t 

you look out? You’ve nearly walked under 
a car. 3. You’d better look out. I shall be 
very cross if I catch you picking Mrs Bird’s 
carnations again.

no wonder — there is nothing surprising (strange) 
about it

E. g. 1. I think I ’ve got a cold coming on. — No 
wonder. I t’s been bitterly cold at the office 
all week. 2. Mrs Brown is awfully pleased 
about Margot’s getting married. — No won
der. John is such a nice lad. 3. No wonder 
father’s upset. He’s been looking forward 
to the match all week, and now it’s off.

(it was) some while — some considerable time passed
E .g .  1. It was some while before I realized that 

I had got on the wrong train. 2. For some 
while he kept silent, looking at us searchingly. 
Then he resumed his tale. 3. W hat’s Jack 
up to? I haven’t seen him around for quite 
some while.

into the bargain — as well; in addition to
E. g. 1. It wasn’t enough that you broke Mr Curry’s 

window with your ball. You had to be cheeky 
into the bargain. 2. If you don’t stop that noise 
you’ll get a good hiding into the bargain. 
3. I bought three oil paintings from him. 
So he gave me this water-colour into the 
bargain.

fall (land) on one's feet — have good luck, be fortunate
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E. g. 1. I haven’t noticed you reading for your exam, 
Jo h n .— Oh, don’t worry, Mother. I always 
fall on my feet. 2. I didn’t think that he would 
be able to get out of that trouble. But he’s 
one of those chaps that always fall on their 
feet. 3. That one always lands on his feet. 
When the director died unexpectedly, he was 
immediately given the post.

all in all — here ‘taking it all in all’ =  considering 
everything

E. g. 1. Were you badly hurt? — Just a few scratch
es. Very lucky, all in all. 2. How much 
money have we got left? — About 20 pounds. 
Not too bad all in all. It will get us back 
to London, anyway. 3. What was his time? — 
Thirty-nine seconds. — That’s not bad all 
in all. He’s just started training.

Comments

decorate a room — make sure you do not use the 
verb repair of a room. One can do repairs to a house, 
repairs in a flat (of the plumbing, for example), but a 
room or flat (or a house for that matter) are decorated, 
not repaired. /

french window — a long window opening like a fold
ing door, and serving for exit and entrance. Very com
mon in English houses and bungalows.

drop a stitch — спустить петлю (в вязании)
bargain shop — a shop where goods are sold at re

duced prices
super — a word mainly used by school-children 

to mean ‘superb, excellent’
Bags (you take my picture first) — a word used in school- 

jargon; approximately equivalent of the Russian чур. 
Thus the quoted sentence might be translated as follows: 
Чур, меня снимать первым.

postcard print — a postcard-size photograph



Paddington gave a deep sigh and pulled his hat down 
over his ears in an effort to keep out the noise. There was 
such a hullabaloo going on it was difficult to write up 
the notes in his scrapbook.

The excitement had all started when Mr and Mrs Brown 
and Mrs Bird received an unexpected invitation to a wed
ding. Luckily both Jonathan and Judy were out for the 
day or things might have been far worse. Paddington 
hadn’t been included in the invitation, but he didn’t 
really mind. He didn’t like weddings very much — apart 
from the free cake — and he’d been promised a piece of 
that whether he went or not.

All the same, he was beginning to wish everyone would 
hurry up and go. He had a special reason for wanting 
to be alone that day.

He sighed again, wiped the pen carefully on the back 
of his paw, and then mopped up some ink blots which 
somehow or other had found their way on to the table. 
He was only just in time, for at that moment the door 
burst open and Mrs Brown rushed in.

“Ah, there you are, Paddington!” She stopped short 
in the middle of the room and stared at him. “Why on 
earth are you wearing your hat indoors?” she asked. “And 
why is your tongue all blue?”

Paddington stuck out his tongue as far as he could. 
“It is a funny colour,” he admitted, squinting down at it 
with interest. “Perhaps I ’m sickening for something!”

“You’ll be sickening for something all right if you 
don’t clear up this mess,” grumbled Mrs Bird as she en
tered. “Just look at it. Bottles of ink. Glue. Bits of paper. 
My best sewing scissors. Marmalade all over the table 
runner, and goodness knows what else.”

Paddington looked around. It was in a bit of a state.
“I’ve almost finished,” he announced. “I’ve just got 

to rule a few more lines and things. I ’ve been writing my 
memories.”

Paddington took his scrapbook yery_ seriously and 
spent many long hours carefully pasting in pictures «nd 
writing up his adventures. Since he’d been at the Browns 
so much had happened it was now more than half 
full.

A SPOT OF DECORATING
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“Well, make sure you do clear everything up,” said 
Mrs Brown, “or we shan’t bring you back any cake. Now 
do take care of yourself. And don’t forget — when the 
baker comes we want two loaves.” With that she waved 
good-bye and followed Mrs Bird, as she stepped into the 
car, “I have a feeling that bear has something up his paw. 
He seemed most anxious for us to leave.”

“Oh, I don’t know,” said Mrs Brown. “I don’t see what 
he can do. We shan’t be away all that long.”

“Ahj” replied Mrs Bird, darkly. “That’s as may be. 
But he’s been hanging about on the landing upstairs half 
the morning. I ’m sure he’s up to something.”

Mr Brown, who didn’t like weddings much either, 
and was secretly wishing he could stay at home with Pad
dington, looked over his shoulder as he let in the clutch. 
“Perhaps I ought to stay as well,” he said. “Then I could 
get fon with decorating his new room.”

“Now, Henry,” said Mrs Brown, firmly. “You’re coming 
to the wedding and that’s that. Paddington will be quite 
all right by himself. He’s a very capable bear. And as for 
your wanting to get on with decorating his new room... 
you haven’t done a thing towards it for over a fortnight, 
so I’m sure it can wait another day.”

Paddington’s new room had become a sore point in the 
Brown household. It was over two weeks since Mr Brown 
had first thought of doing it. So far he had stripped all 
the old wallpaper from the walls, removed the picture 
rails, the wood round the doors, the door handle, and 
everything else that was loose, or that he had made loose, 
and bought a lot of bright new wallpaper, some white
wash and some paint. There matters had rested.

In the back of the car Mrs Bird pretended she hadn’t 
heard a thing. An idea had suddenly come into her mind 
and she was hoping it hadn’t entered Paddington’s as well; 
but Mrs Bird knew the workings of Paddington’s mind 
better than most and she feared the worst. Had she but 
known, her fears were being realized at that very moment. 
Paddington was busy scratching out the words “at a lew se  
end” in his scrapbook and was adding, in large capital 
letters, the ominous ones: “d ec k er a tin o  my n e w  room !” 

It was while he’d been writing “at a lew se  end” in his 
scrapbook earlier in the day that the idea had come to 
him.

21



Paddington had noticed in the past that he often got his 
best ideas when he was “at a loose end.”

For a long while all his belongings had been packed 
away ready fqr the big move to his new room, and he was 
beginning to get impatient. Every time he wanted any
thing special he had to undo yards of string and brown paper.

Having underlined the words in red, Paddington 
cleared everything up, locked his scrapbook carefully in his 
suitcase, and hurried upstairs. He had several times of
fered to lend a paw with the decorating, but for some reason 
or other Mr Brown had put his foot down on the idea and 
hadn’t even allowed him in the room while Work was in 
progress. Paddington couldn’t quite understand why. 
He was sure he would be very good at it.

The room in question was an old box-room which had 
been out of use for a number of years, and when he entered 
it, Paddington found it was even more interesting than 
he had expected.

He closed the door carefully behind him and sniffed. 
There was an exciting smell of paint and whitewash in the 
air. Not only that, but there were some steps, a testle 
table, several brushes, a number of rolls of wallpaper, and 
a big pail of whitewash.

The room had a lovely echo as well, and he spent a long 
time sitting in the middle of the floor while he was stir
ring the paint, just listening to his new voice.

There were so many different and interesting things 
around that it was a job to know what to do first. Even
tually Paddington decided on the painting. Choosing 
one of Mr Brown’s best brushes, he dipped it into the pot 
of paint and then looked round the room for something 
to dab it on.

It wasn’t until he had been working on the window- 
frame for several minutes that he began to wish he had 
started on something else. The brush made his arm ache, 
and when he tried dipping his paw in the paint pot instead 
and rubbing it on, more paint seemed to go on to the glass 
than the wooden part, so that the room became quite 
dark.

“Perhaps,” said Paddington, waving the brush in the 
air and addressing the room in general, “perhaps if I do 
the ceiling first with the whitewash I can cover all the 
drips on the wall with the wallpaper.”
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But when Paddington started work on the whitewash
ing he found it was almost as hard as painting. Even 
by standing on tip-toe at the very top of the steps, he 
had a job to reach the ceiling. The bucket of whitewash 
was much too heavy for him to lift, so that he had to come 
down the steps every time in order to dip the brush in. 
And when he carried the brush up again, the whitewash 
ran down his paw and made his fur all matted.

Looking around him, Paddington began to wish he was 
still “at a loose end.” Things were beginning to get in rath
er a mess again. He felt sure Mrs Bird would have some
thing to say when she saw it.

It was then that he had a brainwave. Paddington was 
a resourceful bear and he didn’t like being beaten by 
things. Recently he had become interested in a house 
which was being built nearby. He had first seen it from 
the window of his bedroom and since then he’d spent many 
hours talking to the men and watching while they hoisted 
their tools and cement up to the top floor by means of a 
rope and pulley. Once, Mr Briggs, the foreman, had even 
taken him up in the bucket too, and had let him lay sever
al bricks.

Now the Browns’ house was an old one and in the 
middle of the ceiling there was a large hook where a big 
lamp had once hung. Not only that, but in one corner of 
the room there was a thin coil of rope as well...

Paddington set to work quickly. First he tied one end 
of the rope to the handle of the bucket. Then he climbed 
up the steps and passed the other end through the hook 
in the ceiling. But even so, when he had climbed down 
again, it still took him a long time to pull the bucket any
where near the top of the steps. It was full to the brim 
with whitewash and very heavy, so that he had to stop 
every few seconds and tie the other end of the rope to the 
steps for- safety.

It was when he undid the rope for the last time that 
things started to go wrong. As Paddington closed his eyes 
and leaned back for the final pull he suddenly felt to his 
surprise as if he was floating on air. It was a most strange 
feeling. He reached out one paw and waved it around. There 
was definitely nothing there. He opened one eye and then 
nearly l£t go of the rope in astonishment as he saw the 
bucket of whitewash going past him on its way down.
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Suddenly everything seemed to happen at once. Before 
he could even reach out a paw or shout for help, his head 
hit the ceiling and there was a clang as the bucket hit the
floor.

For a few seconds Paddington clung there, kicking the 
air and not knowing what to do. Then there was a gurgling 
sound from below. Looking down, he saw to his horror 
that all the whitewash was running out of the bucket. 
He felt the rope begin to move again as the bucket got 
lighter, and then it shot past him again as he descended 
to land with a bump in the middle of a sea of whitewash.

Even then his troubles weren’t over. As he tried to 
regain his balance on the slippery floor, he let go of the

rope, and with a 
rushing noise the 
bucket shot down
wards again and 
landed on top of 
his head, complete
ly covering him.

Paddington lay 
on his back in the 
whitewash for sever
al minutes, trying 
to get his breath 
back and wonder
ing what had hit 
him. When he did 
sit up and take the 
bucket off his head 
he quickly put it 
back on again. 
There was white
wash all over the 
floor, the paint pots 
had been upset into 
little rivers of 
brown and green, 
and Mr Brown’si 
decorating cap was 
floating in one cor
ner of the room. 
When Paddington



saw it he felt very glad he’d left his hat down
stairs.

One thing was certain — he was going to have a lot 
of explaining to do. And that was going to be even more 
difficult than usual, because he couldn’t even explain to 
himself quite what had gone wrong.

It was some while later, when he was sitting on the 
upturned bucket thinking about things, that the idea of 
doing the wallpapering came to him. Paddington had a 
hopeful nature and he believed in looking on the bright 
side» If he did the wallpapering really well, the others 
might not even notice the mess he’d made.

Paddington was fairly confident about the Wallpaper
ing. Unknown to Mr Brown, he had often watched him 
in the past through a crack in the door, and it looked quite 
simple. All you had to do was to brush some sticky stuff 
on the back of the paper and then put it on the wall. The 
high parts weren’t too difficult, even for a bear, because 
you could fold the paper in two and put a broom in the 
middle where the fold was. Then you simply pushed the 
broom up and down the wall in case there were any nasty 
wrinkles.

Paddington felt much more cheerful now he’d thought 
of the wallpapering. He found some paste already mixed 
in another bucket, which he put on top of the trestle while 
he unrolled the paper. It was a little difficult at first 
because every time he tried to unroll the paper he had 
to crawl along the trestle pushing it with his paws and 
the other end rolled up again and followed behind him. 
But eventually he managed to get one piece completely 
covered in paste.

He climbed down off the trestle, carefully avoiding 
the worst of the whitewash, which by now was beginning 
to dry in large lumps, and lifted the sheet of wallpaper 
on to a broom. It was a long sheet of paper, much longer 
than it had seemed when he was putting the paste on, and 
somehow or other, as Paddington waved the broom about 
over his head, it began to wrap itself around him. After 
a struggle he managed to push his way out and headed 
in the general direction of a piece of wall. He stood back 
and surveyed the result. The paper was torn in several 
places, and there seemed to be a lot of paste on the out
side, but Paddington felt quite pleased with himself.
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He decided to try another piece, then another, running 
backwards and forwards between the trestle and the walls 
as fast as his legs could carry him in an effort to get it all 
finished before the Browns returned.

Some of the pieces didn’t quite join, others overlapped, 
and on most of them there were some very odd-looking 
patches of paste and whitewash. None of the pieces were 
as straight as he would have liked, but when he put his 
head on one side and squinted, Paddington felt the overall 
effect was quite nice, and he felt very pleased with himself.

It was as he was taking a final look round the room at 
his handiwork that he noticed something very strange. 
There was a window, and there was also a fireplace. But 
there was no longer any sign of a door. Paddington 
stopped squinting and his eyes grew rounder and rounder. 
He distinctly remembered there had been a door because 
he had come through it. He blinked at all four walls. 
It was difficult to see properly because the paint on the
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window-glass had started to dry and there was hardly 
any light coming through— -but there most definitely 
wasn’t a door!

“I can’t understand it,” said Mr Brown as he entered 
the dining-room. “I’ve looked everywhere and there’s 
no sign of Paddington. I told you I should have stayed 
at home with him.” '

Mrs Brown looked worried. “Oh dear, I hope nothing’s 
happened to him. I t ’s so unlike him to go out without leav
ing a note.”

“He’s not in his room,” said Judy.
“Mr Gruber hasn’t seen him either,” added Jonathan. 

“I’ve just been down to the market and he says he hasn’t 
seen him since they had cocoa together this morning.”

“Have you seen Paddington anywhere?” asked Mrs 
Brown as Mrs Bird entered, carrying a tray of supper things.

“I don’t know about Paddington,” said Mrs Bird. 
“I ’ve been having enough trouble over the water pipes 
without missing bears. I think they’ve got an air lock 
or something. They’ve been banging away ever since 
we came in.”

Mr Brown listened for a moment. “It does sound like 
water pipes,” he said. “And yet... it isn’t regular enough, 
somehow.” He went outside into the hall. “I t’s a sort 
of thumping noise...”

“Crikey!” shouted Jonathan. “Listen... i t’s someone 
sending an S. O. S.”

Everyone exchanged glances and then, in one voice 
cried: “Paddington!”

“Mercy me,” said Mrs Bird as they burst through the 
papered-up door. “There must have been an earthquake 
or something. And either th a t’s Paddington or i t ’s his 
ghost!” She pointed towards a small, white figure as it 
rose from an upturned bucket to greet them.

“I couldn’t find the door,” said Paddington, plain
tively. “I think I must have papered it over when I did the 
decorating. It was there when I came in. I remember 
seeing it. So I banged on the floor with a broom handle.”

“Gosh!” said Jonathan, admiringly. “What a mess!”
“You... papered... it... over... when., you., did., the... 

decorating,” repeated Mr Brown. He was a bit slow to 
grasp things sometimes.
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' “That’s right,” said Paddington. “I did it as a surprise." 
He waved a paw round the room. “I’m afraid i t ’s in a bit 
of a mess, but it isn’t dry yet.”

While the idea was slowly sinking into Mr Brown’s 
mind, Mrs Bird came to Paddington’s rescue. “Now it’s 
not a bit of good holding an inquest,” she said. “W hat’s 
done is done. And if you ask me it’s a good thing too. 
Now perhaps we shall get some proper decorators in to do 
the job.” With that she took hold of Paddington’s 'paw  
and led him out of the room.

“As for you, young bear — you’re going straight into 
a hot bath before ail that plaster and stuff sets hard!” 

Mr Brown looked after the retreating figures of Mrs 
Bird and Paddington and then at the long trail of white 
footprints and .pawmarks. “Bears!” he said, bitterly.

Paddington hung about in his room for a long time 
after his bath and waited until the last possible minute 
before going downstairs to supper. He had a nasty feeling 
he was in disgrace. But surprisingly the word “decorating” 
wasn’t mentioned at all that evening.

Even more surprisingly, while he was sitting up in bed 
drinking his cocoa, several people came to see him and each 
of them gave him sixpence. It was all very mysterious, 
but Paddington didn’t like to ask why in case they 
changed their minds. 4

It was Judy who solved the problem for him when 
she came in to say good night.

“I expect Mummy and Mrs Bird gave you sixpence 
because they don’t want1 Daddy to do any more decorat
ing,” she explained. “He always starts things and never 
finishes them. And I expect Daddy gave you one because 
he didn’t want to finish it anyway. Now they’re getting 
a proper decorator in, so everyone’s happy!”

Paddington sipped his cocoa thoughtfully. “Perhaps 
if I did another room I ’d get another one and sixpence,” 
he said.

“Oh, no, you don’t,” said Judy sternly. “You’ve done 
quite enough for one day. If I were you I shouldn’t mention 
the word ‘decorating’ for a long time to come.”

“Perhaps you’re right,” said Paddington sleepily, as 
he stretched out his paws. “But I was at a loose end.”
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Not es

stop short — stop suddenly; also ‘stop dead”
E. g. 1. The dissatisfied expression on the examiperTs 

face made the student stop short in the middle 
of his answer. 2. Her cry made him stop short 
just as he reached the bottom of the stairs. 
He looked round to see her standing on the, 
landing, pale and trembling. 3. I could tell 
they’d been talking about me from the way 
they stopped short when I entered.

You’ll be sickening for something all right if you don’t 
clear up this mess — at the end of a clause or sentence, 
the phrase all right is emphatic. It refers to the statement 
preceding it and implies certainty, sometimes tinged 
with a threat.

E. g. 1. But will I be able to recognize him? — You’ll 
know him all right when you see him. He’s 
got a deep scar running across his right cheek. 
2. I ’m sorry I ’m late, Jack. — You’ll be sorry 
all right if they don’t let us in. The concert 
has already started. 3. Can you see the boat?— 
Yes, I can -see it all right. But they don’t 
seem to have noticed us. They are moving 
away.

take care of yourself — be cautious, look after yourself. 
Often used on parting.

E. g. 1. Good-bye, Mrs Jones. Take care of your
self. And do drop us a line now and then. 
2. You needn’t worry about Paddington. 
He can take care of himself. 3. If you don’t 
take care of yourself, Dad, you’ll be back 
in hospital before the week is out.

have something up one's sleeve — have an idea, plan, 
etc., which one keeps secret for future use

E. g. 1. I think Dad’s got some surprise up his sleeve. 
He’s been acting very mysteriously. 2. Jack’s 
good company. He always has a joke up his 
sleeve. 3. You will never get the better of 
him. He always has some trick up his sleeve.
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that's that — that is final, it is useless to argue 
E.g .  1. You are going to do as you are told for a 

change and that’s that. 2. Well, tha t’s that. 
They have placed their order with a Soviet 
firm which offered better terms. 3. The va
cancy is already filled. So that’s that.

there matters had rested — the situation developed 
no further

E. g. 1. You aren’t going to let the matter rest there, 
are you? Not after his insolent behaviour.
2. You have been pursuing this matter long- 
enough. It is time to let it rest. 3. You’ve 
got what you wanted. Let it rest at that.

be at a loose end (fig. of a person) — have nothing 
to do

E.g .  1. If you’re at a loose end you might do the 
lawn. I t’s in a state. 2. I think I ’d enjoy 
being at a loose end for a while, but I never 
get the chance. 3. I always feel at a loose end 
in London since I don’t know anybody there. 
4. I ’ve been at a loose end all week. They 
have not been giving me any work to do.

lend a hand — help, assist; same as ‘give a hand’
E.g .  1. Do you want me to lend you a hand with 

the typing? — Yes, if you would. There are 
still more than 20 pages left. 2. At harvest 
time our neighbours generally lend us a hand.
3. Jack always lends me a hand with the wash
ing up.

put one's foot down — be firm; object, protest 
E.g .  1. George wouldn’t have gone to the doctor’s 

if Jannet hadn’t put her foot down. 2. They 
would have married even earlier, if the bride’s 
mother hadn’t put her foot down. 3. Jack 
likes pottering about the garden, but when
ever I want anything done in the house I have 
to put my foot down.

Mrs Bird would have something to say when she saw i t — 
the implication is that she will be displeased and voice 
her displeasure
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E- g. 1. The dog has dug a hole right in the middle 
of the flower-bed. Mrs Bird will certainly 
have something to say about it. 2. The Head
master wants to see you, Jack. By the look 
of him, he’s got quite a lot to say to you. 
3. Dad knows about you borrowing his car 
last night. He will have something to say to 
you, no doubt.

have a brainwave — have a sudden inspiration or 
bright idea

E. g. 1. Is he clever? — Well, he has occasional 
brainwaves, but nothing comes of his bright 
ideas because he never pursues them. 2. We 
were going to throw the chest out, but then 
John had a brainwave to make book-shelves 
out of it. 3. I wish you had fewer brainwaves 
and more sense. We would be much better 
off.

be beaten by something — be defeated by something; 
find it too difficult, baffling

E. g. 1. The problem has beaten me completely. 
2. He will manage the job all right. He doesn’t 
like to be beaten. 3. I don’t like to be beaten 
any more than you do, but I ’m afraid I can 
see no other way out.

get one's breath back — (lit. and fig.) get back to the 
normal state

E . g .  1. When the messenger had at last got his 
breath back, he asked to be taken to the com
manding officer. 2. He climbed the stairs slow
ly, painfully, stopping every now and then 
to get his breath back. 3. When he was told 
that he had won five thousand pounds, it took 
him a few minutes to get his breath back 
before he asked: “When can I collect them?’*

wondering what had hit him  what had happened 
to him (figurative use of the verb hit). Used of a reaction 
to something quite unexpected.

E.g .  1. He lost his temper so unexpectedly that 
I stood speechless for a moment wondering
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what had hit him. 2. He didn’t know what 
had hit him when he was told that he had 
failed all his examinations. 3. The attack 
was entirely unexpected. The enemy didn’t 
know what had hit them.

'look on the bright side (of things) — look at things 
optimistically

E. g. 1. You will find life much easier if you look 
on the bright side of things. 2. Cheer up, Jane. 
Look on the bright side. I ’m sure everything 
will be all right. 3. I have always believed 
in looking ''on the bright side of things, but 
I find little to be cheerful about in the pres
ent situation.

somehow or other — in some way 
E. g. 1. The accounts were in a dreadful mess when 

Mr Green took over the job, but somehow 
or other he managed to put them in  order. 
2. But will you be able to do the wallpapering 
by yourself? — Oh, I ’ll manage somehow or 
other. 3. He felt so dizzy that he could hardly 
walk, but somehow or other he managed to 
reach the telephone booth and dial 999.

handiwork — work done, thing made (by the hands); 
something done by a named person. In speech often used 
in the derogatory sense, as here.

E .g .  1. Good heavens! W hat’s happened to your 
ceiling? — Oh, tha t’s Jim ’s handiwork. He 
thought he would save money by doing the 
whitewashing himself. 2. Who broke the cup? 
Is that your handiwork, Paddington? 3. We 
are planning to arrange a handiwork exhibi
tion. Would you be entering any of your 
embroideries?

it's not a bit of good — it is quite useless 
E .g .  1. Where is my thimble again? — I t’s not a 

bit of good asking me about it. I haven’t been 
near your work-box. 2r I t’s not a bit of good 
you trying to make him change his mind. 
He’s as obstinate as a mule. 2. Do you think
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I ought to have a word with Dad? — I t’s 
not a bit of good. He’s dead set on selling the 
house.

be in disgrace — state of having lost respect, favour, etc.
E. g. 1. He has told a lie and now he is in disgrace. 

2. Paddington wasn’t going to be taken to 
the seaside. He had spoiled Mr Brown’s picture 
and was now in disgrace. 3. What’s the matter 
with Peter? — Oh, he’s in disgrace at school. 
His English master caught him cribbing.

Comments

table runner — дорожка (из ткани)
to let the clutch in — включить сцепление
picture rail — a horizontal wooden rail running par

allel to the ceiling of a room, for hanging pictures
brown paper — wrapping paper (not necessarily brown 

in colour)

box-room — a very small room in which boxes are 
stored, often used as a bedroom

trestle table — козлы
overall effect — general effect
air lock — воздушная пробка
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Paddington sat up in bed late that night writing his 
memories. He had a large leather-bound scrapbook given 
to him by Mr Gruber in which he kept a record of all his 
adventures, together with any interesting pictures, and 
he carefully pasted in the receipt for his tenpence which 
the auctioneer had given him the day before when Padding
ton bought a carpentry set at the auction sale.

When he did eventually fall asleep it was only to dream 
he was at the auction sale again. He was standing in the 
middle of the auction rooms waving his paws and bidding 
for everything that was offered for sale. The pile of things 
he’d bought got bigger and bigger as they were placed around 
him until he could hardly see out. Several of the larger 
items were sticking in his side.

When he woke he was very relieved to find he was still 
in his own room and that the banging of the auctioneer’s 
hammer was really only someone knocking at his door.

As he sat up in bed rubbing his eyes Paddington also 
found to his surprise that the marmalade dish was in bed 
with him and he had, in fact, been lying on it.

“Paddington!” exclaimed Mrs Brown, as she entered 
carrying the breakfast things. “What on earth’s the matter? 
I kept hearing a lot of banging and shouting coming from 
your room in the night.”

“I expect it was the noise of the furniture, Mrs Brown," 
explained Paddington, hastily drawing the sheets up round 
his ears so that she wouldn’t see the marmalade stains.

“The furniture?” exclaimed Mrs Brown, as she put the 
tray down on the bed. “What furniture?”

“The furniture I bought in my dream,” said Paddington 
patiently.

Mrs Brown sighed. Sometimes she couldn’t make head 
or tail of what Paddington was talking about. “I’ve brought 
you your breakfast in bed,” she said, “because Mrs Bird 
and I have to go out this morning. We’re taking Jonathan 
and Judy to the dentist and we thought perhaps you 
wouldn’t mind being left on your own. Unless,” she 
added, “you’d like to come too?”

“Oh, no,” said Paddington hastily. “I . don’t think l 
should like to go to the dentist, thank you very much. 
I ’d much rather stay at home."

PADDINGTON AND “DO IT YOURSELF"
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“There’s a big box arrived from Mr Gruber,” continued 
Mrs Brown. “I think it’s the carpentry tools you bought 
in the sale yesterday. I ’ve had them put in the shed.” 

“Thank you, Mrs Brown,” said Paddington, hoping she 
would soon go as it was getting very hot under the blan
kets and the marmalade dish was sticking in his side again.

Mrs Brown paused in the doorway. “We shan’t be any 
longer than we can help. You’re sure you’ll be all right?” 

“I expect I shall find .something to do,” said Paddington 
vaguely.

Mrs Brown hesitated before shutting the door. She would 
have liked to ask Paddington a few more questions. He 
had a far-away look in his eyes which she didn’t like the 
look of at all. But she was already late for the appointment, 
and conversation with Paddington, particularly in the 
early morning, was liable to become complicated.

When Mrs Bird heard all about Paddington’s strange 
behaviour she hurried upstairs to see what was going on, 
but she arrived back a few moments later with the news 
that he was sitting up in bed eating his breakfast and 
reading a catalogue.

“Oh, well,” said Mrs Brown, looking most relieved. 
“He can’t come to much harm doing that.”

In recent week; Paddington had begun to collect cata
logues and whenever he saw an interesting one adver
tised in the newspapers he usually sent away for it. In fact, 
hardly a day went by without the postman calling at least 
once with a letter addressed to “P. Brown, Esq.”

Some of the catalogues were very good value indeed, 
full of pictures and drawings, and with quite a lot to read 
considering they were free and that Mrs Bird usually paid 
for the stamp.

Paddington kept them all in a cupboard beside his 
bed. There were a number on foreign travel — with pictures 
of far-away places in several colours; two or three on food; 
and one or two from some big London stores.

But the one which interested Paddington at the moment, 
and which was his favourite, showed a work-bench on the 
front cover and was headed DO IT YOURSELF. He 
became so absorbed in the booklet, which was a thick one 
full of diagrams, that he suddenly found to his surprise 
that he had put the pepper and salt into his cup of tea 
and the sugar into his boiled egg. But it made quite an
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interesting taste so he didn’t really mind and he concen
trated on reading the catalogue over his toast and mar
malade.

There was a particularly interesting section which 
caught his eye. It was headed DELIGHT YOUR FAMILY 
AND SURPRISE YOUR FRIENDS, and it was all about 
making a newspaper and magazine rack.

“All you need,” it said, “is a sheet of plywood, some 
nails, and a kitchen table.”

Paddington wasn’t at all sure about using Mrs Bird’s 
kitchen table, but the night before Mr Brown had rashly 
promised him a sheet of plywood that was standing in the 
shed, as well as some old nails in a jam-jar. And Mr Brown 
was always grumbling about not being able to find his 
newspapers; Paddington felt sure he would be very pleased 
if he had a rack for them.

He examined the drawings and pictures carefully and 
consulted the instructions several times. It didn’t say any
thing about bears in particular doing it themselves, but it 
did say it was suitable for anyone with a set of carpentry 
tools.

Paddington came to a decision. He hastily wrapped the 
remains of his breakfast in a handkerchief in case the sawing 
made him hungry. Then, having marked the chapter on 
magazine racks in his catalogue with a piece of marmalade 
peel, he hurried along to the bathroom for a quick wash.

Paddington wasn’t the sort of bear who believed in 
doing things unnecessarily and it wasn’t worth having a 
proper wash if he was going to get dirty again. After passing 
the face flannel over his whiskers a couple of times he 
made his way downstairs and went out into the garden.

The box of carpentry tools was standing in the middle 
of Mr Brown’s shed and Paddington spent several minutes 
investigating it. Although all the tools seemed rather large 
for a bear he soon decided he was very pleased with them. 
There was a hammer, a plane, three chisels, a large saw 
and a number of other things which he didn’t immediately 
recognize but which looked very interesting. The box was 
heavy and it took him some while to drag it outside into 
the garden. He had even more trouble with Mr Brown’s 
plywood, for it was a large sheet and there was a wind 
blowing. Each time he picked it up a gust of wind caught 
it and carried him farther and farther down the garden.
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It was while he was trying to drag it back up again 
with the aid of a piece of rope that he heard a familiar 
voice calling his name. He looked round and saw Mr Curry, 
the Browns’ next-door neighbour, watching him over the 
fence. Mr Curry didn’t approve of, bears and he usually 
viewed Paddington’s “goings on” with suspicion.

“What are you doing, bear?” he growled-
“Do it yourself, Mr Curry,” said Paddington, peering 

out from behind the sheet of wood.
“What?” bellowed Mr Curry. “Don’t be impertinent, 

bear!”
“Oh, no,” said Paddington hastily, nearly dropping 

the sheet of plywood in his fright at the expression on Mr 
Curry’s face. “I didn’t mean you were to do it yourself, 
Mr Curry. I meant I ’m going to do it myself. I ’m making 
a magazine rack for Mr Brown.”

“A magazine rack?” repeated Mr Curry.
“Yes,” said Paddington importantly, and he began 

explaining to Mr Curry all about his new carpentry 
set.

As he listened to Paddington the expression on Mr Cur
ry’s face gradually changed. Mr Curry had a reputation in 
the neighbourhood for meanness and he was always on 
the look-out in the hope of getting something for nothing. 
He was very keen on doing things himself, too, in order 
to save money, and he cast several envious glances at 
Paddington’s tool set.

“Hmm,” he said, when Paddington had finished. 
“And where are you going to make this magazine rack, 
bear? On the lawn?”

“Well,” said Paddington doubtfully, “It’s a bit difficult. 
It says in the instructions I ’m supposed to have a kitchen 
table and Mrs Bird’s is full up.”

“Hmm,” said Mr Curry once again. “If I let you make 
me a magazine rack, bear, you can use my kitchen table."

“Thank you very much, Mr Curry,” said Paddington. 
But he wasn’t sure whether it was a good idea or not and 
he looked at Mr Curry rather doubtfully. “That’s most 
kind of you.”

“I have to go out this morning,” said Mr Curry. “So 
you can have it ready for me when I get back.”

“Mind you,” he added, as he reached over the fence to 
give Paddington a hand with the plywood, “I’m not
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having any sawdust over the kitchen floor. And mind you 
don’t scratch anything.”

The more he listened to Mr Curry talking the longer 
Paddington’s face grew and he was glad when at last he 
left to do his shopping:

But as Paddington set to work he soon forgot all about 
Mr Curry’s list of “don’ts”, for there were a number of im
portant things to be done. First of all he took a pencil and 
ruler and carefully marked out the shape of the magazine 
rack on the sheet of plywood. Then he placed this on top 
of the kitchen table, ready to be sawn in two.

Paddington had never-actually sawn anything before, 
but he’d often watched Mr Brown cutting up logs for the 
fire. From a safe distance it had always looked easy — 
but Paddington soon found it wasn’t easy at all. To start 
with the plywood was bigger than the top of Mr Curry’s 
table. Being small, Paddington had to climb on top of 
it and several times it nearly tipped over when he stood 
too near the edge. Then he found that the saw, although 
it was nice and sharp, was so large he had to use both 
paws, which made things even more difficult. For the first 
few strokes it went through the wood like a knife through 
butter, but for some reason or other it gradually became 
harder and harder to use.
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After sitting down for a short rest Paddington decided 
to try starting from the other end. But once again, for some 
strange reason, he found it much easier at the beginning. 
However, as he gave the last saw cut and scrambled clear 
he was pleased to see the two saw cuts met in the middle, 
dividing the sheet of plywood neatly in half.

It was then, as he reached up to take the newly sawn 
pieces of plywood down, that Paddington had his first 
shock of the morning.

There was a loud splintering noise and he dodged back 
|ust in time to avoid being hit by Mr Curry’s table as it 
suddenly parted in the middle and fell with a crash to 
the floor. .

Paddington sat in the middle of the kitchen floor with 
a mournful expression on his face for quite some time, sur
veying the wreckage and trying to think of a good reason 
why Mr Curry would like two small tables with only two 
legs each instead of one big one with four legs.

He consulted the instructions in his catalogue hopefully 
several times, but there didn’t seem to be anything about 
mending tables which had accidentally been sawn in 
half. In all the pictures the people seemed to be happy and 
smiling and their kitchens were as shiny as a new pin. 
Whereas, looking unhappily around Mr Curry’s kitchen, 
even Paddington had to admit it was in a bit of a mess.

He tried propping the two pieces of table up on some old 
cardboard boxes, but there was still a nasty sag in the mid
dle, and even with the curtains drawn and the light out 
it was obvious something was wrong.

Paddington was a hopeful bear in many ways and he 
suddenly remembered seeing a large tube of glue in his 
carpentry set. If he spread some of the glue along the two 
edges and nailed them together for good measure, perhaps 
even Mr Curry might not notice anything was wrong. He 
worked hard for some minutes and by the time he had 
finished he felt quite pleased with himself. Admittedly 
the table had a funny tilt to one side and seemed a trifle 
wobbly, but it was definitely in one piece again. He spread 
some flour over the join and then stood back to admire 
his handiwork.

Having carefully examined it from all angles, he decid
ed he might be able to improve matters still further by 
sawing a piece off one of the legs, But when he had done
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that the. table seemed to lean the opposite way — which 
meant he had to saw a piece off one of the other legs as 
well. Then, when he had done that, he discovered the table 
was leaning the other way again.

Paddington gave a deep sigh. Carpentry was much more 
difficult than it looked. He was sure the man in the cata
logue didn’t have so much trouble.

It was after he had been at work for some time that he 
stood up and received his second shock of the morning.

When he had first started sawing the legs, Mr Curry’s 
table had been as tall as he was. Now he found he was 
looking down at it. In fact, he didn’t remember ever having 
seen, such a short table before and his eyes nearly popped 
out with astonishment.

He sat down op the pile of sawn-off table legs and con
sulted his catalogue once again.

“Delight your family and surprise your friends!” he 
said bitterly, to the world in general. He was quite sure 
Mr Curry would be surprised when he saw his kitchen table, 
but as for anyone being delighted by their magazine racks — 
he hadn’t even started work on those yet.

Mrs Brown looked anxiously at the dining-room clock. 
“I wonder where on earth Paddington can have got to,” 
she said. “I t’s almost lunch time and it’s most unlike him 
to be late for a meal.T
- “Perhaps he’s doing a job somewhere," said Jonathan. 

“I looked in the shed just now and that new tool box of 
his has disappeared.”

“And that sheet of plywood Daddy gave him,” said 
Judy.

“Oh, dear,” said Mrs Brown. “I do hope he hasn t 
built himself in anywhere and can’t get out. You know 
what he’s like.”

“I don’t know about Paddington building himself in,” 
exclaimed Mrs Bird, as she entered carrying a trayload 
of plates. “I think Mr Curry must be having his house 
pulled down. I ’ve never heard so much noise. Banging and 
sawing coming from the kitchen. I t ’s been going on ever 
since we got back and it’s only just this minute stopped.”

Jonathan and Judy exchanged glances. Now that Mrs 
Bird mentioned it, there had been a lot of noise coming 
from Mr Curry’s house.
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“I wonder...” said Judy.
Jonathan opened his mouth, but before he had time 

to say anything the door burst open and Paddington 
entered dragging something large and heavy behind 
him.

“Well,” said Mrs Bird, voicing all their thoughts. 
“And what have you been up to now”?

“What have I been up to, Mrs Bird?” exclaimed Padding
ton, looking most offended. “I’ve been making Mr Brown 
a magazine rack.”

“A magazine rack?” said Mrs Brown, as Paddington 
stepped to one side. “What a lovely idea.”

“It was meant to be a surprise,” said Paddington 
modestly'. “I made it all with my paws.”

“Gosh! I t’s super,” said Jonathan, as the Browns all 
crowded round to admire Paddington’s handiwork. “Fancy 
you doing it all by yourself.”

“I should be careful,” warned Paddington. “I ’ve only 
just varnished it and it’s still a bit sticky. I think some of 
it has come off on my paws already.”

“Most sensible,” said Mrs Bird approvingly. “Mentioning 
no names, — it’s about time some people in this house had 
a place for their newspapers. Now perhaps they won’t 
keep losing them.”

“But you’ve made two," said Judy. “Whose is the other 
one?”

A guilty expression came over Paddington’s face. 
“I t ’s really for Mr Curry,” he said. “But I thought perhaps 
I ’d better leave it on his doorstep after dark — just in 
case.”

Mrs Bird looked at Paddington suspiciously. Her ears 
had caught the sound of violent banging coming from the 
house next door and she had a nasty feeling in the back 
of her mind that it had something to do with Paddington.

“Just in case?” she repeated. “What do you mean?”
But before Paddington had time to explain exactly 

what he did mean, Mrs Brown pointed to the window in 
astonishment.

“Good gracious,” she cried. “There is Mr Curry. What- 
ever’s the matter with him? He’s running around the garden 
waving a kitchen table in the air.” She peered through the 
glass. “And it doesn’t seem to have any legs, either. How 
very odd!”
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“Gosh!” cried Jonathan excitedly. “Now it's broken irt 
two!”

The Browns stared through the window at the strange 
sight of Mr Curry dancing round his pond waving the two 
halves of a table. “Bear!” he shouted. “Where are you, 
bear?”

“Oh, dear,” said Paddington, as everyone turned away 
from the window and looked at him accusingly. “I’m in 
trouble again.”

“Well, if you ask me,” said Mrs Bird, after he had 
explained everything to them, “the best thing you can 
do is offer Mr Curry your carpentry set as a present. Then, 
perhaps, he’ll forget all about his kitchen table. And if 
he doesn’t, just you tell him to come and see me.”

Mrs Bird held very strong views about people who tried 
to take advantage of others and she usually took Padding
ton’s side in anything to do with Mr Curry.

“Anyway,” she concluded, in a voice which left no room 
for argument. “I’m certainly not having the lunch spoiled 
by Mr Curry or anyone else, so just you all sit down while 
I fetch it.”

With that argument the Browns had to agree and they 
meekly arranged themselves round the table.

Paddington in particular thought it was a very good 
idea. He was a bit fed up with carpentry. Sawing was hard 
work — especially for a small bear — and even more so 
when it was sawing through a kitchen table.

Besides, he was hungry after his morning’s work and 
he didn’t want to offend Mrs Bird by not eating her lunch 
down to the very last mouthful.

N o t e s

not to be able to make head or tail of something — a way 
of expressing one’s complete inability to understand some
thing

E. g. 1. He was too excited to be able to tell us 
about the incident coherently. I couldn’t 
make head or tail of it, I’m afraid. 2. The 
writing was quite illegible. No wonder the 
Inspector couldn’t make head or tail of it. 
3. The recording was of very poor quality. 
I was unable to make head or tail of the story.



We shan't be any longer than we can help — note the 
use of the verb help. With can, can’t, could, couldn’t it 
often means ‘avoid, prevent, refrain’.

E. g. 1. Don’t tell him more than you can help, 
2. I can’t help feeling sorry for him. He’s 
so pathetic. 3. He gets good marks, but he 
doesn’t do more than he can help.

come to harm — be harmed
E. g. 1. You need not worry. Your son will come to 

no harm in this house. 2. She isn’t back yet, 
I hope she has come to no harm. There has 
been some, trouble in the town again. 3. If 
you silly boys continue playing in the middle 
of the street, you’ll come to harm.

Mind you (also mind) — an interjection meaning 
'but on the other hand’, ‘don’t forget’. Generally used 
at the beginning of a sentence to indicate some doubt in 
what has just been said by the speaker. Roughly the equi
valent of the Russian „Правда,...“.

E. g. 1. I enjoyed the film very much. Mind you, 
parts of it were a bit boring, but on the whole 
it was very interesting. 2. He will probably 
arrive tomorrow. It isn’t certain, mind. 3 . 1 have 
no objection, mind you, but I think it unwise.

I'm  not having (any sawdust over the kitchen floor) —* 
I will not allow it; endure it (have in the negative only 
and always stressed)

E. g. 1. I won’t have you say such things about 
your sister. 2. I ’m not having all this mess 
in the front room. Take the things back to 
the shed. 3. I won’t have him come here in
terfering with my work.

as shiny as a new pin — very shiny, very clean
E. g. 1. I ’ve polished the old samovar. It looks as 

shiny as a new pin now. 2. Mr Jones is very 
proud of his new car. He polishes it every 
Saturday until it shines like a new pin. 3. Mrs 
Bird kept the kitchen spotlessly clean, every 
pot and pan shiny as ,a new pin.
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for good measure — used when something is added just 
in case, that is to make sure there is enough

E. g. 1. The cookery book said to add six tablespoons 
of salt and so I put in another two for good 
measure. 2. The irate father hit his naughty 
son five times and then hit him a sixth time 
for good measure. 3. The patient is getting 
better, but we might give him a few more 
injections for good measure.

it's about time — colloquial understatement for Tong 
past the proper time’; also ‘it’s high time’

E. g. 1. I t’s about time you returned these books 
to the library, isn’t it? 2. I t’s long past mid
night. I t’s about time you went to bed. 3. Isn’t 
it about time you started taking your studies 
more seriously? You are heading for trouble.

(just) in case — if it should happen that; because of 
a possibility. The use is characteristic of familiar, col
loquial style. Just here has hardly any meaning.

E. g. 1. The weather is uncertain. It might rain. 
Take your raincoat just in case. 2. We will 
probably be able to get a meal on the train, 
but I ’ve taken some sandwiches in case. 
3. Jim told me that you knew about the con
cert, but I thought I ’d phone you just in case. 
I t’s been put off again.

itake advantage of somebody — deceive him; play a trick 
on him; make use of somebody for one’s own benefit

E. g. 1. You could have invented some excuse. — 
I could have done, but I don’t like taking 
advantagb of people. 2. The crooked car sales
man took advantage of the customer’s lack 
of technical knowledge to sell him a car with
out an engine. 3. The mathematics master 
is a very mild man. I ’m afraid the pupils are 
inclined to take advantage of him.

be (feel) fed up (with somebody or something) (si.) — 
have had too much of somebody or something; be discon
tented
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E. g. 1. She seems to be fed up with her job. No won
der, either. The work is so boring. 2. I ’m fed 
up with your constant grumbling. If you 
don’t like the way I run the house, then get 
yourself another housekeeper. 3. Anything 
wrong? You look fed up.

Comments

do it yourself — in Great Britain, sets of tools and 
necessary materials are sold to enable householders, carown- 
ers, etc. to do various repairs or building jobs around the 
house themselves. The “do it yourself” movement started 
after the Second World War when, to save money, people 
often preferred to do such jobs themselves. It has flourished 
since.

Esq. — Esquire. In England the abbreviation is still 
sometimes used instead of Mr when addressing a letter. 
It is always placed after the addressee’s name. E. g.: 
John Brown, Esq.

face flannel — a cloth .used in washing the face



A STICKY TIME

Mrs Bird paused for a moment and sniffed the air as she 
and Mrs Brown turned the corner into Windsor Gardens. 
“Can you smell something?” she asked.

Mrs Brown stopped by her side. Now that Mrs Bird 
mentioned it there was a very peculiar odour coming from 
somewhere near at hand. It wasn’t exactly unpleasant 
but it was rather sweet and sickly and it seemed to be made 
up of a number of things she couldn’t quite place.

“Perhaps there’s been a bonfire somewhere,” she 
remarked as they picked up their shopping and continued 
along the road.

“Whatever it is,” said Mrs Bird darkly, “it seems to 
be getting worse. In fact,” she added, as they neared num
ber thirty-two, “i t ’s much too close to home for my liking.”

“I knew it!” she exclaimed, as they made their way along 
the drive.at the side of the house. “Just look at my kit
chen windows!”

“Oh, dear,” said Mrs Brown as she followed the direc
tion of Mrs Bird’s gaze. “What on earth has that bear been 
up to now?”

Looking at Mrs Bird’s kitchen windows it seemed just 
as if in some strange way someone had changed them for 
frosted glass while they had been out. Worse still, not only 
did the glass have a frosted appearance, but there were 
several tiny rivers of a rather nasty looking brown liquid 
trickling down them as well, and from a small, partly 
open window at the top there came a steady cloud of escap
ing steam.

While Mrs Bird examined the outside of her kitchen 
window Mrs Brown hurried round to the back of the house. 
“I do hope Paddington’s all right,” she exclaimed when she 
returned. “I can’t get in through the back door. It seems 
to be stuck.”

“Hmm,” said Mrs Bird grimly. “If the windows look 
like this from the outside heaven alone knows what we shall 
find when we get indoors.”

Normally the windows at number thirty-two Windsor 
Gardens were kept spotlessly clean, with never a trace of 
a smear, but even Mrs Bird began to look worried as she 
peered in vain for a gap in the mist through which she 
could see what was going on.
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Had she but known, the chances of seeing anything at 
all through the haze were more unlikely than she imagined, 
for on the other side of the glass even Paddington was having 
to admit to himself that things were getting a bit out of 
hand.

In fact, as he groped his way across the kitchen in the 
direction of the stove, where several large saucepans stood 
bubbling and giving forth clouds of steam, he decided he 
didn’t much like the look of the few things he could see.

Climbing up on a kitchen chair he lifted the lid off 
one of the saucepans and peered hopefully inside as he 
poked at the contents with one of Mrs Bird’s table spoons. 
The mixture was much stiffer than he had expected and 
it was as much as he could manage to push the spoon in 
let alone stir with it.

Paddington’s whiskers began to droop in the steam as 
he worked the spoon back and forth, but it wasn’t until 
he tried to take it out in order to test the result of his labours 
that a really worried expression came over his face, for 
to his surprise however much he pulled and tugged it
wouldn’t even budge.

The more he struggled the hotter the spoon became and 
after a moment or two he gave it up as a bad job and 
hurriedly let go of the handle as he climbed back down 
off the chair in order to consult a large magazine which 
was lying open on the floor.

Making toffee wasn’t at all the easy thing the article In 
the magazine made it out to be and it was all most disap
pointing, particularly as it was the first time he’d tried 
his paw at making sweets.

The magazine in question was 
an old one of Mrs Brown’s and 
he had first come across it ear
lier in the day when he’d been 
at a bit of a loose end. Normally 
Paddington didn’t think much 
of Mrs Brown’s magazines. They 
were much too full of advertise
ments and items about how to 
keep clean and look smart for 
his liking, but this one had 
caught his eye because it was 
a special cookery number.



On the cover there was a picture showing a golden brown 
roast chicken resting on a plate laden with bright green 
peas, bread sauce and roast potatoes, Alongside the chicken 
there was a huge sundae oozing with layer upon layer 
of fruit and ice-cream, while beyond that was a large wooden 
board laden with so many different kinds of cheese that 
Paddington had soon lost count of the number as he lay 
on his bed licking his whiskers.

The inside of the magazine had been even more interest
ing and it had taken him some while- to get through the 
coloured photographs alone.

But it was the last article of all which had really made 
•him sit up and take notice. It was called ten  easy ways 
w ith  t o f f e e , and it was written by a lady called Granny 
Green who lived in the country and seemed to spend all 
her time making sweets.

Granny Green appeared in quite a number of the pic
tures and whenever she did it was always alongside a pile 
of freshly made Olde Fashioned Humbugs, a dish of 
coconut ice or a mound of some other sweetmeat.

Paddington had read the article several times with a 
great deal of interest for although in the past he’d tried 
his paw at cooking various kinds of dinner he’d never before 
heard of anyone making sweets at home and it seemed a 
very good idea indeed.

All Granny Green’s recipes looked nice but it was the 
last one of all, for Olde Fashioned Butter Toffee, that had 
really made Paddington’s mouth water. Even Granny Green 
herself seemed to like it best for in one picture she was 
actually caught helping herself to a piece behind her kit
chen door when she thought no one was watching.

It not only looked very tempting but Paddington decid
ed it was very good value for money as well, for apart from 
using condensed milk and sugar, all that was needed was 
butter, treacle, and some stuff called vanilla essence, all 
of which Mrs Bird kept in her store cupboard.

After checking carefully through the recipe once more 
Paddington took another look at the magazine in the hope 
of seeing where he’d gone wrong but none of the photographs 
were any help at all. All Granny Green’s saucepans were 
as bright as a new pin with not a trace of anything sticky 
running down the sides, and even her spoons were laid out 
neat and shining on the kitchen table. There was certainly
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no mention of any of them getting stuck in the 
toffee.

In any case her toffee was a light golden brown colour 
and it was cut into neat squares and-laid out on a plate, 
whereas, from what he’d been able to make out of his own 
through the steam it had been more the colour of dark brown 
boot polish, and even if he had been able to get it out of 
the saucepans he couldn’t for the life of him think what 
he could cut it with.

Paddington rather wished he’d tried one of the other 
nine recipes instead and after having a deep sigh he groped 
his way across the kitchen and.stretching up a paw rubbed a 
hole in the steam on one of the window panes. As he did 
so he jumped back into the middle of the room with a 
gasp of alarm, for there, on the other side of the glass, 
was the familiar face of Mrs Bird.

Mrs Bird appeared to be saying something and although 
he couldn’t make out the actual words he didn’t like the 
look of some of them at all. Fortunately, before she was 
able to say very much the glass clouded over again and 
Paddington sat down in the middle of the kitchen floor 
with a forlorn expression on his face as he awaited develop
ments.

He hadn’t long to wait for a few moments later there 
came the sound of footsteps in the hall. “What on earth’s 
been going on?” cried Mrs Bird, as she burst through 
the door.

“I’ve been trying my paw at toffee making, Mrs Bird,” 
explained Paddington sadly.

“Toffee making!” exclaimed Mrs Brown, as she flung 
open the window. “Why, you could cut the air with a knife.”

“That’s more than you can say forv the toffee,” said 
Mrs Bird, as she pulled at the end of the spoon Paddington 
had left in the saucepan. “It looks more like glue.”

“I’m afraid it is a bit thick, Mrs Bird,” said Padding
ton. “I think I must have got my Granny Greens mixed 
up by mistake.”

“I don’t know about your Granny Greens,” said Mrs 
Bird grimly, as she surveyed the scene. “It looks as if 
you’ve got the whole pantry mixed up. I only cleaned the 
kitchen this morning and now look at it!”

Paddington half stood up and gazed around the room. 
Now that most of the steam had cleared it looked in rather
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more of a mess than he had expected. There were several i 
large pools of treacle on the floor and a long trail of 
sugar leading from the table to the stove, not to men
tion two or three half-open tins of condensed milk 
lying on their side where they had fallen off the drai
ning board.

“I t’s a job to know where to start,” said Mrs Brown, 
as she stepped gingerly over one of the treacle pools. 
“I’ve never seen such a mess.”

“Well, we shan’t get it cleared up if we stand look
ing at it, th a t’s a certainty,” said Mrs Bird briskly 
as she bustled around sweeping everything in sight into 
•the sink. “I suggest a certain young bear had better get 
down on his paws and knees with a scrubbing brush and a 
bowl of water before he’s very much older, otherwise we 
shall all get stuck to the floor.”

Mrs Bird paused. While she’d been talking a strange 
expression had come over Paddington’s face, one which 
she didn’t like the look of at all. “Is anything the matter?” 
she asked.

“I ’m not sure, Mrs Bird,” said Paddington, as he made 
several attempts to stand up and then hurriedly sat down 
again holding his stomach with both paws. “I ’ve got 
a bit of a pain.”

“You haven’t been eating this stuff, have you?” ex* 
claimed Mrs Brown, pointing to saucepans.

“Well, I did test it once or twice, Mrs Brown,” said 
Paddington.

“Gracious me!” cried Mrs Bird. “No wonder you’ve got 
a pain. I t ’s probably set in a hard lump in your inside." 
“Try standing up again,” said Mrs Brown anxiously.

“I don’t think I can,” gasped Paddington, as he lay 
back on the floor. “I think i t ’s getting worse."



“That poor bear,” cried Mrs Bird, all thoughts of the 
mess in the kitchen vanished from her mind as she hurried 
into the hall. “We must ring for Doctor Mac Andrew at 
once.”

Mrs Bird was only gone a moment or so before the door 
burst open again. “The doctor’s out on his rounds,” she 
said. “They don’t know when he’ll be back and they can’t 
even find his locum.”

“They can’t find his locum!” repeated Paddington, 
looking more worried than ever.

“That’s his assistant,” explained Mrs Brown. “There’s 
nothing to get upset about.”

“We could try a strong dose of castor oil, I suppose,” 
she continued, turning to Mrs Bird.

“I ’ve a feeling it’ll need more than castor oil,” said 
Mrs Bird ominously, as Paddington jumped up hurriedly 
with a “feeling better” expression on his face and then gave 
a loud groan as he promptly sat down again. “I ’ve sent 
for the ambulance.”

“The ambulance!” cried Mrs Brown, going quite pale. 
“Oh, dear.”

“We should never forgive ourselves,” said Mrs Bird 
wisely, “if anything happened to that bear.”

So saying she put her arms underneath Paddington and 
lifting him gently, carried him into the dining-room and 
placed him on the sofa where he lay with his legs sticking 
up in the air.

Leaving Paddington where he was, Mrs Bird disappeared 
upstairs and when she returned she was carrying a small 
leather suitcase. “I ’ve packed all his washing things,” 
she explained to Mrs Brown. “And I ’ve put in a jar of his 
special marmalade in case he needs it.”

Mrs Bird mentioned the last item in a loud voice in 
the hope that it would cheer Paddington up but at the men
tion of the word marmalade a loud groan came from the 
direction of the sofa.

Mrs Brown and Mrs Bird exchanged glances. If the 
thought of marmalade made Paddington feel worse then 
things must be very bad indeed.

“I’d better ring Henry at the office,” said Mrs Brown 
as she hurried out into the hall. “I ’ll get him to come home 
straight away.”

Fortunately, as Mrs Brown replaced the telephone receiv
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er, and before they had time to worry about the matter 
any more, there came the sound of a loud bell ringing out
side followed by a squeal of brakes and a bang on the front 
door.

“Ho, dear,” said the ambulance man as he entered the 
dining-room and saw Paddington lying on the sofa. “W hat’s 
this? I was told it was an emergency. Nobody said any
thing about it being a bear.”

“Bears have emergencies the same as anyone else,” 
said Mrs Bird sternly. “Now just you bring your stretcher 
and hurry up about it.”

The ambulance man scratched his head. “I don’t know 
.what they’re going to say back at the hospital,” he said 
doubtfully. “They’ve got an ‘out-patients’ and an ‘in
patients’ department, but I ’ve never come across a ‘bear- 
patients’ department before.”

“Well, they’re going to have one now,” said Mrs Bird. 
“And if that bear isn’t in it by the time five minutes is 
up I shall want to know the reason why.”

The ambulance man looked nervously at Mrs Bird and 
then back at the sofa as Paddington gave another loud 
groan. “I must say he doesn’t look too good,” he remarked.

“He’s all right when he’s got his legs in the air,” ex
plained Mrs Brown. “I t’s when he tries to put them down 
it hurts.”

The ambulance man came to a decision. The combination 
of Mrs Bird’s glares and Paddington’s groans was too much 
for him. “Bert,” he called through the open door. “Fetch 
the number one stretcher. And look slippy. We’ve a young 
bear emergency in here and I don’t much like the look of 
him.”

Nobody spoke in the ambulance on the way to the hospi
tal. Mrs Bird, Mrs Brown and the man in charge travelled 
in the back with Paddington, and all the while his legs 
got higher and higher until by the time the ambulance 
turned in through the hospital gates they were almost 
doubled back on themselves.

Even the ambulance man looked worried. “Never seen 
anything like it before,” he said.

“I’ll cover him over with a blanket, Ma’m,” he continued 
to Mrs Bird as they came to a stop. “I t’ll save any expla
nations at the door. We don’t want too many delays fill
ing in forms.”
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Mrs Brown and Mrs Bird hurried in after the stretcher 
but the ambulance man was as good as his word and in 
no time at all Paddington was being whisked away from 
them down a long white corridor. In fact he only had time 
to poke a paw out from under the blanket in order to wave 
goodbye before the doors at the end of the corridor closed 
behind him and all was quiet again.

“Oh, dear,” said Mrs Brown, as she sank down on a 
wooden bench. “I suppose we’ve done all we can do now.”

“We can only sit and wait,” said Mrs Bird gravely as 
she sat down besidq her. “Wait and hope.”

The Browns and Mr Gruber sat in a miserable group 
in the corridor as they watched the comings and goings 
of the nurses. Mr Brown had arrived soon after the ambu
lance, bringing with him Jonathan and Judy, and shortly 
after that Mr Gruber had turned up carrying a bunch of 
flowers and a huge bag of grapes.

“They’re from the traders in the market,” he explained. 
“They all send their best wishes and hope he soon gets 
well.”

“It won’t be long now,” said Mr Brown as several nurses 
entered the room at the end of the corridor. “I think things 
are beginning to happen.”

As Mr Brown spoke a tall, distinguished-looking man 
dressed from head to foot in green came hurrying down the



corridor and with a nod in their direction disappeared 
through the same door.

“That must be Sir Mortimer Carroway,” said Judy 
knowledgeably. “That ambulance man said he’s the best 
surgeon they have.”

“Crikey!” said Jonathan in a tone of awe. “Fancy Pad ' 
dington having him!”

“Quite right too,” said Mrs Bird decidedly. “There’s 
nothing like going to the top. People at the top are always 
more understanding.”

“I feel so helpless,” said Mrs Brown, voicing the thoughts 
oj them all as they sat on the bench and prepared themselves 
for a long wait. They were each of them busy with their 
own thoughts and although not one of them would have 
admitted it to the others, even the knowledge that such 
a famous person as. Sir Mortimer Carroway was in charge 
didn’t help matters.

“Good heavens!” exclaimed Mr Brown a few minutes 
later as the door at the end of the corridor opened once 
again and the figure of Sir Mortimer appeared. “That was 
quick.”

Mrs Brown clutched her husband’s arm. “You don’t 
think anything’s gone wrong do you, Henry?” she 
asked.

“We shall soon know,” said Mr Brown, as Sir Mortimer 
caught sight of them and came hurrying along the corridor 
holding a piece of fur in his hand.

“Are you that young bear’s... er... next of kin?” he 
asked.

“Well, he lives with us,” said Mrs Brown.
“He is going to be all right?” exclaimed Judy, looking 

anxiously at the piece of fur.
“I should think,” said Sir Mortimer in a grave voice, 

but with the suspicion of a twinkle in his eyes, “there’s 
every chance he’ll pull through.”

“Gracious me!” exclaimed Mrs Bird as there was a sud
den commotion at the end of the corridor. “There is Pad
dington. Don’t tell me he’s up already.”

“A bad case of galloping toffee drips,” said Sir Morti
mer. “Most unusual. On the stomach too. Worst possible 
place.”

“Galloping toffee drips?” repeated Mr Brown,
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*‘I think I must have spilt some on my fur when I was 
testing it, Mr Brown,” explained Paddington.

“They probably set when he was sitting down,” said 
Sir Mortimer. “No wonder he couldn’t get up again.” 

Sir Mortimer chuckled at the look on everyone’s face. 
“I ’m afraid he’ll have a bare patch for a week or so but I 
don’t doubt if you keep him on a diet of marmalade for a 
while i t’ll start to grow again. It should be all right'by 
Christmas.”

“If you don’t mind, bear,” he said as he made to leave, 
“I ’d like to keep this piece of fur as a souvenir. I ’ve done 
a good few operations in my time but I ’Ve never had a bear’s 
emergency before.”

“What a good job Sir Mortimer had a sense of humour,” 
said Mrs Brown as they all drove home in Mr Brown’s car. 
“I can’t imagine what some surgeons would have said.” 

“Fancy keeping Paddington’s fur as a souvenir,” said 
Judy. “I wonder if he’ll have it framed.”

Looking out from behind Mr Gruber’s bunch of grapes 
Paddington gave the rest of the carload one of his injured 
expressions. He felt very upset that everyone was taking 
his operation so lightly now. that it had turned out all 
right, especially as he had a cold spot in the middle of his 
stomach where Sir Mortimer had removed the fur.

“Perhaps,” said Mr Gruber, as they turned into Windsor 
Gardens, “he just likes bears.”

“After all, Mr Brown,” he added, turning to Paddington, 
“joking aside, it might have been serious and i t ’s nice to 
know there are people like that in the world you can turn 
to in times of trouble.”

And to that remark even Paddington had to nod his 
wholehearted agreement.

N o t e s
have a sticky time (fig.) — an unpleasant and difficult 

time
E. g. 1. He had a sticky time of it in the army where 

he was disliked by all his superiors who made 
life very unpleasant for him. 2. He had a sticky 
time at the police station after the accident, 
trying to explain why he had been going the 
wrong way up a one-way street and breaking the 
speed limit.
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(close, near) at hand — near; within reach. Rarely used 
in colloquial English. '

E. g. 1. The post-office is near at hand, it won’t take 
you long to go out and drop the letter. 2. In 
her tiny kitchen she had everything near at 

. hand. 3. He lives close at hand.
too (close) for my liking — too close for me to like it

E. g. 1. I advised him against buying the house, 
i t ’s too gloomy for my liking. 2. I won’t get 
the dress after all. I t’s too showy for my liking.^ 
3. Is he better, doctor? — A little better, but; 
his bldod pressure’s still too high for my liking#

give it up as a bad job — stop doing something thinking 
it is hopeless

E. g. 1. I tried to teach my husband English but 
after a little while I gave it, up as a bad job. 
2. I thought you were trying to slim. — Oh, 
I gave it up as a bad job. 3. I used to try to 
grow flowers in the garden, but the soil’s 
so poor that I ’ve given it up as a bad job.

try one's hand at something — to try and learn to do 
something

E. g. 1. I tried my hand at lamp-shade making but 
it wasn’t very successful. 2. Why don’t you 
try your hand at growing roses? They don’t 
need too much attention. 3. Whenever I try my 
hand at making a dress, it’s always a failure.

make one’s mouth water (fig.) — fill one with desire 
to eat

E. g. 1. The sight of the ripe yellow peaches made my 
mouth water. 2. The familiar smell of eggs and 
bacon made his mouth water. 3. It always 
makes my mouth water to pass by the cake- 
shop.

for the life of him — even if his life were to depend on it
N o t e .  ‘For the life of me’ (him, her), not ‘for my life’.

E. g. 1. I can’t remember where I put that parcel 
for the life of me. 2. I couldn’t do that for the 
life of me. 3. I couldn’t learn it by heart for 
the life of me.
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before he's very much older — very soon

E. g. 1. He’ll find out what hard work is before 
he’s very much older. 2. If he doesn’t behave 
himself he’ll be expelled from school before 
he’s very much older.

be as good as-one's word — do as one promised

E. g. 1. She promised to help me with.my English 
and she was as good as her word. 2. He said 
he’d buy his son a bicycle for Christmas and 
he was as good as his word. 3. He promised 
to telephone my uncle when in London and 
he was as go.od as his word.

pull through — succeed in overcoming difficulties, 
avoiding failure, disaster, etc.; here ‘survive’

E. g. 1. In spite of his weak heart he pulled through 
and by the end of the month he was out of 
hospital. 2. Everybody expected the firm to 
go bankrupt but they managed to pull through.

a good few — quite a few, many
E. g. 1. I ’ve met a good few writers in my time. 

2. He’d had a good few drinks and was telling 
his life story to a complete stranger. 3. You’ve 
made a good few mistakes in this composition.

take something lightly — not to take seriously; treat as 
of little or no importance

E. g. 1. He’s had a very hard life but he takes all 
his troubles lightly. 2. The children took their 
punishment lightly; 3. I t’s easy to take other 
people’s illnesses lightly.

foking aside (joking apart) — seriously (шутки в сто
рону)

E. g. 1. Joking aside, you have put on weight. 2. Jok-. 
ing aside, it is dangerous to go walking in 
the woods by yourself. 3. Joking aside, you 
should go and see a doctor.
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Comments

bread sauce — a traditional accompaniment to turkey 
or chicken consisting of stale white bread, onion, milk, 
butter, salt and pepper

sundae — an ice-cream with crushed fruit, fruit juice, 
nuts, etc. on top

Olde Fashioned Humbugs. — boiled sweets which ar§ 
sucked. Olde is spelt with an e, as in former times, to empha* 
size that these are traditional sweets.

coconut ice — not ice-cream, but sweets made from 
cream, sugar and coconut (dried and grated)

draining board — a board attached to the side of the 
sink for putting clean dishes on to drain; nowadays many 
people have a sink unit made of stainless steel which is a 
sink and draining board combined

“out-patients” department — a department for patients 
who simply come to the hospital for treatment but do not 
stay there, whereas the “in-patients” department is fop 
those who stay in hospital



A VISIT ТО THE DENTIST

Paddington stared at Mrs Brown as if he could hardly 
believe his ears. “You’ve dropped my tooth down the waste- 
disposal!” he exclaimed. “I shan’t even be able to put it 
under my pillow now!"

Mrs Brown peered helplessly into the gaping hole at the 
bottom of her kitchen sink. “I ’m awfully sorry, dear,” 
she replied. “It must have been in the leavings when I 
cleared up after breakfast. I think you’ll have to leave 
a note explaining what happened.”

It was a tradition in the Browns’ household that anyone 
who lost a tooth and left it under their pillow that night 
would find it replaced by a sixpence the next morning and 
Paddington looked most upset at being deprived of this 
experience.

“Perhaps we could try looking under the cover outside,” 
suggested Judy hopefully. “It might still be in the drain."

“I shouldn’t think so,” said Jonathan. “Those waste- 
disposals are jolly good. They grind up anything. It even 
managed that ever-lasting toffee Paddington gave me yester
day.”

“It was a super one,” he added hastily, as he caught 
Paddington’s eye. “I wish I could make one half as nice. 
It was a bit big, though. I couldn’t quite finish it.”

“Well,” said Mr Brown, returning to the vexed question 
of Paddington’s tooth, “at least it didn’t jam the machine. 
We’ve only had it a fortnight.”

But if Mr Brown was trying to strike a cheerful note he 
failed miserably, for Paddington gave him a very hard 
stare indeed.

“I’ve had my tooth ever since I was born,” he said. 
“And it was my best one. I don’t know what Aunt Lucy’s 
going to say when I write and tell her.”

And with that parting shot he hurried out of the kitchen 
and disappeared upstairs in the direction of his room leav
ing behind a very unhappy group of Browns indeed.

“I don’t see how anyone can have a best tooth,” said 
Mr Brown, as he made ready to leave for the office.

“Well,” said Mrs Bird, “best or not, I must say I don’t 
blame that bear. I don’t think I ’d be too happy at the 
thought of one of my teeth going down a waste-disposal — 
even if it was an accident."
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“It would have to be Paddington’s,” said Judy. “You 
know how he hates losing anything. Especially when it’s 
something he’s cleaned twice a day.”

“We shall never hear the last of it,” agreed Mrs Brown. 
She looked round the kitchen at the remains of the breakfast 
things. “I do hate Mondays. I don’t know why, but there 
always seems to be more dried egg on the plates than any 
other day.”

The others fell silent. It was one of those mornings at 
number thirty-two Windsor Gardens. Things had started 
badly when Paddington announced that he’d found a bone 
in his boiled egg, but remembering a similar occurrence 
some years before with a Christmas pudding, the Browns 
had pooh-poohed the idea at first and it wasn’t until 
a little later on when he’d gone upstairs to do his 
Monday morning accounts that the trouble had really 
begun.

A sudden cry of alarm had brought the rest of the family 
racing to the scene only to find Paddington on his bed 
with a pencil stuck between a large gap where one of his 
back teeth should have been.

Immediately the whole house had been in an uproar. 
The bed was stripped, carpets were turned back, the vacuum 
cleaner emptied, pockets turned out; Paddington even 
tried standing on his head in case he’d swallowed the 
lost half by mistake, but all to no avail... it was nowhere 
to be seen.

It wasn’t until Mrs Bird remembered the episode with 
the boiled egg that they suddenly put two and two to
gether and went scurrying back downstairs again as fast as 
their legs would carry them.

But they were too late. Before they were halfway down 
they heard a loud grinding noise coming from the kitchen 
and they arrived there just in time to see Mrs Brown switch 
the machine off.

The waste-disposal was still a new toy in the household. 
Everything from used matchsticks to old bones was fed 
into its ever-open mouth, but never in her wildest moments 
would Mrs Brown have dreamed of disposing of one of 
Paddington’s teeth and she was as upset as anyone when 
she realized what had happened.

“I can’t see them taking him on the National Health,” 
she said. “Perhaps he’d better go to the vet.”
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“Certainly not,” said Mrs Bird decidedly. “He’ll have to 
go as a private patient. I ’ll ring Mr Leach straight away.” 

Although the Browns’ housekeeper kept a firm hand 
on Paddington’s “goings on” she was always quick to come 
to his aid in time of trouble and she bustled out of the room 
in a very determined manner.

All the same, the others awaited her return with some 
anxiety, for although Mr Leach had looked after the family’s 
teeth for more years than they cared to remember, he’d 
never actually been asked to deal with one of Paddington’s 
before. They weren’t at all sure how he would view the 
matter and their spirits rose when Mrs Bird reappeared 
wearing her coat and hat.

“Mr Leach will see him as soon as we can get there,” 
she announced. “He keeps a free period for emergencies.” 

Mrs Brown heaved a sigh of relief. “How nice,” she said. 
“It’s not as if we’ve ever registered Paddington with him.” 

“Who said anything about Paddington?” replied Mrs 
Bird innocently. “I simply said we have an emergency 
in the house.” She glanced up at the ceiling as a loud groan 
came from somewhere overhead. “And if you ask me there’s 
no one who’ll deny the truth of that! I ’d better order a 
taxi.”

While Mrs Bird got busy on the phone again the others 
hurried upstairs to see how Paddington was getting on. 
They found him sitting on the side of his bed wearing a 
very woebegone expression on his face indeed. Or rather, 
the little of his face that could be seen, for most of it was 
concealed behind a large bath towel. Every so often a low 
groan issued from somewhere deep inside the folds, and 
if the news of his forthcoming visit to the dentist did 
little to raise his spirits they received a further set-back 
a few minutes later when he was ushered into the back 
of a waiting taxi.

“’Aving trouble with yer choppers, mate?” asked the 
driver catching sight of the towel.

“My choppers?” exclaimed Paddington.
“I only ’ope he’s not a strong union man,” continued 

the driver as they moved away. “One out — the lot outl” 
Mrs Brown hastily closed the window between the two 

compartments. “Don’t take any notice, dear,” she said. 
“I’m sure you’re doiqg the right thing. Mr Leach is very 
good. He’s been practising for years.”

91



“Mr Leach has been practising?” repeated Paddington 
with growing alarm. “I think I ’d sooner pay extra and have 
someone who knows what he’s doing.”

The Browns exchanged glances. It was sometimes 
very difficult explaining things to Paddington — especially 
when he had his mind firmly fixed on something else —> 
and they completed the rest of the journey in silence.

However, if Paddington himself was beginning to have 
mixed feelings on the subject of his tooth, Mr Leach had 
no such problems when they reached his surgery a short 
while later.

“I’m afraid I shall have to charge extra,” he said, as 
the situation was explained to him. “Bears have forty- 
two teeth.” " . ,

“I’ve got forty-one,” said Paddington. ‘One of mines 
been disposed of.”

“That’s still nine more than I normally deal with, - 
said Mr Leach firmly, ushering Paddington into his surgery. 
“None of my charts cover it for a start. I shall have to get 
my nurse to draw up a completely new one.”

“I do hope we are doing the right thing,” said Mrs 
Brown anxiously, as the door closed behind them. “I feel 
it’s all my fault.”

Mrs Bird gave a snort. “More likely that bear s ever
lasting toffees,” she said grimly. “They’re well named. 
I t’s almost impossible to get rid of them. I t’s no wonder 
he’s lost a tooth. He was testing them all day yesterday. 
I had to throw the saucepan away and there were toffees 
all over the kitchen floor. I nearly ricked my ankle twice.”

Paddington’s home-made toffees were- a sore subject 
in the Browns’ household. It wasn’t so much that they had 
set hard. In fact, had they done so there might have been 
fewer complaints, but they’d ended up as a pile of large 
glutinous balls which stuck to everything they came in 
contact with, and Mrs Bird spent the next few minutes 
holding forth on what she would like to do with them.

However, it was noticeable that all the while she was 
talking the Browns’ housekeeper kept her gaze firmly fixed 
on the door leading to the surgery, rather as if she wished 
she had X-ray eyes.

But as it happened for once Mrs Bird’s worst fears 
weren’t being realized, for Paddington was beginning to 
have second thoughts about dentists.
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Looking round Mr Leach’s surgery he decided it was 
all very much nicer than he’d expected. Everything was 
gleaming white and spotlessly clean, with not a marmalade 
stain to be seen anywhere. And although it wasn’t what 
Mrs Bird would have called “over-furnished” the one chair 
Mr Leach did possess more than made up for the fact.

Paddington had never come across anything quite like 
it before. It was like a long couch which rose into the air 
and took on all kinds of shapes simply at the press of a 
button. It seemed very good value indeed and Paddington 
was most impressed.

Above his head there was a nice, warm lamp and just 
beside his left paw there was a glass of pinkish liquid and 
a basin, whilst on the other side, next to Mr Leach, there 
was a table fixed to an arm on which a number of instruments 
were laid.

Paddington hastily averted his gaze from these as he 
settled back in the chair, but he liked anything new and 
despite his aching tooth he dutifully opened his mouth 
and eyed Mr Leach with interest as the latter picked up a 
small rod-like object and what looked like a mirror on the 
end of a stick.

Mr Leach gave several grunts of approval as he peered 
into Paddington’s mouth, tapping the teeth one by one 
with the end of the rod, and several times he broke into 
song as he delved deeper and deeper.

“We’ve got a good one there, bear,” he said, standing 
up at last. “I ’m glad you came along.”

Paddington sat up looking most relieved. “Thank you 
very much, Mr Leach,” he exclaimed. “That didn’t hurt 
a bit.”

Mr Leach looked slightly taken aback. “I haven’t 
done anything yet,” he said. “That was only an inspection — 
just to see what’s what. We’ve a long way to go yet. I ’m 
afraid you have a fractured cusp.”

“What!” exclaimed Paddington hotly. “My cusp’s 
fractured!” He peered at the rod in Mr Leach’s hand. “It 
was all right when I came in,” he added meaningly. “I 
think it must have happened when you tapped it.”

“A fractured cusp,” said Mr Leach stiffly, as he busied 
himself with the tray of instruments, “merely means you 
have a broken tooth.” He wagged his finger roguishly. 
“I have a feeling we’ve been eating something we shouldn’t.”
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Paddington sank back in his chair and looked at the 
dentist with renewed interest. “Have you been making 
toffee too, Mr Leach?” he exclaimed.

Mr Leach gave Paddington a strange look. “You have 
quite a large piece of double tooth missing,” he said, 
slowly and carefully, “and I shall have to make you a 
new top to replace it.”

Looking most upset at this latest piece of news, Pad
dington reached out a paw for the nearby glass of pink 
liquid. “I think I ’ll have my orangeade now, Mr Leach, 
if you don’t mind,” he exclaimed.

“That," said Mr Leach sternly, “is not orangeade. I t’s 
not even for drinking. I t’s put there so that you can swill 
your mouth out and get rid of the bits and pieces after 
I ’ve finished drilling. If I kept every young bear who came 
in there supplied with free drinks I ’d soon be out of busi
ness."
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He looked distastefully at Paddington’s front where 
the fur had already become rather soggy from the drips 
and then signalled his nurse to tie a plastic bib round 
Paddington’s neck. “Would we like an injection?” he asked. 
“It may hurt otherwise.”

“Yes, please,” said Paddington promptly. “I’ll have 
two if you like.”

“I think one will be sufficient,” replied Mr Leach, hold
ing a syringe up to the light. “Now, open your mouth 
wide, please,” he continued. “And don’t forget, this is 
going to hurt me more than it hurts you.”

Paddington dutifully obeyed Mr Leach’s instructions 
and, in fact, apart from a slight prick, it was much less 
painful than he had expected.

“Shall I do yours now, Mr Leach?” he asked.
Mr Leach gave him a strange look. “Mine?” he repeated. 

“/  don’t have an injection.”
Paddington gave Mr Leach an equally strange look in 

return. “You said we were going to have one,” he persisted. 
“And you said yours would hurt more than mine.”

Mr Leach stared at Paddington for a moment as if he 
could hardly believe his ears and then turned to his nurse. 
“I think,” he said, breathing heavily, “we’ll try putting a 
wedge in his mouth. It may make things easier.”

“Now,” he continued, turning back to Paddington as 
the nurse handed him a piece of plastic-looking material. 
“I want you to open your mouth again, say ‘ah’, and when 
I ’ve put this in take a good, hard bite.”

Paddington opened his mouth and lej out a loud “aaaah”.
“Good,” said Mr Leach approvingly” as he reached into 

the opening. “Now, one more ‘aah’ like that and then a 
good, hard bite. And whatever happens from now — don’t 
let go.”

“Aaaaah,” said Paddington.
Mr Leach’s face seemed to change colour suddenly. 

“Oooooooh,” he cried.
“Oooooooooooh,” repeated Paddington, biting harder 

than ever.
“Owwwwwwwwwwwwwwwwww,” shouted Mr Leach, 

as he began dancing up and down.
“Owwwwwwwwwwwwwwwwwwww,” called Padding

ton, nearly falling out of the chair in his excitement, 
“Owwwwwwwwwwwww!”
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“Ouch!” shrieked Mr Leach. “Owwwwww! Oooooooooooo!
Aa.aaaaaaaaaaaa!”

Outside in the waiting-room the Browns looked anx
iously atone another. “Poor old Paddington,” said Jonathan. 
“It sounds as if he’s going through it.”

“I do hope it doesn’t take much longer,” said Mrs Brown. 
“I don’t know about Paddington, but I ’m not sure if I 
can stand a lot more.”

As it happened Mrs Brown’s prayers were answered 
almost before the words were out of her mouth, for at 
that moment the surgery door burst open and a white
faced nurse appeared in the opening.

“Can you come quickly?” she cried.
Mrs Brown clutched at her throat. “Paddington!” she 

cried. “He’s not... ”
“No,” said the nurse, “he’s not! We haven’t even start

ed on him yet. I t’s Mr Leach we’re having trouble with.”
Mrs Bird hurried into the surgery clutching her umbrel

la. “Whatever’s going on?” she demanded.
“Aaaaaaaaaaaaah,” replied Paddington.
“Oooooooooooh!” shrieked Mr Leach. “Ooooh! Ouch! 

Aaaaaah!”
“Crikey!” exclaimed Jonathan, as he and Judy dashed 

towards the chair where Paddington and Mr Leach appeared 
to be inextricably locked together.

“You grab Mr Leach,” cried Judy. “I’ll pull Padding
ton.”

A moment later Mr Leach staggered back across the 
room. “My thumb,” he said, slowly and distinctly as he 
glared at the occupant of the chair, “my thumb — or 
what’s left of i t — was caught under your wedge, bear!”

Paddington put on his injured expression. “You said 
bite hard and not let go whatever happened, Mr Leach,” 
he explained.

Mrs Brown gazed anxiously at the dentist as he stood in 
the middle of the surgery nursing his injury. “Would you 
like- us to come back another day?” she asked doubtfully.

Mr Leach appeared for a moment to be undergoing some 
kind of deep internal struggle and then he took a grip 
of himself. “No,” he said at last. “No! When I became a 
dentist I knew there would be days when things wouldn’t 
always go right.” He looked at Paddington and then reached 
for his drill, “I ’ve had twenty most enjoyable years. I
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suppose it had to come to an end some time and I ’m cer
tainly not letting a bear’s cusp get the better of me 
now!”

It was some time before Paddington emerged again 
from Mr Leach’s surgery, and although all had remained 
quiet the Browns were relieved to see him looking none 
the worse for his experience. Indeed, as he hurried into the 
waiting-room holding his mouth open for all to see, he 
looked positively excited.

“Mr Leach is going to give me a new gold tooth,” he 
announced importantly. “My cusp’s so large he doesn’t 
think an ordinary one would stand the strain.”

Mr Leach permitted himself a smile as he hovered in 
the doorway nursing a bandaged thumb. “I think we’re 
winning at long last,” he said. “I ’d like to see young Mr 
Brown again next week for a final fitting.”

“Thank you very much, Mr Leach,” said Paddington 
gratefully. Bending down he undid his suitcase, withdrew 
a large paper-bag, and held it out. “Perhaps you’d like 
to try one of these?”

Mr Leach hesitated. “I... er... I don’t normally indulge,” 
he said, peering into the bag. “It does not set a very good 
example. But I must say they look tempting. I t ’s very 
kind of you. I... er...”

As he placed one of Paddington’s ever-lasting toffees 
into his mouth Mr Leach’s voice trailed away and for the 
second time that morning his face took on a glazed ex
pression.

“Grrrrrrrrrr,” he gurgled, pointing to his mouth. “Glug!”
Paddington peered at him with interest. “I hope you 

haven’t fractured one of your cusps now, Mr Leach,” he 
said anxiously.

Mr Leach glared at him for a moment and then stag
gered back into his surgery clutching his jaw. Far from 
being fractured his cusps gave the impression they were 
cemented together for all time and the look on his face as 
he slammed the door boded ill for the next patient on his 
list that morning.

Paddington looked most upset. “I only thought he would 
like one to be going on with,” he exclaimed.

“Going on with is right,” said Mrs Bird grimly, as a 
series of muffled exclamations reached her ears. “By the 
sound of things it’ll be going on until this time next week.”
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She held out her hand. “I know something else that’s 
due to be disposed of just as soon as we get home. We’ve 
had quite enough bear’s ever-lasting toffee for one day.” 

Judy squeezed Paddington’s paw as they climbed into 
a taxi to take them home. “Never mind,” she whispered. 
“There can’t be many bears who are able to say they’re 
having a gold tooth made for them.”

“I ’ll tell you something else,” said Mrs Brown. “I t’ll 
make you even more valuable than you are at the moment. 
While you have a gold tooth in your head you’ll never 
be completely without — whatever else happens.”

Paddington digested this latest piece of information 
for a moment or two as he settled back in his seat. So much 
had happened that morning he felt he’d have a job to 
remember it let alone put it down on a postcard when he 
next wrote to his Aunt Lucy in Peru. But all in all he 
was beginning to feel rather pleased at the way things had 
turned out and he felt sure she would be equally delighted 
by the news.

Mrs Bird glanced across at him with the suspicion of 
a twinkle in her eye. “If this morning’s events are anything 
to go by,” she said, “it strikes me that a tooth in the sink 
is worth two under the pillow any day of the week.” 

Paddington nodded his agreement. “I think,” he an
nounced at last, amid sighs of relief, “I ’ll always have my 
old teeth disposed of in future.”

N o t e s

make ready — prepare
E. g. 1. I was making ready to leave when my super

visor at last came. 2. I can’t spare you a mo
ment. I must make ready to receive a group 
of foreign tourists. 3. He made ready to come 
to my aid when Jack intervened.

It would have to be (Paddington’s) — usually happens 
to him, typical of him. Used of oneself humorously, of 
other people sarcastically, nastily.

E. g. 1. I scorched one of the shirts while I was< 
ironing. It would have to be Paddington’s, of 
course. 2. I was half-drowned today by a 
passing bus. It would have to be me. 3. Mr
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Jones dropped our milk this morning. It 
would have to be him..

pooh-pooh (an idea, suggestion) — make light of, or 
express one’s contempt for it. Used with a limited number 
of words.

E. g. 1. I suggested getting Mother a set of Bee
thoven’s records, but John pooh-poohed the idea. 
2. His ideas were pooh-poohed by practically 
everyone, but he turned out to be right. 3. You 
seem to pooh-pooh any idea I suggest. — Well, 
I haven’t heard a single sensible one from 
you yet.

only to find — but found to his surprise and disappoint
ment

E. g. 1. A day later they reached the oasis at last 
only to find that it had dried up. 2. Two 
years later he returned to Ireland only to find 
Jennie already married. 3. Three days later 
they reached land at last only to find them
selves in enemy territory.

to no avail — without result 
E. g. 1. He appealed to his former friends for help 

but to no avail. 2. All their efforts to check 
the fire proved to no avail. 3. I tried to per
suade Jack to enter his pictures for the exhi
bition, but to no avail.

put two and two together — consider several facts to
gether and draw an inference

E. g. 1. But how did you guess that it was me who 
played the trick on you? — Oh, I can some
times put two and two together, you know. 
2. When his wife hit him with a frying pan 

- and said she was going to see a lawyer about 
a divorce, he, being no fool, put two and two 
together and realized that she wanted to leave 
him. 3. I notice things and I put two and two 
together. That girl is after our Jack, you mark 
my word.

never in her wildest moments (dreams) — an emphatic 
way of saying ‘never’
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E. g. 1. She was absolutely delighted with her exam
ination results. Never in her wildest moments 
had she dreamt of a first (degree). 2. Never 
in her wildest moments had Mrs Bird expected 
that one day Mr Curry would take it into his 
head to propose to her. 3. I never thought I 
would see you again, even in my wildest 
dreams.

have mixed feelings on a subject — have contradictory 
opinions, reactions, thoughts

E. g. 1. Are you pleased with the news? — To tell 
you the truth I have mixed feelings about it. 
I don’t want Jenny to take on the job. On the 
other hand it will give her a chance to see 
the world. 2. I like Mary well enough, but 
I still have mixed feelings about the marriage. 
Her parents are such snobs. 3. I have mixed 
feelings about the coming conference. I some
times think we’ll just be wasting time.

hold forth — speak publicly (usually derogative)
E. g. 1. The candidate held forth on the problem of 

unemployment which his party was apparently 
going to solve if they ^got in. 2. He’s in the 
habit of holding forth about the faults of the 
young generation whenever he gets the chance. 
3. I know I have not acted wisely, but you 
needn’t hold forth about it.

have second thoughts about something — think seriously 
about something again about which one had previously 
made up one’s mind, regret, doubt whether one has taken 
the right course, have misgivings. Often in the light of 
new information.

E. g. 1. Yes, I supported the project, but I have sec
ond thoughts about it now. 2. I agreed to 
spend my holiday with a group of friends. 
Now I ’m getting second thoughts about it. 
I ’m afraid we shall soon be getting on each 
other’s nerves. 3. I was going to lend you my 
record-player, but I had second thoughts. 
Now I ’m not going to.
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break into a song — start singing 
E. g. 1. Riding down the lane on his new bicycle 

the boy broke into a song. 2. She felt so 
pleased with the world that she broke into a 
song.

be taken aback — be surprised, disconcerted 
E. g. 1. I was taken aback by his rude behaviour. 

2. Mrs Brown was completely taken aback by 
the news that Paddington’s aunt was coming 
on a visit to England. 3. I was rather taken 
aback by the child’s violent reaction to my 
words.

see what's what — see what the position is; find out 
how things really stand; find out what is wrong, what is 
happening, what somebody is up to

E. g. 1. You told me we were leaving on Tuesday 
and he told me we were leaving on Friday. 
I ’d better go and see what’s what. 2. She 
hasn’t phoned me for a week. I ’d better give 
her a ring to see w hat’s what. 3. He will arrive 
with all the news next week and then we shall 
see what’s what. 4. I don’t know yet how 
things stand. When I get there I shall find 
out w hat’s what.

go through it — here ‘have a very difficult, trying time’; 
more often ‘put somebody through it’ (a lot stronger) =

undergo an ordeal
E. g. 1. He is having a very difficult time with his 

exams. He is really going through it. 2. The 
professor asked him a tricky question. He 
really puts them through it. 3. She had her 
purse stolen on a bus yesterday and today she’s 
lost her pay-packet. She’s really been put 
through it.

get the better of somebody — overcome, defeat 
E. g. 1. If you think you will ever get the better of 

her in an argument you are mistaken. 2. She 
wanted to thank him, but her shyness got 
the better of her, and she only blushed. 3. He 
felt frustrated because on this occasion his 
enemy had got the better of him.
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none the morse for (something) — in as good a health or 
condition or circumstances in spite of ...

E. g. 1. My new hat fell into the river but is none 
the worse for it. 2. I hope you are none the 
worse for the fright I have given you. 3. I 
haven’t eaten anything the whole day, but I feel 
none the worse for it.

go by — judge by, be guided or directed by 
E. g. 1. One shouldn’t go by appearances. Appear

ances are deceptive. 2. Never make any debts. 
That’s a good rule to go by. 23. I shall go 
entirely by what my solicitor says.

Comments

1 shan’t even be able to put it (tooth) under my pillow
now — it is traditionally believed that if a child puts 
his tooth under the pillow, the fairies will come along, 
take it away, and put a sixpence in its place (if the fairies 
have run out of sixpences since the monetary reform, they 
are probably expected to put 5p under the child’s pillow, 
that is if inflation is not taken into account)

the National Health — the National Health Service. 
System of state responsibility for medical care of the popu
lation of England and Wales. Set up under the National 
Health Service Act, 1946; came into force July 5, 1948. 
The whole service is controlled by the Ministry of Health. 
Cost is met from rates and taxes and from compulsory 
insurance contributions by employers and employees. 
All treatment was originally free, but from 1951 various 
modifications to this principle were introduced. Doctors 
receive a fixed annual fee for each patient on their books, 
and retain right of private practice. There are separate 
services for Scotland and N. Ireland.

I t’s not as if we’ve ever registered Paddington with
him — put him on the dentist’s book as a National Health 
patient

’Aving trouble with yer choppers, mate? — having 
trouble with your teeth? (Cockney)
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I only ’ope he’s not a strong union man... One out — 
the lot out! — I only hope... This is a play on the double 
meaning of out in the expressions ‘to have a tooth out’ 
and ‘to com e'out on strike’. The expression ‘everybody 
out’ is used to call workers out on strike in support of a 
colleague.

They’re well named — it is a suitable name for them 
(everlasting toffee)

A tooth in the sink is worth two under the pillow —
rewording of a well-known proverb ‘a bird in hand is worth 
two in the bush’ =  something one already has is worth 
more than something which is better but which one may 
or may not be able to get



TROUBLE AT THE LAUNDERETTE

The green front door of number thirty-two Windsor Gar
dens slowly opened and some whiskers and two black ears 
poked out through the gap. They turned first to the right, 
then to the left, and then suddenly disappeared from view 
again.

A few seconds later the quiet of the morning was broken 
by a strange trundling noise followed by a series of loud 
bumps as Paddington lowered Mr Brown’s wheelbarrow 
down the steps and on to the pavement. He peered up and 
down the street once more and then hurried back indoors.

Paddington made a number of journeys back and forth 
between the house and the wheelbarrow and each time he 
Came through the front door he was carrying a large pile 
of things in his paws.

There were clothes, sheets, pillow-cases, towels, several 
tablecloths, not to mention a number of old jerseys belong
ing to Mr Curry, all of which he carefully placed in the 
barrow.

Paddington was pleased there was no one about. He felt 
sure that neither the Browns nor Mr Curry would approve 
if they knew he was taking their washing to the launderette 
in a wheelbarrow. But an emergency had arisen and Pad
dington wasn’t the sort of bear who allowed himself to 
be beaten by trifles.

Paddington had had a busy time what with one thing 
and another. Mrs Bird was due back shortly before lunch 
and there had been a lot of clearing up to do. He had spent 
most of the early part of the morning going round the house 
with what was left of her feather duster, getting rid of 
flour stains from the previous day’s cooking and generally 
making everything neat and tidy.

It was while he had been dusting the mantelpiece in 
the dining-room that he’d suddenly come across a small 
pile of money and one of Mrs Bird’s notes. Mrs Bird often 
left notes about the house reminding people to do certain 
things. This one was headed LAUNDRY and it was heav
ily underlined.

Not only did it say that the Browns’ laundry was due 
to be collected that very day, but it also had a postscript 
on the end saying that Mr Curry had arranged to send some 
things as well and would they please be collected.
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Paddington hurried around as fast as he could but it 
still took him some while to gather together all the Browns* 
washing, and having to fetch Mr Curry’s had delayed things 
even more. He’d been so busy making out a list of all the 
things that he’d failed to hear the knock at the front door 
and had arrived there just in time to see the laundry van 
disappearing down the road. Paddington had run after it 
shouting and waving his paws but either the driver hadn’t 
seen him, or he hadn’t wanted to, for the van had turned 
a corner before he was even half-way down Windsor 
Gardens.

It was while he was sitting on the pile of washing in 
the hall, trying to decide what to do next and how to 
explain it all to Mrs Bird, that the idea of the launderette 
had entered Padd-ington’s mind.

In the past Mr Gruber had often spoken to him on the 
subject of launderettes. Mr Gruber took his own washing 
along to one every Wednesday evening when they stayed 
open late.

“And very good it is, too, Mr Brown," he was fond of 
saying, “You simply put the clothes into a big machine 
and then sit back while it does all the work for you. You 
meet some interesting people as well. I ’ve had many a nice 
chat. And if you don’t want to chat you can always watch 
the washing going round and round inside the machine.”

Mr Gruber always made it sound most interesting and 
Paddington had often wanted to investigate the matter. 
The only difficulty as far as he could see was getting all 
the laundry there in the first place. The Browns always 
had a lot of washing, far too much to go into his shopping 
basket on wheels, and the launderette was some way away 
at the top of a hill.

In the end Mr Brown’s wheelbarrow had seemed the 
only answer to the problem. But now that he had finished 
loading it and was about to set off Paddington looked at 
it rather doubtfully. He could only just reach the handles 
with his paws and when he tried to lift the barrow it was 
much heavier than he had expected. Added to that, there 
was such a pile of washing on board he couldn’t even see 
round the sides let alone over the top, which made pushing 
most difficult.

To be on the safe side he tied a handkerchief to the end 
of an old broomstick which he stuck in the front of the
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barrow to let -people know he was coming. Paddington 
had often seen the same thing done on lorries when they 
had a heavy load, and he didn’t believe in taking any 
chances.

Quite a number of people turned to watch Paddington’s 
progress as he made his way slowly up the long hill. Sev
eral times he got the wheel caught in a drain and had to 
be helped out by a kindly passer-by, and at one point, 
when he had to cross a busy street, a policeman held up 
all the traffic for him.

Paddington thanked him very much and raised his hat 
to all the waiting cars and buses, which tooted their horns 
in reply.

It was a hot day and more than once he had to stop and 
mop his brow with a pillow-case, so that he wasn’t at all 
sorfy when he rounded a corner and found himself outside 
the launderette.

He sat down on the edge of the pavement for a few 
minutes in order to get his breath back and when he got 
up again he was surprised to find a rusty old bicycle wheel 
lying on top of the washing.

“I expect someone thought you were a rag-and-bone 
bear,” said the stout, motherly lady in charge of the laun
derette, who came outside to see what was going on.

“A rag-and-bone bear?” exclaimed Paddington hotly. 
He looked most offended. “I ’m not a rag-and-bone bear. 
I ’m a laundry bear.”

The lady listened while Paddington explained what he 
had come for and at once called out for one of the other as
sistants to give him a hand up the steps with his barrow.

“I suppose you’re doing it for The whole street?” she 
asked, as she viewed the mountain of washing.

“Oh, no,” said Paddington, waving his paw vaguely 
in the direction of Windsor Gardens. “It’s for Mrs Bird.”

“Mrs Bird?” repeated the stout lady, looking at Mr 
Curry’s jerseys and some old gardening socks of Mr Brown’s 
which were lying on top of the pile. She opened her mouth 
as if she were about to say something but closed it again 
hurriedly when she saw Paddington staring at her.

“I’m afraid you’ll need four machines for all this lot,” 
she said briskly, as she went behind the counter. “It’s 
a good job it’s riot one of our busy mornings. I ’ll put you 
in the ones at the end — eleven, twelve, thirteen and
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fourteen — then you’ll be out of the way.” She looked at 
Paddington. “You do know how to work them?”

“I think so,” said Paddington, trying hard to remem
ber all that Mr Gruber had told him.

“Well, if you get into any trouble the instructions are 
on the wall.” The lady handed Paddington eight little plas
tic tubs full of powder. “Here’s the soap powder,” she 
continued, “That’s two tubs for each machine. You tip 
one tubful in a hole in the top each time a red light comes 
on. That’ll be eleven and fourpence, please.”

Paddington counted out Mrs Bird’s money and after 
thanking the lady began trundling his barrow along to the 
other end of the room.

As he steered his barrow in and out of people’s feet he 
looked around the launderette with interest. It was exactly 
as Mr Gruber had described it to him. The washing machines 
all white and gleaming, were in a line round the walls and 
in the middle of the room were two long rows of chairs. 
The machines had glass portholes in their doors and Pad
dington peered through several of them as he went past 
and watched the washing going round and round in a flurry 
of soapy water.

By the.time he reached the end of the room he felt quite 
excited and he was looking forward to having a go with 
the Browns’ washing.

Having climbed up on one of the chairs and examined 
the instructions on the wall, Paddington tipped his laundry 
out on to the floor and began sorting it into four piles, 
putting all Mr Curry’s jerseys into one machine and all 
the Browns’ washing into the other three.

But although he had read the instructions most carefully 
Paddington soon began to wish Mr Gruber were there to 
advise him. First of all there was the matter of a knob on 
the front of each machine. It was marked “Hot Wash” and 
“Warm Wash,” and Paddington wasn’t at all sure~about it. 
But being a bear who believed in getting his money’s 
worth he decided to turn them all to “Hot.”

And then there was the question of the soap. Having 
four machines to look after made things very difficult, 
especially as he had to climb up on a chair each time in 
order,to put it in. No sooner had a red light gone out on 
one machine than another lit up and Paddington spent 
the first ten minutes rushing between The four machines
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pouring soap through the holes in the top as fast as he 
could. There was a nasty moment when he accidentally, 
poured some soap into number ten by mistake and all 
the water bubbled over the side, but the lady whose machine 
it was was very nice about it and explained that she’d 
already put two lots in. Paddington was glad when at long 
last all the red lights went out and he was able to sit back 
on one of the seats and rest his paws.

He sat there for some while watching the washing being 
gently tossed round and round, but it was such a nice 
soothing motion and he felt so tired after his labours that 
in no time at all he dropped off to sleep. Suddenly he 
was brought back to life by the sound of a commotion and 
by someone poking him.

It was the stout lady in charge and she was staring at 
one of Paddington’s machines. “What have you got in num
ber fourteen?” she demanded.

“Number fourteen?” Paddington thought for a moment 
and then consulted his laundry list. “I think I put some 
jerseys in there,” he said.

The stout lady raised her hands in horror. “Oh, 
Else,” she cried, calling to one of her assistants. “There’s 
a young bear here put ’is jerseys in number fourteen by 
mistake!”

“What!” cried Paddington. “I didn’t put them in by 
mistake — I did it on purpose. Besides,” he added, looking 
most worried at the expression on the lady’s face, “they’re 
not my jerseys — they’re Mr Curry’s.”

“Well, whoever they belong to,” said the lady, as she 
hurriedly switched off the machine, “I hope he’s long and 
thin.”

“Oh dear,” said Paddington, getting more and more 
worried. “I ’m afraid Mr Cufry’s rather short.”

“That’s a pity,” said the lady sympathetically, “be
cause he’s got some long, thin jerseys now. You had the 
machine switched to ‘Hot Wash’ and you should never 
do- that with woollens. There’s special notice about 
that.”

Paddington gazed in horror as the lady withdrew a drip
ping mass of wool from the machine and placed it in his 
barrow.

“Mr Curry’s jerseys!” he said bitterly to the world in 
general as he sank back in his chair.
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Paddington had been a bit worried about Mr Curry’s 
Jerseys right from the st&rt. After the last unpleasant epi
sode he hadn’t been very keen on meeting Mr Curry and 
he’d had to lie in wait until the coast was clear before 
slipping into his kitchen. He’d found the jerseys in a pile 
by the sink but there had been nothing to say whether 
they were meant to be washed or not. Paddington had a 
nasty feeling in the back of his mind that the answer was 
“not,” and now he was sure of it.

Paddington often found that shocks came in twos and 
as he sat back in his chair he received his second shock of 
the morning.

His eyes nearly popped out of his head as one of the other 
machines containing the Browns’ washing began making a 
very strange whirring noise. The whirring was followed by 
several loud clicks and Paddington stared at the machine 
in amazement as the washing inside began to spin round 
faster and faster until it suddenly disappeared leaving a 
gaping hole in the middle.

He jumped up and peared through the porthole at the 
empty space where, only a few moments before, his washing 
had been. Then he hurriedly began to undo the knob on 
the side of the machine. It was all very strange and it deif- 
nitely needed investigating.

Paddington wasn’t quite sure what happened next, but 
as he opened the door a stream of hot, soapy water shot out, 
nearly knocking his hat off, and as he fell over backwards 
on to the floor most of Mrs Bird’s washing seemed to land 
on top of his head.

Paddington lay on his back in a pool of water and lis
tened to the shrieks and 
cries going on all around 
him. Then he closed his 
eyes, put his paws in his 
ears and waited for the 
worst to happen.

“I think they’ve been 
having trouble up at the 
launderette,” said Mrs 
Bird. “When I came past 
in the bus just now there 
was quite a crowd



outside and water running out of the door — not to men
tion bubbles everywhere.”

“The launderette?” said Mrs Brown, looking rather 
worried.

“That’s right,” said Mrs Bird. “And Mr Curry’s had a 
burglary. Someone broke into his kitchen in broad daylight 
and took some jerseys he’d put out for mending!”

Mrs Bird had just arrived back from her holiday and 
she was exchanging all the news with Mrs Brown. “If I ’d 
known what was going on,” she continued, “I wouldn’t 
have had a minute’s peace, Jonathan and Judy away and 
you and Mr Brown ill in bed!” She raised her hands in hor- 

-ror at the thought of it all.
“We’ve been doing very well,” said Mr Brown, as he 

sat up in bed. “Paddington’s been looking after us.”
“Hmm,” said Mrs Bird. “That’s as may be.” Mrs Bird 

had seen several signs of a rapid clearing up as she had made 
her way upstairs and she had also found the remains of her 
feather duster hidden in the hallstand.

“Have you seen Paddington anywhere?” asked Mrs 
Brown. “He went out just now but he said he- wouldn’t 
be very long.”
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“No,” said Mrs Bird. “And th a t’s another thing. There 
are wheelbarrow trails right through the house. All the 
way up from the shed, through the kitchen and out through 
the front door.”

“Wheelbarrow trails?” repeated Mr Brown. “But we’ve 
been in bed for two days.”

“That,” said Mrs Bird sternly, “is exactly what I 
mean!”

While the Browns were trying to solve the mystery of 
the wheelbarrow trails Paddington was having an even 
more, difficult time in the launderette.

“But I only opened the door to see where, the washing 
had gone,” he explained. He was sitting on the counter 
wrapped in a blanket while the mess was being cleared up.

“But it hadn’t gone anywhere,” said the stout lady. “The 
thing only looked as if they had disappeared because they 
were going round so fast. They always do that.” She sought 
for words to explain what she meant. “I t’s a... i t ’s a sort 
of phenomenon.”

“A phen-omen-pn?” repeated Paddington. “But it didn’t 
say anything about a phenomenon in the instructions.”

The lady sighed. Washing machines were rather diffi
cult things to explain and she’d not had many dealings 
with bears before.

“Bubbles all over my machines!” she exclaimed. “Water 
all over floor. I ’ve never seen such a mess!”

“Oh, dear,” said Paddington sadly. “I ’m in trouble 
again.” He looked at the pile of half washed clothes next 
to him. He didn’t know what Mrs Bird would say when she 
heard all about it, and as for Mr Curry...

“I tell you what,” said the stout lady as she caught 
sight of the expression on Paddington’s face. “Seeing it’s 
your first time here and we’re not so very busy, suppose 
we do it all again. H would never do to have a dissatisfied 
customer in a launderette.” She gave Paddington a wink. 
“Then we can put it all in the spin dryer and if I ’ve got 
time I might even be able to iron it for you in the back 
room. After all, i t ’s not every day we have a bear’s washing 
to do.”

Mrs Bird surveyed the neat pile of newly-ironed laundry 
and then turned to Mr and Mrs Brown who had just come 
downstairs for the first time. “Well,” she said approvingly,
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"I never expected to see this. I could’t have done it better 
myself.”

“I do hope it’s all right, Mrs Bird,” said Paddington anx
iously. “I had a bit of a phenomenon in the launderette.” 

“A phenomenon?” repeated Mrs Brown. “But you can’t 
have a phenomenon in a washing machine.”

“I did,” said Paddington firmly. “And all the water 
came out.”

“I think you must be mistaken, dear,” said Mrs Brown. 
“A phenomenon means something strange.”

“And talking of strange things,” said Mrs Bird, looking 
hard at Paddington, “Mr Curry knocked on the door a mo
ment ago and left you a toffee. He says he’s very pleased 
with his jerseys. He doesn’t know what you’ve done to 
them but they fit him for the first time in years. They’ve 
always been too large up till now.”

“Perhaps,” said Mr Brown, “there was a phenomenon in 
the washing machine after all.”

Paddington felt very pleased with himself as he made 
his way upstairs to his room. He was glad it had turned 
out all right in the end. As he closed the dining-room door 
he just caught a remark of Mrs Bird’s.

“I think we’re very lucky indeed,” she said. “Looking 
after a big house like this for two days and doing all the 
washing into the bargain. That young bear’s one of the 
old school.”

Paddington puzzled over the remark for some time and 
in the end he went to consult his friend Mr Gruber on the 
subject.

When Mr Gruber explained to him that it meant he 
was very reliable, Paddington felt even more pleased. Com
pliments from Mrs Bird were very rare.

“But all the better for having when they come, Mr 
Brown,” said Mr Gruber. “All the better for having when 
they come.”

N o t e s

not to mention — besides; to say nothing of; quite apart 
from. Often introduces an extra fact which further rein
forces what the speaker has just said.

E. g. 1. They have a very good library at home: 
Russian and foreign fiction in translation, not
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to mention a large section devoted to English 
literature in the original. 2. We still have a 
good deal of work to do before we start off on 
our journey. The boat isn’t yet equipped with 
life-saving devices, not to mention all the food 
we have to stow on board somehow. 3. You’ll 
have to get more food than that. Don’t forget 
that Uncle Arthur will be there, not to men
tion all of Marilyn’s friends from work.

there was no one about — there was nobody in the vi
cinity

E. g. 1. As there was no one about to help me I re
mained sitting in the snow for some time, 
until the ankle became slightly less painful. 
2. It was getting on for midnight and there 
was nobody about in the streets. 3. Wait till 
there is nobody about and then make a dash 
for the nearest clump of trees.

have a busy time — be very busy 
E. g. 1. We are a bit slack at present, but we shall 

have a busy time once the holiday season really 
starts. 2. Peter is having a busy time showing 
his English friends round Leningrad. 3. I must 
finish my thesis this month. It looks as if 
I ’m going to have a very busy time.

make out a list — write down a list, draw up a list 
E. g. 1. Will you please make out a list of workers 

who would like to send their children to pioneer 
camps? 2. Have you made out the list yet? — 
Just finishing. Do you think we ought to take 
some condensed milk with us? 3. I made up a 
list of possible candidates for the job. Would 
you like to look through it?

the idea (of the launderette) had entered Paddington’s 
mind — the idea occurred to Paddington. (‘It never en
tered my mind to ...’ is more common in conversation than 
the construction above.)

E. g. 1. Why not exchange your old TV for a new one? 
It won’t cost you much. — I could, couldn’t I? 
It never entered my mind to do this. 2. Why
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didn’t the idea enter my mind earlier? It’s 
the most obvious solution. 3. Has it never en
tered your mind that your parents might be 
worried about you? — Of course it has. But 
if I had told them, they would not have al
lowed me to go on the climb.

in the first place — introduces the first of a list of 
reasons or facts; originally

E. g. 1. There are. all sorts of reasons why we can’t 
cross over the Channel today. In the first 
place the ferry doesn’t leave until 6 p. m. 2. You 
see that building? It was a school in the first 
place, then an institute. Now it is being turned 
into a youth hostel. 3. You shouldn’t tiave 
interfered in the first place. Now you will 
have to do something to mend matters.

be on the.safe side — be free from the possibility of harm, 
loss, risk, etc.

E. g. 1, The Browns might be coming to dinner, so 
I got some extra meat from the butcher’s, 
to be on the safe side. 2. It says here that you 
can raise the current to 250 volts, but we’d 
better not do this, to be on the safe side; 3. The 
exhibition opens at 10. But there’s bound to 
be a queue, so we thought we’d go about 9, 
to be on the safe side.

at one point — at a certain stage in one’s progress 
E. g; 1. At one point we got fairly stuck in the mud, 

and it took us some time to pu llthe  car out. 
2. At one point I had some doubt as to the 
usefulness of the gadget. I have been proved 
wrong. 3. At one point I thought she was going 
to burst out laughing, but she managed to 
keep a straight face after all.

not to believe in taking chances — not to believe in trust
ing to luck, in taking unnecessary risks

E. g. 1. I know the roads are much better in Northern 
Scotland these days but I ’m taking two spare 
tyres anyway. I don’t believe in taking chances. 
2. You can do whatever you like, but I don’t
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believe in taking chances. 3. You can enter 
the cave only at low tide. This gives us three 
hours to explore it in safety, — Only three? — 
Well, perhaps more but I don’t believe in 
taking chances. By six everyone will have 
to be out.

It's a good job — it’s a good thing that; I ’m glad that; 
it is fortunate that

E. g. 1. I t ’s a good job you’re at home. I ’ve got to 
leave tonight, and I ’d hate to go without saying 
good-bye to you. 2. I t’s a good job Tim bought 
our tickets last month. Thomas went yesterday 
and they told him they had all been sold out. 
3. I t’s a good job you sent me that money when 
you did. I don’t know how I should have man
aged without it, what with having to pay 
the doctor’s bills and trying to give Jack the 
kind of food he needed.

be out of the way — here ‘not in the path of other people’; 
also ‘not to bother or burden anyone’. (Sometimes ‘to be 
finished, over’.)

E. g. I. I ’ll take my typewriter into the spare room, 
then I ’ll be out of the way when your friends 
come. 2. If you work in the sitting-room, you’ll 
be out of the way for the time being. I ’m ti
dying up the dining-room first. 3. Lucy will 
keep out of the way while Joan and Jack dis
cuss the matter. 4. Now that the translation 
job is out of the way you can start thinking 
about painting the kitchen.

have a go (at something) — attempt to do something
E. g. 1. Haven’t you finished the book after all? —• 

Well, I had several goes at it but just couldn’t 
manage it. I t’s terribly boring. 2. That’s a 
shooting gallery over there, isn’t it? I used 
to be quite a good marksman once. I’d like 
to have a go at it, if you don’t mind. 3. “Have 
« go at the answer,” the question master told 
the competitor.

at tong lust after much delay; in the end



E. g. 1. I hear your book is out at long last? 2. When 
at long last we reached the forest, it was close 
on midday. 3. The following morning the 
weather at long last changed for the better.

in no time at all — very quickly
E. g. 1. We expected a long wait at the border but 

in fact we got through the customs and passport 
control in no time at all. 2. In no time at all 
the hampers were packed and the children were 
ready to set out on their picnic. 3. Wait here. 
I ’ll be back in no time at all.

drop off (to sleep) — fall asleep; drop off/away may also 
mean ‘become fewer in number’

E. g. 1. The lecture was so boring that I nearly 
dropped off several times. 2. I didn’t hear you 
come in. I must have dropped off. 3. After 
a time most of his supporters, disappointed 
in his theories, dropped off one by one.

bring back to life — literally ‘be revived’. More often 
used figuratively.

E. g. 1. The local photographic club, which had. 
almost ceased to exist during the war years, 
was brought back to life in the early fifties.
2. Change of climate seems to have brought 
her back to life. 3. The new factories will 
bring the old town back to life.

lie in wait — here ‘be hiding’; usually Tie in wait 
for somebody’ — be hiding in order to attack, etc.

E. g. 1. The soldiers lay in wait for the enemy’s 
motorcyclists. 2. In the garden the children 
are playing partisans. Just now they’re very 
quiet. They are lying in wait for the enemy.
3. The police lay in wait the whole day, but 
the criminals did not appear. They must have 
been warned of the trap.

the coast is clear — there is no one about (who is likely 
to interfere .with or present danger to whatever one is 
planning to do)

E. g. 1. David waited until he heard his mother go 
out. Then, after making sure the coast was
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clear, lit a cigarette. 2. The two boys hid behind 
the lilac bushes waiting for the coast to be 
clear. As soon as Mr Brown had gone into the 
house, they rushed towards the coveted apple- 
tree. 3. Make sure the coast is clear before 
you enter the house. 4. Hide in the cupboard! 
They’ll be gone in a few minutes. I ’ll let you 
know when the coast is clear.

that's as may be — that may be so, that may be true 
(but...). Slightly old-fashioned and rural.

E. g. 1. So you had a bath this morning, did you, 
you young devil? That’s as may be, but you 
certainly need another one now. 2. I did put 
up a notice that the meeting was off. — That’s 
as may be, but you should have notified the 
committee about it. 3. I didn’t tell you about 
it because I didn’t want to worry you. — That’s 
as may be, but I want to know when you are 
in difficulties.

turn out all right — come to a satisfactory conclusion 
E. g. 1. I thought the children would be nervous 

performing in front of such a large audience, 
but it turned out quite all right. 2. We were 
taking chances using the equipment in tropic 
conditions. Luckily, it turned out all right. 
3. If it turns out all right, he’ll be out of hos
pital next week.

in the end — finally, at last 
E. g. 1. He tried many ways of earning his living; 

in the end he became a farm labourer. 2. I am 
an optimist in these matters. I believe people 
will learn to live in peace and friendship in 
the end. After all, the only other road is that 
of destruction. 3. In the end we decided to 
paint the kitchen blue.

into the bargain — as well; in addition; moreover 
E. g. 1. We spent hours arguing with various offi

cials, but in the end they gave us not only a 
visa for Gibraltar but one for Tangiers into 
the bargain. 2. If you have anything to do 
with such a scheme you’ll endanger your good
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name, and probably lose your money into the 
bargain. 3. If you buy the house, you can have 
all the furniture into the bargain.

all the better for —  even better because of...
E. g. 1. How do you feel now? — Fine. All the better 

for your help. 2. He’ll feel all the better for 
having spent a month or so working on a farm. 
3. The ornament will look all the better for 
having another coat of paint.

N o t e .  Cf. None the better for...
E. g. How are you today, Fred? — None the better for seeing you.

Comments

rag-and-bone bear — bear replaces man in Padding
ton’s thinking

That young bear’s one of the old school — every older 
generation thinks that the younger generation is degen
erate. (Things aren’t what they used-to be!) This is there
fore a compliment to Paddington. He is like one of 
the older generation, like a product of an earlier, less cor
rupted age (from Mrs Bird’s point of view). As a rule, how
ever, the phrase is used in an ironic and even dismissive 
way, to refer to someone old-fashioned in thinking or 
style of work or behaviour. E. g. He always dresses for 
dinner. He is one of the old school.



Mrs Bird held a large square of chequered cloth up to the 
light and examined it with an expert eye. “I must say 
Paddington’s made a first-class job of it,” she declared 
approvingly.

“I ’ve seen worse in some shops,” agreed Mrs Brown. 
“What is it?”

“I think he said it’s a table-cloth,” replied Mrs Bird. 
“But whatever it is I ’m sure it’ll come in very handy.”

Mrs Brown glanced up at the ceiling as a steady rhyth
mic clanking came from somewhere overhead. “At least 
we can leave him on his own for the day without worrying 
too much,” she said thankfully. “We may as well make the 
most of it. At the rate he’s going that sewing machine won’t 
last much longer.”

Mrs Brown was never very happy about leaving Padding
ton on his own for too long. Things had a habit of going 
wrong — especially on days when he was at a loose end — 
but with Jonathan and Judy back at school after the 
Easter holiday it couldn’t always be avoided. It happened 
to be one of those days and she was most relieved to know 
he was occupied.

Paddington’s interest in sewing had been something of 
a nine-day wonder in the Brown household. It all came 
about when he lost his one and sixpence a week bun money 
down a drain one morning as he was on his way to the baker’s 
to pick up his standing order.

The coins had slipped through a hole in one of his 
duffle-coat pockets, and even the combined efforts of sever
al passing dustmen and a roadsweeper had failed to locate 
them.

Although Mr Brown took pity on him and replaced the 
money, Paddington had been upset for several days after
wards. He still felt he was going to be one and sixpence 
short for the rest of his life and when some men arrived 
a few days later to swill out the drains he gave them some 
very hard stares indeed.

It was Mr Gruber who finally took his mind off the 
matter. Mr Gruber kept an antique shop in the nearby 
Portobello market and over the years he and Paddington 
had become firm friends. In fact, most mornings they shared 
some buns and a cup of cocoa for their elevenses.

A ST IT C H  IN TIM E
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One morning, shortly after his loss, Paddington arrived 
at the shop only to find a mysterious cloth-covered object 
standing on a table just inside the door.

At Mr Gruber’s bidding he lifted the cloth, and then 
nearly fell over backwards with surprise, for there, lo 
and behold, was a sewing machine. And even more 
exciting, on the side there was a label — with his name 
on it!

Mr Gruber waved Paddington’s thanks to one side, 
“We don’t want another day like ‘the one we don’t talk 
about’ in a hurry, Mr Brown,” he said, referring to “bunless 
Friday” as they’d come to know it.

“I’m afraid i t ’s rather an old one,” he continued, as 
Paddington examined the machine with interest. “It came 
in a job lot I bought at a sale many years ago and it’s 
been lying under a chair at the back of my shop ever since. 
But there’s a book of instructions and it may do a turn 
if you want to go over some of your old seams.”

Paddington didn’t know what to say. Although Mrs 
Bird had unpicked the join on his duffle-coat pocket and 
inserted a double-strength calico lining to make doubly 
sure for the future, he didn’t want to take any more chances 
and after thanking Mr Gruber very much he hurried home 
with the present safely tucked away sin his shopping basket 
on wheels.

Paddington had often watched Mrs Bird in action with 
her machine, and once she’s even let him turn the handle, 
but never in his wildest dreams had he pictured actually 
owing one himself.

Threading the needle by paw had been his biggest prob
lem and the first time it had taken him the best part of 
a day, but once the cotton was safely through the eye of 
the needle there was no holding him and soon the steady 
clickety-clack of the machine had begun to echo round 
the house.

At first he’d contented himself with joining together 
some old bits of cloth Mrs Bird found in her sewing-box, 
but when these ran out he turned his attention to more 
ambitious things and really and truly he’s been most use
ful. A new tea towel for Mrs Bird; a set of curtains for Judy’s 
doll’s house; a bag for Jonathan’s cricket bat and a small
er one for Mr Brown’s pipe; now the table-cloth — there 
seemed no end to his activities.
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“Just so long as he doesn’t do anything nasty to his 
new eiderdown,” said Mrs Bird, as they went upstairs to 
give Paddington his instructions for lunch. “I don’t 
want to come back and find it turned into a tea 
cosy.”

Although 'the Brown’s housekeeper was as pleased as 
anyone over Paddington’s new-found industry she didn’t 
entirely share Mrs Brown’s optimism about leaving him 
alone for the day.

Nevertheless, even Mrs Bird gave a nod of approval 
as they entered his room and she caught sight of a pile of 
old handkerchiefs he was busy repairing.

“That reminds me,” said Mrs Brown as they said good
bye, “the laundry man is due this morning. I ’ve put the 
things by the front door. Mr Curry might call in later — 
he’s got a pair of trousers he wants altered.”

Mrs Bird gave a snort. “I shouldn’t worry too much about 
that,” she said meaningly. “I t’s only because there’s a spe
cial offer of sixpence off this week if repairs go with the 
laundry. If he’s so mean he can’t send any washing of his 
own then it’s too bad.”

There was little love lost between Mrs Bird and the 
Browns’ next-door neighbour. Mr Curry had a reputation 
not only for his meanness but for the way he seized every 
opportunity to take advantage of others, and the latest 
example lasted Mrs Bird as a topic of conversation all 
the way to the bus stop.

It seemed just a matter of seconds after the front door 
closed behind them that another loud bang sent Paddington 
hurrying downstairs only to find Mr Curry waiting impa
tiently on the front step.

“Good morning, bear,” he said gruffly. “I’d like you 
to put these with your laundry.”

“I want two inches off the waist,” he continued; handing 
over a pair of grey flannel trousers, “no more, and certainly 
no less. The instructions are all on a sheet of paper in 
one of the pockets. I lost a lot of weight when I was in hos
pital last year and I ’ve never put it on again. All my clothes 
are the same.”

“Oh dear, Mr Curry,” said Paddington, “I ’m sorry to 
hear that.”

But Mr Curry seemed to have his mind on other things, 
“I want you to make sure they go in your name,” he said.
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“It’s most important. They’re doing waistbands for nine 
and six this week and i t ’s the last day of the offer.”

A thoughtful expression came over Paddington’s face 
as he took the trousers from Mr Curry. “I know someone 
who would do it for one and sixpence,” he said hopefully. 
“A t$  give it back to you today!”

“One and sixpence?" repeated Mr Curry. “It seems re
markably cheap. Are you sure they’ll do them in a day?” 

Paddington nodded. “It isn’t a they, Mr Curry,” he con
fided. “I t’s a he.”

“Is this person completely reliable, bear?” asked Mr 
Curry suspiciously. “I can hardly believe it.”

“Oh, yes,” said Paddington confidently. “I ’ve known 
him all my life. He lost his bun money down a drain 
the other day and now he’s trying to make up 
for it.”

Fortunately Paddington’s last words were lost on Mr 
Curry, who seemed to be busy with his own thoughts. He 
hesitated for a moment and then came to a decision. “Wait 
there, bear,” he said turning to go. “This is too good an 
opportunity to miss.”

The Brown’s neighbour was gone for several minutes 
and while he was away the man arrived to collect the weekly 
wash. Paddington hesitated over the trousers. Although 
the idea of doing them himself had seemed a very good 
one at the time, now that he’d taken a closer look he was 
beginning to have second thoughts on the matter, and he 
was about to chase after the van when he caught sight of 
Mr Curry glaring at him through his bedroom window and 
hurriedly changed his mind again,

A few moments later the Browns’ neighbour emerged 
from his front- door and headed back towards number 
thirty-two. To Paddington’s surprise he was wearing a 
dressing-gown and carrying a large brown paper parcel 
in his arms.

“I’ve decided to go the whole hog, bear,” he announced, 
as he came up the path. “If this person’s as good as you 
say he is i t’ll be well worth while.”

Paddington’s face grew longer and longer as Mr Curry 
unwrapped his parcel and revealed not one pair of trousers, 
but a great pile. In fact, outside of a shop, Paddington 
couldn’t remember ever having seen quite so many pairs 
of trousers before.
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“I’m having the whole lot done,” explained Mr Curry. 
“Including,” he added ominously, “the ones from my best 
suit.”

“You wouldn’t like to keep a pair in case of an emergency, 
would you, Mr Curry?” asked Paddington anxiously.

“An emergency?” barked Mr Curry, catching sight of 
the look on Paddington’s face. “I don’t like the sound of 
that, bear! Are you sure this person will do a good job? If 
not I ’d rather send them with your laundry.”

“I’m afraid i t ’s too late now, Mr Curry,” said Paddington 
unhappily. “I t ’s gone!”

Mr Curry looked at Paddington sternly. “In that case,” 
he warned, “I shall hold you personally responsible for 
the safety of my trousers from now on. And I shall look for
ward to their prompt return. I can’t go out until they come 
back, so woe betide you if anything goes wrong.

“I may give you sixpence for going,” he added, as Pad
dington held out his paw hopefully. “It all depends. But 
I’m certainly not paying the full amount until I see some 
results.”

With that the Browns’ neighbour turned on his heels and 
disappeared in the direction of his house leaving Padding
ton with a very woebegone expression on his face indeed. 
For some reason which he could never quite fathom, things 
always got out of hand when Mr Curry was around and he 
was apt to find himself agreeing to do things before he knew 
what they actually were.

Heaving a deep sigh Paddington gathered up Mr Curry’s 
parcel and made his way back upstairs in order to consult 
the instruction book.

Up to now he’d concentrated on the mechanical side 
of the booklet, which explained the workings of the various 
parts, but towards the back there were several chapters 
devoted to what one could do with the needle once it was 
threaded, and it was to this section that he turned when 
he’d settled down.

But in the event it proved rather disappointing. As far 
as he could make out, when the machine was first made 
very few people seemed to wear trousers, or if they did they 
were so well made they were seldom in need of repair. 
Most of the illustrations dealt with some very odd situa
tion indeed. There was a picture of a lady who’d caught her 
dress on a penny-farthing cycle and another, called drama
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in  t h e  d e s e r t , which showed a man with a large moustache 
and shorts repairing what was left of his tent after a camel 
had trodden on. it. But any hints and tips to do with 
trousers as such were conspicuous only by their 
absence.

Although Paddington was very keen on instruction 
books he’d noticed in the past they had a habit of dealing 
with every kind of situation except the one he most wanted, 
and the present one was no exception.

According to the closing paragraph anyone who owned 
a se w -r i t e  sewing machine had unlimited horizons, but 
Paddington could see only two good things on his particular 
horizon; the Browns were out and unlikely to return for 
some while, and Mr Curry was in and unlikely in his pres
ent trouserless state to venture out.

However, Paddington wasn’t the sort of bear to let things 
get the better of him if he could possibly help it, and 
picking up a pair of scissors he poked hopefully at one of 
Mr Curry’s seams.

To his surprise his efforts were rewarded much sooner 
than he expected, for without any warning at all the waist
band suddenly parted in the middle. In fact, it was even 
more successful than he’d, intended, for when he pulled at 
the loose thread there was a rending sound and it travelled 
right down to the turn-ups at the bottom.

Paddington wasn’t quite sure whether it was the direct 
result of pulling that thread or whether he’d pulled another
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one by mistake, but when he picked the trousers up to 
examine them more closely one of the legs fell off.

After drawing his bedroom curtains to be on the safe 
side Paddington held the remaining leg up his bedside light 
and peered at it uneasily. Now that matters had finally come 
to a head he rather wished he’d sorted-through the pile 
and picked on something other than the trousers from Mr 
Curry’s best navy-blue pin-stripe suit to-practise on.

On the other hand, when he looked at some of his 
efforts a little later on he began to wonder if perhaps his 
first choice hadn’t been the best one after all. At least 
the two halves had come apart cleanly, which was more 
than could be said for some of the older pairs of trousers.

But it was when he tried sewing some of the halves 
together again that his troubles really started. It was much 
more difficult than he had expected. In the past most of 
the material he’d used had been thin and easy to work, 
whereas Mr Curry’s trousers seemed unusually thick. There 
were so many folds in his waistbands he soon lost count 
of them, and the handle of the machine became very hard 
to turn. In desperation Paddington tried jamming it in 
one of his dressing-table drawers and turning the machine 
itself, but the only result of that was an ominous “ping” 
as the needle snapped.

It was all most disappointing. After working away as 
hard as he could, with barely a pause for a marmalade 
sandwich at lunch, Paddington had to admit that^ the 
results fell somewhat short of even his own expectations, 
and he shuddered to think how far short they were of 
Mr Curry’s.

As far as he could see all he could offer the Browns' 
neighbour was a choice between a pair of trousers with 
twelve-inch hips and pockets on the outside, one with a 
large gap in the back, a pair of grey flannel shorts with 
one leg longer than the other, some trousers with different 
coloured legs, or a kind of do-it-yourself selection from the 
pieces that were left over.

Whichever Mr Curry chose Paddington couldn’t picture 
him being exactly overjoyed let alone paying one and six
pence a time.

He looked at the pile of material mournfully. For a 
wild moment he toyed with the idea of disguising his voice 
and ringing the Browns’ neighbour to try and explain
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matters to him, but then he remembered Mr Curry wasn’t 
on the phone anyway.

All the same, the thought triggered off another idea in 
Paddington’s mind, and a moment later, after-consulting 
his instruction book again, he hurried downstairs.

In the back of the s e w -r i t e  booklet was a note headed 
what  т о  do if  all else  fa l l s ! and this was followed by an 
address to write to in case of an emergency.

Paddington hoped very much that they’d had enough 
emergencies over the years to keep their service going and 
to have a telephone installed into the bargain, though he 
doubted very much if they could ever have one quite as 
bad as his present one.

The man from the s e w -r i t e  emergency service stared 
round Paddington’s room in amazement. “You’re in a bit 
of a mess and no mistake,” he said sympathetically. “What 
on earth’s been going on?”

“I ’m afraid I ’ve been having trouble with Mr Curry’s 
seams,” said Paddington. “I’ve got rather a lot of his legs 
left over.”

“I can see that,” said the man, picking up a handful. 
“This sort of things isn’t really our pigeon,” he continued 
doubtfully, “but I suppose I might be able to pull a few 
strings for you.”

“I ’ve tried pulling some threads,” said Paddington, 
“but it only seemed to make things worse.”

The man gave Paddington an odd look and then, glanc
ing round the room again, he gave a sudden start. “Is that 
yours?” he asked, pointing to the machine on the 
floor.

“Well, yes,” began Paddington. “Mr Gruber gave it to 
me. I ’m afraid it’s rather an old one so you may not 
like it very much.”

“Not like it?” cried the man, dashing to the door. 
“Not like Ш Jim!” he shouted. “Jim! There’s a young bear 
up here with one of our Mark One’s!”

Paddington grew more and more mystified as a pound
ing of feet on the stairs heralded the approach of a second 
man. He wasn’t at all sure what was going on but he was 
thankful to see something happening at long last. It had 
taken him several telephone calls and some long conver
sations to get the men from s e w -r i t e  to come in the first
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place. Even then he hadn’t been at all hopeful about the 
results, but as he listened to their comments his eyes grew 
rounder and rounder.

“Just you wait till our Mr Bridges hears about this,” 
exclaimed the first man, as they made to leave. “He’ll go 
berserk. You’ll never hear the like again.”

“I expect I shall,” said Paddington unhappily. “You 
wait until Mr Curry hears about his trousers!”

'Although the long-term prospects had begun to look 
much better than he’d dared expect Paddington didn’t 
view the immediate future at all hopefully and as things 
turned out his forecast proved all too correct. The roar 
of rage which issued from Mr Curry’s house a short while 
later when the men from s e w -r i t e  broke the news about 
his trousers followed him all the way down Windsor Gar
dens, lasting almost as far as the Portobello Road, and he 
was very thankful indeed to reach the safety of Mr Gruber’s 
shop.

While Paddington sat on the horsehair sofa mopping 
his brow Mr Gruber hastily made some cocoa and a few 
minutes later they adjourned to their usual deck-chairs on 
the pavement outside.

Once there, Mr Gruber settled back and listened pa
tiently while Paddington did his best to explain all that had 
taken place that day.

It was a long story and at the finish Mr Gruber looked 
as surprised at the outcome as Paddington had done.

“What a bit of luck that old sewing machine I gave 
you turned out to be so vajuable,” he said. “I would never 
have guessed it. It only goes to show that even in this 
business there’s always something to learn.”

“The man from sew-r it e  said it’s one of their Mark 
One’s, Mr Gruber,” replied Paddington impressively. 
“He told me it must have been one of the first they ever 
made. They’ve been trying to find one like it for years 
to put in their museum so it’s probably worth a lot of 
money.”

“I t’s a good job they offered to repair Mr Curry’s trou
sers free of charge,” chuckled Mr Gruber, pouritlg out a 
second cup of cocoa by way of celebration. “We should 
never have heard the last of it otherwise. It seems to me 
you struck a very good bargain, Mr Brown.”

“Just think,” he mused, “if you hadn’t accidentally
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dropped your bun money down a drain all this might 
never have happened. Big things sometimes have very 
small beginnings indeed.”

Paddington nodded his agreement behind the cocoa steam 
and then hesitated as he felt in his duffle-coat pocket.

Mr Gruber read his thoughts. “I don’t think it would be 
quite the same if you deliberately put some money down 
a drain, Mr Brown,” he said tactfully. “After all, I know 
lightning seldom strikes twice in the same place, but fate 
plays funny tricks sometimes.”

Paddington considered the matter for a moment. All 
in all he decided Mr Gruber was quite right and it wasn’t 
worth taking any unnecessary risks. “I don’t think I should 
like to see even Mr Curry’s trousers struck by lightning,” 
he announced. “Especially while they’re still at the mend
ers!”
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N o t e s

come in handy — be useful some time or other 
E .g .  1. Don’t throw away these pieces of plywood. 

They might come in handy. 2. I t ’s surprising 
how many useless things collect in the house 
over the years. One alwayst hinks they might 
come in handy. 3. The old raincoat will come 
in handy when I go fishing.

make the most of something — use an opportunity, occa
sion, etc. to the full to gain one’s ends

E .g .  1. The weather is excellent for haymaking 
just now, and the farmers are making the most 
of it. 2. We’re making the most of our visit 
to Moscow, but there’s too much to see in 
such a short time. 3. I had only a few hours to 
look round the National Gallery, but I made 
the most of it.

nine-day wonder (nine days' wonder) — something which 
arouses great interest or admiration for a short time

E .g .  1. His second novel proved to be a nine days’ 
wonder. 2. Even if it is a nine days’ wonder, 
it will increase the paper’s circulation. 3. He 
rose to fame quickly, but I shouldn’t be sur
prised if his popularity proved a nine-day 
wonder.

take one's mind off (something) — turn one’s attention 
away from; distract

E .g .  1. I ’m thinking of inviting Jane over for the 
evening. A bit of company will help her to 
take her mind off her worries. 2. You should 
try to take your mind off your work for a while. 
Then you might get a fresh idea. 3. He did all 
he could to take her mind off her sorrow, but 
he did not succeed, I ’m afraid.

do a turn — here ‘be of service on some other occasion’ 
E .g .  1. You needn’t wash the table-cloth. It will 

do another turn. 2. You shouldn’t have given 
my old trousers to the ragman. They could 
have done another turn or two. 3. I haven’t
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got any new carbon-paper. Shall have to make 
this do another turn.

N o t e .  Do somebody a (good) turn =  help, do somebody a kind 
service. ■

E. g. I’d like to help him. He did me many good turns in the past.

the best part of the day (hour, week) — the greater part 
of it

E. g. 1. Mr Brown spent the best part of the day 
sorting out papers. 2. I t ’s foolish to spend the 
best part of the day indoors in such lovely 
weather. 3. The work will take me the best 
part of the week.

it's (that’s) too bad — it is a pity, it is infortunate
E.g. 1. I t’s too bad you couldn’t come to the party. 

It was great fun. 2. I bought a tennis racket 
in town and left it on the bus. — That’s too 
bad. 3. I t’s too bad the head of the department 
isn’t here at present. He would have liked to 
show you around himself.

There was little love lost between... — they disliked eaph 
other

E .g .  1. The chief is very pleased that Jones is 
leaving. There’s little love lost between them. 
2. I can’t say I ’m sorry that our neighbours 
are moving av/ay. There was little love lost 
between us. 3. There seems to be little love 
lost between the Inspector and his men. — You 
are probably right. He’s a very unpleasant 
person.

Paddington's last words were lost on Mr Curry—  failep 
to influence or attract his attention

E.g .  1. The detective’s hints were not lost on the 
' Inspector. He took immediate action and caught 

the criminals. 2. Father warned Jim  of the 
danger but his words were lost on him. 3. I did 
advise you to stay in bed for another day or 
two, but apparently my words were lost on you.

go the whole hog — to continue what one is doing with
out restraint; do something thoroughly. Avoid using.
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get out of hand, — get out of control

E.g;  1. By the time the fire-brigade had arrived, 
the fire had got completely out of hand. 2. The 
two men began to abuse each other. The situa
tion would have got out of hand, had not one 
of the wives intervened. 3. The crowd’s got 
out of hand and broke through the police 
cordon.

come, to a head — reach a crisis, culminate

E. g. 1. It all came to a head when one of the teachers 
finally lost his patience and wrote a Letter to 
the Times publicly demanding better equipment 
for the school. 2. Things came to a head when 
the workers were told that the leaders of the 
unofficial strike would be dismissed. 3. When 
the matter comes to a head all hell will be let 
loose. 4. Things will come to a head next week 
when the committee .meets to decide the issue.

fall short of — fail to equal; be inferior to

E. g. 1. We do not always achieve what we hope 
for. The results of our efforts often fall short 
of our expectations. 2. The production of 
washing machines fell short of the target. 
3. Your work falls short of my expectations.

keep something (somebody) going —  cause to be or 
to continue in a specified condition; of a person: sustain 
with food, money, etc.

E.g .  1. Will keep you going until pay-day? 
2. This food should keep us going until we 
reach camp. 3. Though there was no electricity 
the workers managed to keep the factory going.

not our pigeon — not our business, concern

E .g .  1. I shouldn’t worry about it. I t’s not our 
. pigeon. 2. Do you intend to investigate the 

matter? — Certainly not. This is not my pi
geon. 3. It may not be our pigeon, but a man 
is in trouble, and I intend to help him.
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pull the strings—  control the action of other people 
(usually through someone who has influence in a corre
sponding sphere)

E. g. 1. I should get on to Jones about the matter. 
He’s got influential friends in the Admiralty 
and might be able to pull a few strings. 2. Being 
a politician he was able to pull the strings to 
get the firm a Government order. 3. The whole 
affair is out in the open. I t’s too late now to 
try to pull any strings.

break the news — make it known 
E. g. 1. Apparently the old man had not left him 

a penny. I shouldn’t like to be the one to break 
him this news. 2. You had better break the 
news to her as soon as possible. 3. He left for 
London as soon as the news of the disaster was 
broken to him.

strike a (good) bargain — conclude by reaching an 
agreement (one that is considered favourable)

E. g. 1. Though the conditions on world market 
were not favourable, the firm managed to 
strike a good bargain. 2. He bought this lovely 
table very cheaply. He always manages to 
strike a good bargain. 3. The firm had several 
other offers. It will not be easy to strike a good 
bargain with them in the circumstances.

Comments
a stitch in time — part of a common proverb ‘a stitch 

in time saves nine’ — a small piece of work done now may 
save a lot of work later

Io and behold =  lo-behold — look, see
a job lot — a group of articles for sale or other thing 

taken together
penny-farthing cycle — old-fashioned bicycle with one 

large and one small wheel
tea cosy — a thick cover for a tea-pot to keep the tea hot
woe betide you (in modern use coll.) — you will get 

into trouble



Paddington woke with a start and then sat up in bed 
rubbing his eyes. For a moment or two he wasn’t quite 
sure where he was but gradually as a number of familiar 
objects swam into view he realized with surprise that he 
was in his own room.

The afternoon sun was streaming in through the window 
and after blinking several times he lay back again with 
his paws behind his head and a thoughtful expression on 
his face. ’

Although he wasn’t quite sure what had disturbed him 
he felt very glad he’d woken when he did for he had been 
in the middle of a particularly nasty dream about a large 
jar of his special marmalade from the cut-price grocer 
in the market.

In the dream something had gone wrong with the lid 
and no matter how much he’d tried nothing would budge 
it. Mrs Bird’s best tin opener had broken off at the handle, 
and when he’d tried squeezing it in a door jamb the door 
had fallen off. Even Mr Brown’s hammer and cold chisel 
had made no impression at all and after several bangs the 
head had flown off the hammer and broken the dining
room window. In fact, if he hadn’t woken at that moment 
there was no knowing what other awful things might have 
happened.

Paddington heaved a sigh of relief and after dipping 
a paw into an open jar of marmalade by his bed in order to 
make sure everything really was all right he closed his 
eyes again.

The Brown household was unusually quiet and peaceful 
that afternoon for Paddington had the house to himself. 
In the morning the postman had brought Jonathan and 
Judy a surprise invitation to a tea party and by the same 
delivery a letter had arrived asking Mrs Brown and Mrs 
Bird to visit an old Aunt who lived on the other side of 
London.

Even Paddington should have been out, for Mr Brown 
had given him several books to take back to the Public 
Library together with a long list of things he wanted look
ing up in the Reference department.

It was Mr Brown’s list which had proved to be Pad
dington’s undoing for he had taken it upstairs to his room
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after lunch in order to study it and before he knew where 
he was he had nodded off.

Thinking the matter over Paddington wasn’t quite sure 
whether it was the result of an extra large lunch, with 
two helpings of suet pudding, or the hot afternoon sun, or 
even a mixture of both; but whatever the reason he must 
have been asleep for over an hour for in the distance he 
could hear a clock striking three.

It was as the last’of the chimes died away that Padding
ton suddenly sat bolt upright in his bed and stared with 
wide open eyes at the ceiling. Unless he was dreaming 
again there was a strange scraping noise coming from 
somewhere directly overhead. It began by the door, then 
passed-across the room in the direction of the window and 

‘paused for a moment before coming all the way back 
again.

Paddington’s eyes got larger and larger as he listened 
to the sound, and they nearly popped out altogether a  few 
moments later when a noise remarkably like that of a hammer 
and chisel broke the silence which followed the scraping.

After pinching himself several times to make sure it 
had nothing to do with his dream Paddington jumped out 
of bed and hurried across the room in order to investigate 
the matter.

As he flung open the window an even stranger thing 
happened and he jumped back into the room as if he had 
been shot, for just as he peered outside a long black snake
like object came into view and hung there twisting and 
turning for several seconds before it finally disappeared 
from view below the ledge.

Paddington backed across the room and after making 
a grab for his hat and suitcase rushed out on to the landing 
banging the door behind him.

Although after the dream and the strange events that 
bad followed he was prepared for almost anything Padding
ton certainly wasn’t expecting the sight which met his 
eyes on the landing and he almost wished he’d stayed in 
his .room.

Only a few yards away, between his door and the top 
of the stairs, there was a ladder which definitely hadn’t 
been there after lunch. It was .leaning against the trap 
door in the ceiling and worse still the trap door itself was 
wide open.
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Paddington was a brave bear at heart but even so it 
took him several moments to pluck up his courage again. 
After pulling his hat well down over his head and carefully 
placing his suitcase at the top of the stairs in case 
of an emergency, he began climbing slowly up the 
ladder.

It was when he reached the top rung and peered over 
the edge into the loft that Paddington’s worst suspicions 
were realized. For there, tip-toeing across the rafters with 
a torch in one hand and what looked like a long knife 
in the other, was a man in a trilby hat and blue overalls.

Holding his breath Paddington considered the matter 
for several seconds before coming to a decision. As quietly 
as possible, he stretched his paw into the darkness until 
he felt the edge of the trap door and then he flung it back 
into place and pushed the bolt home as hard as he could 
before scrambling down the ladder on to the landing and 
safety.

All at once there was a commotion in the roof as some
one started to shout and several bumps followed by the 
sound of banging on the other side of the trap door. But 
by that time Paddington was much too far away to hear 
what was going on. The sound of the Browns’ front door 
slamming had added itself to the general hubbub and he 
was halfway down Windsor Gardens, hurrying along the 
pavement with a very determined expression on his face 
indeed. All in all he decided that bad though his dream 
had been, things had been even worse since he’d woken 
up and it was definitely time to call for help.

After rounding several corners Paddington at last reached 
the place he had been looking for. It was a large, old-fash
ioned stone building which stood slightly apart from 
the rest on a corner site. Most of the windows had bars across 
them and at the top of some steps leading up to the en
trance there was a blue lamp with the word POLICE written 
across it in white letters.

Paddington hurried up the steps and then paused at 
the entrance. Leading from the hall here were a number 
of doors and it was difficult to decide which was the best 
one. In the end he picked on a large brown door on his 
right. It looked more important than any of the others 
and Paddington was a firm believer in going to the top 
whenever he had an emergency.
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After knocking several times he waited with his ear 
against the keyhole until he heard a gruff voice call out 
‘Come in’ and then he pushed the door open with his paw.

The only person in the room was a man sitting behind 
a desk near the window and he looked rather cross when 
he saw Paddington. “You’ve come to the wrong place,” he 
said. “Undesirables are supposed to report round the back.” 

“Undesirables!” exclaimed Paddington hotly, giving the 
man a hard stare. “I’m not an undesirable. I ’m a bear!” 

The man jumped up from behind his desk. “I beg your 
pardon,” he said. “The light’s none too good and I thought 
for a moment you were Hairy Harry.”

“Hairy Harry?' repeated Paddington, hardly able to 
believe his ears.

“He’s what we call the ‘Portobello Prowler’,” the man 
added confidentially, “and he’s been giving us a lot of 
trouble lately. He’s only small and he slips in through 
pantry windows when no one’s looking.

His voice trailed away as Paddington’s stare got harder 
and harder. “Er... what can we do for you?” he asked.

“I’d like to see Sid, please,” said Paddington, putting 
down his suitcase.

“Sid?” repeated the man looking most surprised. “I 
don’t think we have any Sids here. We’ve several Alfs 
and a Bert, but I don’t recall any Sids off hand.”

“It says on the notice outside you’ve got one,” said 
Paddington firmly. “I t’s written on the door.”

The man looked puzzled for a moment and then his 
face cleared. “You don’t mean Sid — you mean С. I. D. 
That’s quite a different matter,” he explained. “С. I. D 
stands for Criminal Investigation Department.”

“Well, there’s a criminal in Mr Brown’s roof,” said 
Paddington, not to be outdone. “And I think he needs 
investigating.”

“A criminal in Mr Brown’s roof?” repeated the man, 
taking a notepad and pencil as he listened while Padding
ton went on to explain all that had taken place.

“Good work, bear,” he exclaimed when Paddington had 
finished talking. “We don’t often catch anyone red-handed. 
I ’ll send out an alert’ at once.”

With that he pressed a button on the side of his deck 
and in a matter of seconds the Police Station became a 
hive of activity. In fact Paddington hardly had time to
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adjust his hat and pick up his suitcase before he found 
himself being led by several policemen into a yard at the 
back of the building where he was bundled into the back 
seat of a large black car.

Paddington felt most important as the car shot down 
the road in the direction of Windsor Gardens. He had never 
been inside a police car before and it was all very interest
ing. He didn’t remember ever having travelled quite 
as fast either, and he was most impressed when a policeman 
on point duty held up all the other traffic and waved them 
across some lights which were at red.

“Right, bear,” said the С. I. D. man as the car screeched 
to a halt outside the Browns’ house, “lead the way. Only 
watch out — if he’s got a knife he may be dangerous.”

Paddington thought for a moment and then raised his 
hat. “After you,” he said politely. Taking things all round 
Paddington felt he’d had his share of adventures for one 
day and apart from that he was anxious to make sure his 
store of marmalade was safe before anything else happened.

“Do you mean to say,” exclaimed the policeman as he 
looked down at the man in the blue overalls, “you were 
putting up a television aerial all the time?”
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“That’s right, officer,” said the man. “And I’ve got a 
letter from Mr Brown to prove it. Gave me the key of the 
house he did. Said there would be no one else here as he 
was getting rid of them for the day and I was to let myself 
in on account of it being a special surprise for the rest of 
the family and he didn’t want them to know about it.”

The man in the overalls paused for breath and then 
handed a card to the policeman. “Higgins is the name. 
Tip Top Tellys. If you ever want a job done just give 
me a ring.”

“Tip Top Tellys”? repeated the С. I. D. man, looking 
distastefully at the card. He turned to Paddington. “I 

“•thought you said he had a knife, bear?”
“That wasn’t a knife,” said Mr Higgins. “That was my 

tweeker.”
“Your tweekerl” exclaimed Paddington, looking most 

upset.
“That’s right,” said Mr Higgins cheerfully, as he held 

up a long screwdriver. “Always carry one of these on account 
of having to give the old tellys a tweek when they want 
adjusting.”

“Tell you what,” he added, as he waved his hand in the 
direction of a large cabinet which stood in one corner of 
the dining-room, “I’m nearly ready to switch on. Just got 
to connect the aerial. With this young bear’s permission, 
I vote we take five minutes off and brew up a cup of tea. 
There’s nothing like a nice cup of tea for cooling things 
down.”

Mr Higgins gave Paddington a broad wink. “If there’s 
a detective play on we might even pick up a few hints!”

As a spluttering noise came from one of the policemen 
Paddington disappeared hurriedly in the direction of the 
kitchen. The С. I. D. man’s face seemed to have gone 
a rather nasty shade of red, and he didn’t like the look 
of it at all.

All the same, when he returned a few minutes later 
staggering under the weight of a tray full of cups and sau
cers and a large plate of buns even the policemen began 
to look more cheerful, an in no time at all the dining
room began to echo with the sound of laughter as everyone 
recounted their part in the afternoon’s adventure.

In between explaining all about the various knobs on 
the television and making some last minute adjustments



Mr Higgins kept them all amused with tales of other ad
ventures he’d had in the trade. In fact the time passed so 
quickly everyone seemed sorry when at last it was time to 
leave.

“I’ve just sold two more television sets,” whispered 
Mr Higgins, nodding towards the policemen as he paused 
at the door. “So if I can ever do you a favour just let me 
know. One good turn deserves another.”

“Thank you very much, Mr Higgins,” said Paddington 
gratefully.

Having waved goodbye to everyone Paddington shut 
the front door and hurried back into the dining-room. 
Although he was pleased that the mystery of the bumps 
in the roof had been solved he was anxious to test Mr 
Brown’s new television set before the others arrived home 
and he quickly drew the curtains before settling himself 
comfortably in one of the armchairs.

In the past he had often watched television in a shop 
window in the Portobello Road, but the manager had 
several times come out to complain about his breathing: 
heavily on the windows during the cowboy films and 
Paddington was sure it would be much nicer to be able 
to sit at home and watch in comfort.

But when he had seen a cartoon, some cricket, two 
musical items and a programme on bird watching, Pad
dington’s interest began to flag and after helping himself 
to another bun he turned his attention to a small booklet 
which Mr Higgins had left behind.

The book was called “How to Get the Best Out of Your 
Television” and it was full of pictures and diagrams — 
rather like maps of the Underground — showing the inside 
of the set. There was even a chapter showing how to adjust 
the various knobs in order to get the best pictures and 
Paddington spent some time sitting in front of the set 
turning the brightness up and down and making unusual 
patterns on the screen.

There were so many different knobs to turn and so many 
different things it was possible to do with the picture that 
he soon lost all account of the time and he was most sur
prised when the dining-room clock suddenly struck six.

It was while hp was hurriedly turning all the knobs 
back to where they’d been to start with that something 
very unexpected and alarming happened.



One moment a cowboy on a white horse was dashing 
across the screen in hot pursuit of a man with a black 
moustache and side-whiskers, the next moment there was 
a click and before Paddington’s astonished gaze the picture 
shrank in size until there was nothing left but a small 
white dot.

He spent some moments peering hopefully at the screen 
through his opera glasses, but the longer he looked the 
smaller the dot became and even striking a match didn’t 
help matters for by the time.he had been in the kitchen 
to fetch the box the spot had disappeared com
pletely.

Paddington stood in front of the silent receiver with a 
mournful expression on his face. Although Mr Brown had 
gone to a lot of trouble in order to surprise the family it 
was quite certain he wouldn’t be at all pleased if they 
received that much of a surprise and arrived home to find 
it wasn’t even working.

Paddington heaved a deep sigh. “Oh, dear,” he 
said, as he addressed the world in general. “I ’m in trouble 
again.”

“I can’t understand it,” said Mr Brown as he came out 
of the dining-room. “Mr Higgins promised faithfully it 
would be all ready by the time we got home.”

“Never mind, Henry,” said Mrs Brown as the rest of 
the family crowded round the doorway. “It was a surprise 
and I ’m sure he’ll be able to get it working soon.”

“Crikey!” exclaimed Jonathan. “He must have been 
having a lot of trouble. Look at all the pieces.”

“Don’t bother to draw the curtains. We’ll eat in the 
kitchen,” said Mrs Brown as she took in the scene. There 
were bits and pieces everywhere, not to mention a large 
number of valves and a cathode ray tube on the 
settee.

Mrs Bird looked puzzled. “I thought you said it wasn’t 
working,” she remarked.

“I don’t see how it could be,” replied Mr Brown. 
“Well, there’s something there,” said Mrs Bird, pointing 

to the screen. “I saw it move.”
The Brown family peered through the gloom at the 

television set. Although it didn’t seem possible Mrs Bird
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could be right, now they looked there was definitely some 
kind of movement on the glass.

“It looks rather furry,” said Mrs Brown. “Perhaps I t ’s 
one of those animal programmes. They do have a lot on 
television.”

Jonathan was nearest to the screen and he suddenly 
clutched Judy’s arm. “Crumbs!” he whispered, as his eyes 
grew accustomed to the dark and he caught sight of a 
familiar-looking nose pressed against the glass. “It isn’t 
a programme. I t’s Paddington. He must be stuck inside 
the cabinet!”

“This is most interesting,” said Mr Brown, taking out 
his glasses. “Switch on the light someone. I ’d like a closer 
look.”

As a muffled exclamation came from somewhere inside 
the television Jonathan and Judy hurriedly placed them
selves beiween Mr Brown and the screen.

“Don’t you think you ought to ring Mr Higgins, Dad?” 
asked Judy. “He’ll know what to do.”

“We’ll go down and fetch him if you like,” said Jonathan 
eagerly: “It won’t take a minute.”

“Yes, come along, Henry,” said Mrs Brown. “I should 
leave things just as they are. There’s no knowing what 
might happen if you touch them.”
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Rather reluctantly Mr Brown allowed himself to be 
shepherded out of the room closely followed by Jonathan 
and Judy.

Mrs Bird was the last'one to leave and before she closed 
the door she took one last look round the room. “There 
are some rather nasty marmalade stains on that cabinet,” 
she said in a loud voice. “If I were a young bear I’d make 
sure they’re wiped off by the time Mr Higgins gets here... 
otherwise certain people may put two and two together.”

Although Mrs Bird kept a firm hand on ‘goings on’ 
in the Brown household she was a great believer in the 
proverb “least said — soonest mended,” especially when 
it had to do with anything as complicated as a tel_evision set.

If Mr Higgins was surprised at having to repay Padding
ton’s good turn so soon he didn’t show it by so much as the 
flicker of an eyelid. All the same, after Mrs Bird had spoken 
to him he took Paddington on one side and they had a 
long chat together while he explained how dangerous it 
was to take the back off a television receiver if you didn’t 
know what you were doing.

“I t’s a good job bears’ paws are well insulated, Mr 
Brown,” he said as he bade good bye to Paddington. 
“Otherwise you might not be here to tell the tale.”

“That’s all right,” he said cheerfully, as Paddington 
thanked him for all his trouble. “Got a bit of marmalade 
on my tweeker, but otherwise there’s no harm done. And 
I daresay it’ll wash off.”

“It usually does,” said Mrs Bird with the voice of expe
rience, as she showed him to the door.

As the Browns trooped into the dining-room for their 
first evening’s viewing it was noticeable that one member 
of the family settled himself as far away from the screen 
as possible. Although Mr Higgins had screwed the back on 
the television as tightly as his tweeker would allow, 
Paddington wasn’t taking any more chances than he could 
help.

“Mind you,” said Mr Brown, later that evening when 
Mrs Bird came in with the bedtime snack, “I still can’t 
understand what it was we saw on the screen. It was very 
strange.”

“It was probably some kind of interference,” said Mrs 
Bird gravely. “I don’t suppose it’ll happen again, do you, 
Paddington?”
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As she spoke several pairs of eyes turned in Padding
ton’s direction but most of his face was carefully hidden 
behind a large mug and very wisely he only nodded his 
agreement. Not that he was having to pretend he felt tired 
for in fact it was only the cocoa steam that was keeping 
his eyelids open at all. Nevertheless, there was something 
about the way his whiskers were poking out on either side 
of the mug that suggested Mrs Bird had hit the nail on the 
head and that as far as the Brown family were concerned 
there was one kind of interference they weren’t likely to 
get on their television again in a hurry.

N o t e s

wake with a start — start here means a sudden movement 
caused by fear, surprise, pain, etc.

E. g. 1. He looked up with a start when Bill tapped 
him on the shoulder. 2. The boy sprang up 
with a start. 3. The girl jumped up with a 
start when she heard a loud knock on the door.

no matter how much he tried — in spite of the effort he 
had used

E. g. 1. No matter how much he tried the door 
wouldn’t open. 2. I couldn’t get in touch with 
him no matter how much I tried. 3. No matter 
how much you try you’ll never repair the record- 
player. You know nothing about them. Let me 
have a go.

prove to be somebodt/s undoing — lead to his downfall; 
bring to grief

E. g. 1. The Suez Canal crisis proved to be Anthony 
Eden’s undoing. 2. He thought nothing could 
prove to be his undoing, but in this he was 
wrong. 3. This is a dirty trick, Bill. I ’m sure 
it will prove to be your undoing. 4. His getting 
involved with this girl might prove to be his 
undoing.

(sit) bolt upright — quite straight; as straight as a bolt
E.g .  1. You needn’t stand bolt upright, sit down 

and listen to what I ’m going to tell you. 2. 
When the director entered the room Jack was
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standing bolt upright with an expectant ex
pression on his face.

pluck up one's courage — take courage; make an effort 
to be bold; summon up courage

N o t e .  Not used in the passive.

E. g. 1. The boy had to pluck up all his courage 
before he entered the Headmaster’s room. 
2. After a good deal of hesitation he at last 
plucked up courage to take what he knew would 
be an unpopular course. 3. Though frightened by 
the shots from the fort the enemy began to pluck 
up courage after some while and started 
clambering the wall. 4. You must pluck up 
your courage and tell him he is wrong.

push something heme (home — adv.) — so as to fit in 
the right place, as ‘to drive a nail home’. ‘To drive the 
point home’ — to explain something well and so as to 
leave no room for misunderstanding.

E .g .  1. The jailer slipped the bar home and left.
2. The bullet went home (попала в цель).
3. The manager told him to be more punctual 
and the point obviously went home because 
the next day he came on time. 4. The fact that 
he had no chance of getting the job was driven 
home to him when the chairman of the selection 
committee told him privately that he was a 
totally unsuitable candidate.

pick on something — here ‘to choose’; when used in 
reference to a person the phrase generally means ‘to single 
out’, esp. for anything unpleasant; ‘to nag a t’; ‘to carp a t’'

E. g. 1. I offered him a peach and he would pick on 
the ripest one. 2. There was one particular 
boy in the class whom the teacher didn’t like 
and she was always picking on him by asking 
him difficult questions and behaving unpleas
antly towards him. 3. I was nowhere near 
at the time. So why pick on me? Someone else 
must have rung your front door bell.

go to the top (fig. use) — appeal to those in authority
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E. g. 1. If you want satisfaction you’ll have to go 
to the top. 2. I t ’s no use asking his assistant, 
go straight to the top. 3. This is the law, 
i t ’s no good going to the top.

give (somebody) a lot of trouble — here trouble means 
extra work; inconvenience’

E. g. 1. Would you like a cup of tea? — Yes, please, 
if it will not give you a lot of trouble. 2. Our 
daughter gave us a lot of trouble with her new 

, school uniform, as the dress needed taking 
in in the waist and shortening in the sleeves. 
3. With this new puppy of yours all of us will 
have a lot of trouble, he’s so mischievous.

off hand — without preparation or previous thoughts 
E .g .  1. I ’m afraid I can’t tell you his telephone 

number off hand. 2. As to the recipe of the 
trifle I can give it to you off hand. 3. I can’t 
remember .the date off hand.

not to be outdone — not wishing to let someone do better 
than he himself had done; to outdo — do more or better 
than

E .g .  1. Mrs Jones bought three begonias and put 
them in her front window. Not to be outdone 
Mrs Smith next door bought five. 2. The depart
ment of Russian at Leeds University has hired 
a native speaker of Russian. Not to be outdone 
the department of Russian at Hull University 
is going to hire three.

catch somebody red-handed — catch in the very act; be 
caught in the act of committing a crime

E. g. 1. How did the police find out who stole the 
money? — They caught the thief red-handed. 
2. The boys were caught red-handed when 
smoking in the cloak-room. 3. Jim  managed 
never to get caught red-handed when stealing 
apples.

watch out — here ‘be careful’
E.g .  1. Watch out, there’s a car coming. 2. Watch 

out, that knife’s very sharp. 3. Watch out, 
there’s a snake in the grass.
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taking things all round — taking everything into con
sideration

E. g. 1. I t’s not a bad flat taking things all round. 
2. He’s not a bad chap taking things all round 
though he is a bit hot-tempered. 3. He passed 
all his examinations pretty well taking things 
all round.

lose all account of (the time) — not to pay attention 
how much time passed; also ‘all sense of time’

E. g. 1. The article was so interesting that he lost 
all account of the time and sat there without 
looking up until he had finished it. 2. He lost 
all account of the time sitting there, dazed 
and shaken.

keep a firm hand on something — keep or exercise con
trol over something or somebody

E .g .  1. The company was very well organized be
cause the managing director kept a firm hand 
on his employees and their activities at work. 
2. The President kept a firm hand on all affairs 
of state. 3. The government seems to be taking 
a firm hand on the situation. 4. He’s a very 
obstinate child, you’ve got to keep a firm hand 
on him.

otherwise you might not be here to tell the tale — the im
plication being that you might be dead by then (as a result 
of...)

E .g .  1. If the driver hadn’t stopped in time you 
wouldn’t be here to tell the tale. 2. If the 
bomb had exploded you wouldn’t be here lo 
tell the tale. 3. If it hadn’t been for Bob who 
came to your rescue you might not be here to 
tell the tale.

hit the nail on the head — reach the right conclusion; 
guess right; say or do exactly the right thing

E.g .  1. The doctor hit the nail on the head when 
he told the woman who had come to him six 
times in three weeks complaining of pains 
in her liver, kidneys, lungs and heart that
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she was probably a hypochondriac. 2. That last 
observation of yours has hit the nail on the 
head.

Comments

rut-price grocer — a grocer who sells things more 
cheaply than the normal price to attract more customers and 
so make, he hopes, a bigger profit

suet pudding — a very filling pudding made with flour 
and suet (нутряной жир) sometimes filled with fruit

undesirables — here ‘suspicious characters’
alert (n.) — сигнал тревоги
officer — a normal way of addressing an ordinary 

policeman (a constable)
Tip Top Tellys -r- imaginary name of a television repair 

firm
crumbs — school slang (obsolete)
Least said, soonest mended — a saying which means 

if one wishes to heal a quarrel, the best course is to stop 
speaking about the point at issue’; more words may only 
make matters worse, or aggravate the situation



The weather changed. It began to get colder. The leaves 
fell from the trees and it became dark very early in the 
evenings. Jonathan and Judy went back to sclTool and 
Paddington was left on his own for much of the day.

But one morning, towards the end of October, a letter 
arrived with his name on the envelope. It was marked 
“Urgent” and “Strictly Personal” and it was in Jonathan’s 
writing. Paddington didn’t get many letters, only an 
occasional picture postcard from his Aunt Lucy in Peru, 
so it was all the more exciting.

In some ways it was a rather mysterious letter and 
Paddington couldn’t make head or tail of it. In it Jonathan 
asked him to collect all ;the dry leaves he could find and 
sweep them into a pile ready for when he came home 
in a few days’ time. Paddington puzzled about it for a long 
time, and in the end he decided to consult his friend Mr 
Gruber on the subject. Mr Gruber knew about most things, 
and even if he couldn’t tell the answer to a question straight 
away, he had a huge library of books in his antique shop 
and knew just where to look. He and Paddington often 
had a long chat about things in general over their morning 
cocoa, and Mr Gruber liked nothing better than to help 
Paddington with his problems.

“A problem shared is a problem halved, Mr Brown,” 
he was fond of saying. “And I must say, that since you came 
to live in the district I ’ve never been short of things to 
look up.”

As soon as he had finished his breakfast, Paddington 
put on his scarf and duffle coat, collected the morning 
shopping list from Mrs Bird, and set off with his basket 
on wheels towards the shops in the Portobello Road.

Paddington enjoyed shopping. He was a popular bear 
with the street traders in the market, even though he usual
ly struck a hard bargain. He always compared the prices 
on the various stalls very carefully before actually buying 
anything. Mrs Bird said he made the housekeeping money 

•go twice as far as anyone else.
It was even colder outside than Paddington had expect

ed, and when he stopped to look in a newsagent’s on the 
way, his breath made the bottom of the window quite 
cloudy. Paddington was a polite bear, and when he saw

PADDINGTON AND THE BONFIRE

118



the shopkeeper glaring at h im through the door he care
fully rubbed the steamy part with his paw in case anyone 
else'wanted to look in. As he did so he suddenly noticed 
that the inside of the window had changed since he’d 
last passed that way.

Before, it had been full of chocolate and sweets. Now 
they were all gone and in their place was a very ragged- 
looking dummy sitting on top of a pile of logs. It held 
a notice in its hand which said:

REMEMBER, REMEMBER, THE FIFTH OF NOVEMBER, 

GUNPOWDER, TREASON AND PLOT.

And underneath that was an even larger notice saying: 
GET YOUR FIREWORKS HERE1

Paddington studied it all carefully for a few moments 
and then hurried on to Mr Gruber’s, pausing only to pick 
up his morning supply of buns at the bakery, where he 
had a standing order.

Now that the cold weather had set in, Mr Gruber no 
longer sat on the pavement in front of his shop in the 
morning. Instead, he had arranged a sofa by the stove 
in the back of the shop. It was a cosy corner, surrounded 
by books, but Paddington didn’t like it quite so much as 
being outside. For one thing, the sofa was an old one and 
some of the horsehairs poked through, but he quickly 
forgot about this as he handed Mr Gruber his share of 
buns and began telling him of the morning’s happenings.

“Gunpowder, treason and plot?” said Mr Gruber as he 
handed Paddington a large mug of steaming cocoa. “Why, 
th a t’s to do with Guy Fawkes’ day.”

He smiled apologetically and rubbed the steam from 
his glasses when he saw that Paddington still looked puz
zled.

“I always forget, Mr Brown,” he said, “that you come 
from Darkest Peru. I don’t suppose you know about Guy 
Fawkes.”

Paddington wiped the cocoa from his whiskers with 
the back of his paw in case it left a stain and shook his 
head.

“Well,” continued Mr Gruber. “I expect you’ve seen 
fireworks before. I seem to remember when I was in South
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America many years ago they always had them on fete 
days.”

Paddington nodded. Now that Mr Gruber mentioned it, 
he did remember his Aunt Lucy taking him to a firework 
display. Although he’d .only been very small at. the time 
he had enjoyed it very much.

“We only have fireworks once a year here,” said Mr 
Gruber. “On November the Fifth.” And then he went on to 
tell Paddington all about the plot to blow up the Houses 
of Parliament many years ago, and how its discovery at 
the last moment had been celebrated ever since by the burn
ing of bonfires and letting off of fireworks.

Mr Gruber was very good at explaining things and 
Paddington thanked him. when he had finished.

Mr Gruber sighed and a far away look came into his 
eyes. “I t’s a long time since I had any fireworks of my own, 
Mr Brown,” he said. “A very long time indeed.” ,

“Well, Mr Gruber,” said Paddington, importantly. 
“I think we’re going to have a display .You must come to ours.”

Mr Gruber looked so pleased at being invited that 
Paddington hurried off at once to finish his shopping. He 
was anxious to get back to the newsagent’s quickly so 
that he could investigate the fireworks properly.

When he entered the shop the man looked at him doubt
fully over the top of the counter. “Fireworks?” he said. 
“I’m not sure that ,I’m supposed to serve young bears 
with fireworks.”

Paddington gave him a hard stare. “In Darkest Peru,” 
he said, remembering all that Mr Gruber had told him, 
“we had fireworks every fete day.”

“I daresay,” said themari. “But this isn’t Darkest Peru — 
nor nothing like it. What do you want — bangers or the 
other sort?”

. “I think I ’d like to try some you can hold in the paw 
for a start,” said Paddington.

The man hesitated. “All right,” he said. “I’ll let you 
have a packet of best sparklers. But if you singe your 
whiskers don’t come running to me grumbling and wanting 
your money back.”

Paddington promised he would be very careful and 
was soon hurrying back up the road towards the Browns’ 
house. As he rounded the last corner he bumped into 
a small boy wheeling a pram.
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The boy held out a cap containing several coppers and 
touched his hat respectfully. “Penny for the Guy, sir."

“Thank you very much,” said Paddington, taking a 
penny out of the cap. “It’s very kind of you.”

“Oi!” said the boy as Paddington turned to go. “Oil 
You’re supposed to give me a penny — not take one your
self.”

Paddington stared at him. “Give you a penny?” he said, 
hardly able to believe his ears. “What for?”

“For the Guy, of course,” said the boy. “That’s what I 
said — a penny for the Guy!” He pointed to the pram and 
Paddington noticed for the first time that there was a 
figure inside it. It was dressed in an old suit and wearing 
a mask. It looked just like the one he’d seen in the shop 
window earlier that morning,.

Paddington was so surprised that he had undone his 
suitcase and placed a penny in the boy’s hat before he 
really knew what he was doing.

“If you don’t like giving a penny for the Guy,” said 
the small boy as he turned to go, “why don’t you get one 
of your own? All you need is an old suit and a bit of 
straw.”

Paddington was very thoughtful as he made his way 
home. He even almost forgot to ask for a second helping 
at lunch.

“I do hope he hasn’t hit oh another of his ideas,” said 
Mrs Brown, as Paddington asked to be excused and disap
peared into the garden. “It’s most unlike him to have to be 
reminded about things like that. Especially when it’s 
stew. He’s usually so fond of dumplings.”

“I expect it is an Idea,” said Mrs Bird, ominously. 
“I know the signs.”

“Well, 1 expect the fresh air will do him good,” said 
Mrs Brown, looking out of the window. “And it’s very 
good of him to offer to sweep up all the leaves. The garden’s 
in such a mess.”

“It’s November,” said Mrs Bird. “Guy Fawkes!”
“Oh!” said Mrs Brown. “Oh dear!”
For the next hour Paddington enjoyed himself in the 

garden with Mrs Bird’s dustpan and brush. The Browns 
had a number of trees and very soon he had a large pile 
of leaves, almost twice his own height, in the middle of 
the cabbage patch. It was while he was sitting down for
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a rest in the middle of a flower bed that he felt someone 
watching him.

He looked up to see Mr Curry, eyeing him suspiciously 
over the fence.

“What are you doing, bear?” he growled at Paddington. 
“I hope you’re not thinking of setting light to all those 
leaves.”

“Oh, no,” said Paddington. “I t’s for Guy Fawkes.”
“Fireworks!” said Mr Curry, grumpily. “Nasty things. 

Banging away and frightening people.”
Paddington, who had been toying with the idea of 

trying out one of his sparklers, hastily hid the packet 
behind his back. “Aren’t you having any fireworks then, 
Mr Curry?” he asked, politely.

“Fireworks?” Mr Curry looked at Paddington with 
distaste. “Me? I can’t afford them, bear. Waste of money. 
And w hat’s more, if I get any coming over in my garden 
I shall report the whole m atter to the police!”

Paddington felt very glad he hadn’t tested his sparkler.
“Mind you, bear” — a sly gleam came into Mr Curry’s 

eye and he looked round carefully to make sure no one else 
was listening — “if anyone likes to invite me to their 
firework display, tha t’s a different matter.” He signalled 
Paddington over to the fence and began whispering in 
his ear. As Paddington listened his face got longer and 
longer and his whiskers began to sag.

“I think i t ’s disgraceful,” said Mrs Bird later on that 
day when she heard that Mr Curry had invited himself 
to the firework party .“Frightening a young bear like that 
with talk of police and such like. Just because he’s too mean 
to buy his own fireworks. I t ’s a good job he didn’t say 
it to me — I ’d haVe told him a thing or two!”

“Poor Paddington,” said Mrs Brown. “He looked most 
upset. Where is he now?”

“I don’t know,” said Mrs Bird. “He’s gone off somewhere 
looking for some straw. I expect i t’s to do with his bonfire.”

■ She returned to the subject of Mr Curry. “When I think 
of all the errands that young bear’s run for him — wearing 
his paws to the bone — just because he’s too lazy to go 
himself.”

“He does take advantage of people,” said Mrs Brown. 
“Why, he even left his old suit on the porch this morning 
to be collected by our laundry for cleaning.”
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“Did he?” exclaimed Mrs Bird, grimly. “Well, we4l 
soon see about thatT She hurried out to the front door and 
then called out to Mrs Brown. “You did say the porch?”

“That’s right,” replied Mrs Brown. “In the corner.”
“I t’s not there now,” called Mrs Bird. “Someone must 

have taken it away.”
“That’s very strange,” said Mrs Brown. “I didn’t hear 

anyone knock. And the laundryman hasn’t been yet. How 
very odd.”

“I t’ll serve him right,” said Mrs Bird, as she returned 
to the kitchen, “if someone’s taken it. That’ll teach him 
a lesson!” In spite of her stern appearance, Mrs Bird was 
a kindly soul at heart, but she became very cross when 
people took advantage of others, especially Paddington.

“Oh well,” said Mrs Brown. “I expect i t ’ll sort itself 
out. I must try and remember to ask Paddington if he’s 
seen it when he comes in.”

As it happened Paddington was gone for quite a long 
time, so that when he did finally return, Mrs Brown had 
forgotten all about the matter. It had been dark for some 
time when he let himself into the garden by the back way. 
He pushed his basket up the path until he reached Mr 
Brown’s shed, and then, after a struggle, managed to 
lift a large object out of the basket, and place it in a corner 
behind the lawn-mower. There was also a small cardboard 
box marked gi f a w k s , which rattled when he shook it.

Paddington shut the door of the shed, carefully hid 
the cardboard box underneath his hat in the bottom of the 
basket, and then crept quietly out of the garden and round 
to the front door. He felt pleased with himself. It had 
been a very good evening’s work indeed — much better 
than he had expected — and that night, before he went 
to sleep, he spent a long time writing a letter to Jonathan, 
in which he told him all about it.

“Gosh, Paddington,” exclaimed Jonathan, several days 
later, when they were getting ready for the display. “What 
a super lot of fireworks!” He peered into the cardboard 
box, which was full almost to the brim. “I ’ve never seen 
so many.”

“Honestly, Paddington,” said Judy, admiringly. “Anyone 
would think you’d been collecting in the street or some
thing.”

123



Paddington waved a paw vaguely through the air and 
exchanged a knowing glance with Jonathan. But before 
he had time to explain things to Judy, Mr Brown entered 
the room.

He was dressed in an overcoat and gumboots and he 
was carrying a lighted candle. “Right,” he said. “Are we 
all ready? Mr Gruber’s waiting in the hall and Mrs Bird’s 
got the chairs all ready on the veranda.” Mr Brown looked 
as eager as anyone to start the firework display and he 
eyed Paddington’s box enviously.

“I vote,” he said, holding up his hand for silence when 
they were all outside in the garden, “that as this is Padding
ton’s first November the Fifth, we let him set off the first 
firework.”

“Hear! Hear!” applauded Mr Gruber. “What sort would 
you like, Mr Brown?”

Paddington looked thoughtfully at the box. There were 
so many different shapes and sizes it was difficult to decide. 
“I think I ’ll have one of those you can hold in the paw 
first,” he said. “I think I’ll have a sparkler.”

“Dull things, sparklers,” said Mr Curry, who was sitting 
in the best chair helping himself to some marmalade 
sandwiches.

“If Paddington wants a sparkler, he shall have one,” 
said Mrs Bird, giving Mr Curry a freezing look.

Mr Brown handed Paddington the candle, taking care 
not to let the hot fat drip on to his fur, and there was a round 
of applause as the sparkler burst into life. Paddington 
waved it over his head several times and there was another 
round of applause as he moved it up and down to spell 
out the letters P-A-D-I-N-G-T-U-N.

“Very effective,” said Mr Gruber.
“But tha t’s not how you spell Paddington,'’ grumbled 

Mr Curry, his mouth full of sandwich.
“I t’s how /  spell it,” said Paddington. He gave Mr Curry 

one of his special hard stares, but unfortunately it was dark 
and so the full effect was lost.

“How about lighting the bonfire?” said Mr Brown 
hurriedly. “Then we can all see what we’re doing.” There 
was a crackle from the dried leaves as he bent down to apply 
the match.

“That’s better,” said Mr Curry, rubbing his hands 
together. “I find it rather draughty on this veranda of
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yours. T think Г11 let off a few more fireworks if there are 
no more sandwiches left.” He looked across at Mrs Bird.

“There aren’t,” said Mrs Bird. “You’ve just had the 
last one. Honestly,” she continued, as Mr Curry moved 
away and began rummaging in Paddington’s box. “The 
cheek of some people. And he never even brought so much 
as a Catherine Wheel himself.”

“He does spoil things,” said Mrs Brown, “Everyone’s 
been looking forward to this evening. I’ve a good mind...” 
Whatever Mrs Brown had been about to say was lost as 
there came a cry from the direction of the garden shed.

“Crikey, Paddington,” shouted Jonathan. “Why ever 
didn’t you tell us?”

“Tell us what?” asked Mr Brown, trying to divide his 
attention between a Roman Candle which had just fizzled 
out and the mysterious object which Jonathan was dragging 
from the shed.

ч “I t’s a Guy!” shouted Judy with delight.
“It’s a super one too!” exclaimed Jonathan. “It looks 

just like a real person. Is it yours, Paddington?”
“Well,” said Paddington, “yes ... and no.” He looked 

rather worried. In the excitement he had quite forgotten 
about the Guy which he’d used when he’d collected the 
money for the fireworks. He wasn’t at all sure he wanted 
the others to know about it in case too many questions 
were asked.

“A Guy?” said Mr Curry. “Then it had better go on the 
bonfire,” He peered at it through the smoke. For some odd 
reason there was a familiar look about it which he couldn’t 
quite place.

“Oh, no,” said Paddington, hurriedly. “I don’t think 
you’d better do that. I t’s not really for burning.”

“Nonsense, bear,” said Mr Curry. “I can see you don’t 
know much about Guy Fawkes’ night. Guys are always 
burned.” He pushed the others on one side and with the 
help of Mr Brown’s garden rake placed the Guy on top of 
the bonfire.

“Therel” he exclaimed, as he stood back rubbing his 
hands. “That’s better. That’s what I call a bonfire.”

Mr Brown removed his glasses, polished them, and 
then looked hard at the bonfire. He didn’t recognize the 
suit the Guy was wearing and he was glad to see it wasn’t 
one of his. All the same, he had a nasty feeling at the back

125



of his mind. “It ... it seems a very well dressed sort of 
Guy,” he remarked.

Mr Curry started and then stepped forward to take 
a closer look. Now that the bonfire was well and truly 
alight it was easier to see. The trousers were blazing mer
rily and the jacket had just started to smoulder. His eyes 
nearly popped out and he pointed a trembling finger to
wards the flames.

“That’s my suitl” he roared. “My suit! The one you were 
supposed to send to the cleaners!”

“What!” exclaimed Mr Brown. Everyone turned to 
look at Paddington.

Paddington was as surprised as the others. It was the 
first he had heard of Mr Curry’s suit. “I found it on the 
doorstep,” he said. “I thought it had been put out for the 
rummage sale . . . ”

“The rummage sale?' cried Mr Curry, almost beside 
himself with rage. “The rummage sale? My best suit! I ’ll... 
ГИ...” Mr Curry was spluttering so much he couldn’t 
think of anything to say. But Mrs Bird could.

“To start with,” she said, “It wasn’t your best suit. 
I t’s been sent to the cleaners at least six times to my knowl

edge. And I’m quite sure 
Paddington didn’t know it 
was yours. In any case,” 
she finished triumphantly, 
“who was it insisted it 
should go on the bonfire in 
the first place?”

Mr Brown tried hard not 
to laugh, and then he caught 
Mr Gruber’s eye looking at 
him over the top of his 
handkerchief. “You did, you 
know,” he spluttered. “You 
said put it on the bonfire. 
And Paddington tried to 
stop you!”

Mr Curry struggled hard 
for a moment as he looked 
from one to the other. But 
he knew when he was beat
en. He gave one final glare



all round the party and 
thea slammed the door 
behind him.

“Well,” chuckled Mr 
Gruber, “I must say that 
when young Mr Brown’s 
around there’s never a 
dull moment!” He felt 
underneath his chair and 
brought out a cardboard 
box. “Now I vote we get 
on with the display. And 
just in case we run out of 
fireworks — I ’ve brought 
a few more along.”

“You know, i t ’s funny 
you should say that,” said 
Mr Brown, feeling under 
his chair. “But I have 
some as well!”

Afterwards everyone 
in the neighbourhood vot
ed it was the best fire
work display they had 
seen for many a year.
Quite a number of people 
turned up to watch, and even Mr Curry was seen peeping 
from behind his curtains on several occasions.

And as Paddington lifted a tired paw and waved the 
last sparkler in the air to spell out the words T-H-E E-N-D, 
everyone agreed they had never seen such a successful 
bonfire before or such a well-dressed Guy. .

N o t e s

strike a hard bargain — succeed in coming to an agree
ment which is favourable to oneself; to make a bargain 
without making concessions to the other side

E. g. 1. The trade mission was able to bargain 
because the conditions on the world market 
were favourable. 2. It was obvious from the 
start that unless their representatives man-
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aged to strike a hard bargain, there would 
be no agreement (no agreement would be 
signed).

make something go twice as far (he made the housekeeping 
money go twice as far as anyone else) — to be able to 
buy twice the amount of goods than one would usually on 
a certain sum of money; to be ablfe to make something last 
twice as long

E. g .  1. This way you’re wasting too much cloth.
If you place your pattern like this, you’ll 
make it go twice as far. 2. He’s a good manager. 
He makes the funds go twice as far as anyone 
before him.

a standing order — an order placed with a shop, or a 
firm for supplies received regularly

E. g. 1. I have a standing order at Dillon’s Univer
sity book-shop. Whenever anything worth 
while comes in, they put it aside for me. 2. It 
would be convenient for you if you had a 
standing order with us. Then we could send 
you ice regularly twice a week.

I dare sag — that may be so; no doubt; it is my firm > 
belief ...

E. g .  1. Father’s not going to like you giving up 
your music lessons. — I dare say, but 1 feel 
they’re a complete waste of time. I just haven’t 
got what it takes to become a musician. 2. If 
we go to the seaside L dare say it will rain, 
and if we stay at home it will no doubt be 
fine.

for a start — to begin with; used when one is outlining 
one’s plans (also used in a slightly “misplaced” way to 
mean ‘for one thing’)

E.g' '  l Here’s the menu. W hat’re you going to 
have? — Well, I think I’ll have tomato soup 
for a start and perhaps steak and kidney pie 
to follow. 2. Where are you off to now? — 
Well, for a start to the newsagent’s, and then 
to see Roland.
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don’t come running to me — don’t come to me for sym
pathy, help, etc., because you have been warned

E. g. 1. You’re not to go out in this weather. You’ve 
just got over the ’flu.-— Oh, I ’ll be all right, 
Mother. — Well, don’t come running to me 
if there’s something wrong with you again. 
2. You shouldn’t have the apparatus working 
for so many hours without letting it cool 
off. Don’t come running to me if the transform
er goes again.

. make one's way (home, e tc .)— walk, ride, drive, etc. 
towards a desired point; to manage to arrive at one’s 
destination

E. g. 1. The roads were crammed with Sunday traf
fic, and we made our way but slowly towards 
the city. 2. I was making my way to the factory 
when I Heard cries for help coming from the 
direction of the canal.

hit on an idea — think of a solution, have a sudden 
happy thought

E. g. 1. It was the young engineer who hit on the 
idea. We’ve had hardly any rejects since we’ve 
been using the appliance. 2. They say Isaac 
Newton hit on the idea quite by chance.

toy with an idea — consider an idea, turn it over in 
one’s mind

E. g. 1. Do you think we’ll be able to use the new 
plastic in our production process? — We might. 
Anyway, I ’ve been toying with the idea. 
2. I ’ve been toying with the idea of appointing 
you to investigate the circumstances of the 
crime. 3. Father’s been toying with the idea 
of getting a car, but we’re not very keen.

tell somebody a thing or two — tell a person about one’s 
disapproval of his behaviour, or the state of things with 
which the person is connected

E. g. 1. If he persists in poking his nose into things 
which don’t concern him, I ’ll tell him a thing 
or two. 2. She’s very naive. She wants to be
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told a thing or two about how things really 
stand.

run errands for someone — be sent to convey Messages 
or perform small tasks or fetch things

E. g. 1. I remember the old doctor very well. 
I used to run errands for him when I was 
a child. 2. I ’m not an errand boy to run errands 
for you, Peter.

wear (more usual work) one's fingers/hands to the bone — 
work very hard. The phrase is often used jokingly.

E. g. 1. Here’s me working my fingers to the bone 
for you, and all you can say is that some day 
I ’ll make a good cook! 2. Her husband was 
killed during the war. She worked her hands 
to the bone bringing up the three children. 
Mind you, she’s got her reward. They’re fine 
youngsters, upright, honest, hardworking.

take advantage of somebody (or something) — avail one
self of an opportunity; to make undue use of an advantage 
over somebody; to exploit someone’s weakness, generosity

E. g. 1. But why didn’t you come to us for help? 
— Well, I thought we were already taking too 
much advantage of you, what with getting 
granny to hospital in your car and asking you 
to look after the baby. 2. You should take 
advantage of the fine weather and cut the 
grass on the lawn. They’re forecasting rain 
again next week.

I t’ll serve him right — he will get no worse than he 
deserves

E. g. 1. You haven’t exactly been overstraining 
yourself, have you? I t’ll serve you right if 
you fail your exam. 2. I think I ’ve lost the 
library book, Mother. — Well, it’ll serve you 
right if they make you pay double for it. You 
should take better care of your books.

i t’ll sort itself out — it is useless to worry, it will correct 
itself

E. g. 1. We’re in a mess just now, what with mov
ing into the new flat and Peter not being able
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to help because of his illness. But i t ’ll sort 
itself out. 2. Dqn’t worry, i t’ll sort itself out. 
I t ’s a misunderstanding, nothing more.

a kindly soul at heart — the phrase is used mainly of 
women or old men who are kind by nature blit may not 
show it outwardly

E. g. 1. The old lady appears to be very strict, 
but she’s a kindly soul at heart. 2. I think 
you ought to tell Mrs M. about your troubles. 
She’s a kindly soul at heart and will gladly 
help you. ‘

'let oneself in — enter a house, a garden, etc. by open
ing the door, gate, etc. yourself

E. g. 1. He had a latchkey, so he let himself into 
the house quietly, without disturbing anyone. 
2. The key will be under the door-mat. Let 
yourself in when you come. And don’t wait 
up for us. We may be late.

the cheek of some people — the phrase expresses indig
nation at the impudence of a person

E. g. Mr Curry’s asked me to take in his laundry 
again. — The cheek of some people! He’s 
always taking advantage of you.

divide one’s attention between one thing and another 
(one person and another)

E. g. 1. The old lady divided her attention equally 
between the two children, but in her heart 
she much preferred the younger boy. 2. Tell 
me about it later, will you? I can’t divide my 
attention between listening to the news and 
to you.

not to be able to place (somebody or something) — to be 
unable to identify a person, or a thing

E. g. 1. Who’s that young man over there? He seems 
familiar, but I can’t place him. 2. I ’m sure 
I ’ve seen that car about, but I don’t seem to 
be able to place it.

there — interjection used to show that the speaker is 
right in something he has said or prophesied or anticipat
ed; often pronounced in a tone of triumph
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E. g. 1. There! Now the fuse’s gone. I told you not 
to play about with that contraption. 2. There! 
I t’s raining again. I said it would.

there’s never a dull moment — the phrase is used to de
scribe the effect of a person, or persons, on the mood of 
those in whose company they are; or to describe the atmos
phere prevailing in a certain family, a place, etc. Often 
used ironically.

E. g. 1. There’s never a dull moment when John’s 
at home. He’s a w itty devil. 2. They’re a nice 
lot, the people I work with. Never a dull 
moment.



Paddington stood on the front door step of number thirty- 
two Windsor Gardens and sniffed the morning air. He 
peered out through the gap between his duffle coat hood 
and a brightly coloured scarf which was wound tightly 
about his neck.

On the little that could be seen of his face behind some 
unusually white-looking whiskers there was a mixture of 
surprise and excitement as he took in the sight which met 
his eyes.

Overnight a great change had come over the weather. 
Whereas the day before had been mild, almost springlike 
for early January, now everything was covered by a thick 
white blanket of snow which reached almost to the top 
of his Wellington boots.

Not a sound disturbed the morning air. Apart from the 
clatter of breakfast things in the kitchen, where Mrs Brown 
and Mrs Bird were busy washing-up, the only sign that 
he wasn’t alone in the world came from a row of milk bottle 
tops poking through' the snow on the step and a long trail 
of footprints where the postman had been earlier that day.

Paddington liked snow, but as he gazed at the view in 
the street outside he almost agreed with Mrs Bird that it 
was possible to have too much of a good thing. Since he’d 
been living with the Brown family there had been several 
of Mrs Bird’s “cold snaps,” but he couldn’t remember ever 
seeing one before in which the snow had settled quite so 
deep and crisp and evenly.

All the same, Paddington wasn’t the sort of bear to 
waste a good opportunity and a moment or so later he 
closed the door behind him and made his way down the 
side of the house as quickly as he could in order to investi
gate the matter. Apart from the prospect of playing snow
balls he was particularly anxious to test his new Welling
tons which had been standing in his bedroom waiting for 
just such a moment ever since Mrs Brown had given them 
to him at Christmas.

After he reached Mr Brown’s cabbage patch Paddington 
busied himself scooping the snow up with his paws and 
rolling it into firm round balls which he threw at the 
clothes post. But after several of thelarger ones narrowly mis
sed hitting the next-door green-house insfead, he hastily
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turned his attention to the more important task of build
ing a snowman and gradually peace returned once again 
to Windsor Gardens.

It was some while later, just as he was adding the fin
ishing touches to the snowman’s head with some old 
lemonade bottle tops, that the quiet was suddenly shat
tered by the sound of a nearby window being flung open.

“Bear!” came a loud voice. “Is that you, bear?”
Paddington jumped in alarm as he lifted his duffle 

coat hood and caught sight of the Browns’ next door neigh
bour leaning out of his bedroom window. Mr Curry was 
dressed in pyjamas and a dressing gown and half of his 
face seemed to be hidden behind a large white handker
chief.

“I’ve finished throwing snowballs, Mr Curry,” explained 
Paddington hastily. “I’m making a snowman instead.”

To' his surprise Mr Curry looked unusually friendly 
as he lifted the handkerchief from his face. “That’s all 
right, bear,” he called in a mild tone of voice. “I wasn’t 
grumbling. I just wondered if you would care to do me 
a small favour and earn yourself sixpence bun money into 
the bargain.”
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“I ’ve caught a nasty cold in my dose,” he continued, as 
Paddington climbed up on a box and .peered over the 
fence.

“A cold in your dose, Mr Curry,” repeated Paddington, 
looking most surprised. He had never heard of anyone hav
ing a cold in their dose before and he stared up at the win
dow with interest.

Mr Curry took a deep breath. “Not dose,” he said, swal
lowing hard and making a great effort. “Dnose. And as if 
that isn’t enough, my system is frozen.”

Paddington became more and more upset as he listened 
to Mr Curry and he nearly fell off his box with alarm at 
the last piece of information. “Your system’s frozen!” he 
exclaimed. “I’ll ask Mrs Bird to send for Doctor MacAnd- 
rew.”

Mr Curry snorted. “I don’t want a doctor, bear,” he 
said crossly. “I want a plumber. I t ’s not my own pipes that 
are frozen. I t ’s the water pipes. There isn’t even enough 
left in the tank to fill my hot-water bottle.”

Paddington looked slightly disappointed as a heavy 
object wrapped in a piece of paper landed at his feet.

“That’s my front door key,” explained Mr Curry. 
“I want you to take it along to Mr James, the odd job man. 
Tell him he’s to come at once. I shall be in bed but he can



let himself in. And tell him not to make*too much noise — 
I may be asleep. And no hanging about round the bun shop 
on the way otherwise you won’t get your sixpence.”

With that Mr Curry blew his nose violently several 
times and slammed his window shut.

Mr Curry was well known in the neighbourhood for 
his meanness. He had a habit of promising people a reward 
for running his errands but somehow whenever the time 
for payment arrived he was never to be found. Paddington 
had a nasty feeling in the back of his mind that this was 
going to be one of those occasions and he stood staring 
up at the empty window for some moments before he 
turned and made his way slowly in the direction of Mr 
James’s house.

“Curry!” exclaimed Mr James, as he stood in his door
way and stared tiown at Paddington. “Did you say Curry?” 

“That’s right, Mr James,” said Paddington, raising 
his duffle coat hood politely. “His system’s frozen and 
he can’t even fill his hot-water bottle.”

“Hard luck,” said the odd job man unsympathetically. 
“I ’m having enough trouble with me own pipes this morn
ing let alone that there Mr Curry’s. Besides, I know him 
and his little jobs. He hasn’t paid me yet for the last one 
I did — and that wa? six months ago. Tell him from me, 
I want to see the colour of his money before I do any
thing else and even then I ’ll have to think twice.”

Paddington looked most disappointed as he listened 
to Mr James. From the little he could remember of Mr Cur
ry ’s money it was usually a very dirty colour as if it had 
been kept under lock and key for a long time, and he felt 
sure Mr James would be even less keen on doing any jobs 
if he saw it.

“Tell you what,” said the odd job man, relenting slight
ly as he caught sight of the expression on Paddington’s 
face. “Hang on a tick. Seeing you’ve come a long'way in 
the snow I’ll see what I can do to oblige.”

Mr James disappeared from view only to return a mo
ment later carrying a large brown paper parcel. “I’m lend
ing Mr Curry a blowlamp,” he explained. “And I’ve slipped 
in a book on plumbing as well. He might find a few tips 
in it if he gets stuck.”

“A blowlamp!” exclaimed Paddington, his eyes growing 
larger and larger. “I don’t think he’ll like that very much.”
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“You can take it or leave it,” said Mr James. “I t’s all 
the same to me. But if you want my advice, bear, you’ll 
take it. This weather’s going to get a lot worse before it 
gets any better.”

So saying, Mr James bade a final good morning and 
closed his door firmly, leaving Paddington standing on 
the step with a very worried expression on his face as he 
stared down at the parcel in his paws.

Mr Curry didn’t have a very good temper at the best 
of times and the thought of waking him in order to hand 
over a blowlamp or even a book on plumbing, especially 
when he had a bad cold, filled him with alarm.

Paddington’s face grew longer and longer the more he 
thought about it but by the time he turned to make his 
way back to Windsor Gardens his whiskers were so well 
covered by flakes that only the closest passer-by would 
have noticed anything amiss.

Mrs Brown paused in her housework as a small figure 
hurried past the kitchen window. “I suppose,” she said with 
a sigh, “we can look forward to paw prints all over the 
house for the next few days.”

“If this weather keeps on that bear’ll have to watch 
more than his paws,” said Mrs Bird as she joined her. 
“He’ll have to mind his p’s and q’s as well.”

The Browns’ housekeeper held very strict views on 
the subject of dirty floors, particularly when they were the 
result of bears’ “goings on” in the snow, and she followed 
Paddington’s progress into Mr Brown’s garage with a dis
approving look.

“I think he must be helping out next door,” said Mrs 
Brown as Paddington came into view again clutching 
something beneath his duffle coat. “It sounds as if Mr Curry’s 
having trouble with his pipes.”

“I hope th a t’s all he’s having trouble with,” said 
Mrs Bird. “There’s been far too much hurrying about this 
morning for my liking.”

Mrs Bird was never very happy when Paddington helped 
out and several times she’d caught sight of him going 
past the kitchen window with what looked suspiciously 
like pieces of old piping sticking out of his duffle coat.

Even as she spoke a renewed burst of hammering came 
from the direction of Mr Curry’s bathroom and echoed round
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the space between the two houses. First there were one 
or two bangs, then a whole series which grew louder and 
louder, finally ending in a loud crash and a period 
of silence broken only by the steady hiss of a blow
lamp.

“If it sounds like that in here,” said Mrs Brown, “good
ness only knows what it must be like next door.”

“It isn’t what it sounds like,” replied Mrs Bird grimly, 
“it’s what it looks like that worries me.”

The Browns’ housekeeper left the window and began 
busying herself at the stove. Mrs Bird was a great believer 
in letting people get on with their own work and the ac
tivities of Mr Curry’s plumber were no concern of hers. All 
the same, had she waited a moment longer she might have 
changed her views on the matter, for at that moment the 
window of Mr Curry’s bathroom opened and a familiar look
ing hat followed by some equally familiar whiskers came 
into view.

From the expression on his face as he leant over the 
sill and peered at the ground far below it looked very much 
as if Paddington would have been the first to agree with 
Mrs Bird’s remarks on the subject.

Paddington was an optimistic bear at heart but as he 
clambered back down from the window and viewed Mr Cur
ry’s bathroom even he had to admit to himself that things 
were in a bit of a mess. In fact, taking things all round he 
was beginning to wish he’d never started on the job in 
the first place.

Apart from Mr James’s blowlamp and a large number of 
tools from Mr Brown’s garage, the floor was strewn with 
odd lengths of pipe, pieces of solder and several saucepans, 
not to mention a length of hosepipe which he’d brought 
up from the garden in case of an emergency.

But it wasn’t so much the general clutter that caused 
Paddington’s gloomy expression as the amount of water 
which lay everywhere. In fact, considering the pipes had 
been completely frozen when he’d started, he found it 
hard to understand where it had all come from. The only 
place in the whole of the bathroom where there wasn’t 
some kind of pool was in a corner by the washbasin where 
he’d placed one of his Wellington boots beneath a leaking 
pipe in the hope of getting enough water to fill Mr Curry’s 
hotwater bottle.
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Paddington was particularly anxious to fill the bottle 
before Mr Curry took it into his head to get up. Already 
there had been several signs of stirring from the direction 
of his bedroom and twice a loud voice had called out demand
ing to know what was going on. Both times Paddington had 
done his best to make a deep grunting noise like a plumber 
hard at work and each time Mr Curry’s voice had grown 
more suspicious.

Paddington „hastily began scooping water off the floor 
with his paw in order to help matters along, but as fast as 
he scooped the water up it soaked into his fur and ran back 
up his arm. Hopefully squeezing a few drops from his elbow 
into the Wellington boot Paddington gave a deep sigh and 
turned his attention to the book Mr James had lent 
him.

The book was called The Plumber's Mate by Bert Stilson, 
and although Paddington felt sure it was very good for any
one who wanted to fit pipes in their house for the first 
time there didn’t seem to be a great deal on what to do once 
they were in and frozen hard. Mr Stilson seemed to be un
usually lucky with the weather whenever he did a job, 
for in nearly all the photographs it was possible to see 
the sun shining through the open windows.

There was only one chapter on frozen pipes and in the 
picture that went with it Mr Stilson was shown wrapping 
them in towels soaked in boiling water. With no water to 
boil Paddington had tried holding Mr Curry’s one and only 
towel near the blowlamp in order to warm it, but after 
several rather nasty brown patches suddenly appeared 
he’d hastily given it up as a bad job.

Another picture showed Mr Stilson playing the flame 
of a blowlamp along a pipe as he dealt with a particularly 
difficult job and Paddington had found this method much 
more successful. The only trouble was that as soon as the 
ice inside the pipe began to melt a leak appeared near one 
of the joints.

Paddington tried stopping the leak with his paw while 
he read to the end of the chapter, but on the subject of 
leaking pipes Mr Stilson was even less helpful than he had 
been on frozen ones. In a note about lead pipes he mentioned 
hitting them with a hammer in order to close the gap. 
But whenever Paddington hit one of Mr Curry’s gaps at 
least one other leak appeared farther along the pipe so
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that instead of the one he’d started with there were now five 
and he’d run out of paws.

For some while the quiet of the bathroom was broken 
only by the hiss of the blowlamp and the steady drip, 
drip, drip of water as Paddington sat lost in thought.

Suddenly, as he turned over a page near the end of the 
book his face brightened. Right at the end of the very last 
chapter Mr Stilson had drawn out a chart which he’d 
labelled “Likely Trouble Spots.” Hurriedly unfolding the 
paper Paddington spread it over the bathroom stool and 
began studying it ydth interest.

According to Mr Stilson most things to do with plumbing 
caused trouble at some time or another, but if there was 
one place which was more troublesome than all the others 
put together it was where there was a bend in the pipe. 
At the bottom of the chart Mr Stilson explained that bends 
shaped like the letter “U” always had water inside them 
and so they were the very first places to freeze when the 
cold weather came.

Looking around Mr Curry’s bathroom Paddington was 
surprised to see how many “U” bends there were- In fact, 
wherever he looked there appeared to be a bend of one kind 
or another.

Holding Mr Stilson’s book in one paw Paddington picked 
up the blowlamp in the other and settled himself under
neath the washbasin where one of the pipes made itself 
into a particularly large “U” shape before it entered the 
cold tap.

As he played the flame along the pipe, sitting well back 
in case he accidentally singed his whiskers, Paddington was 
pleased to hear several small cracking noises coming from 
somewhere inside. In a matter of moments the crackles were 
replaced .by bangs, and his opinion of Mr Stilson went up 
by leaps and bounds as almost immediately afterwards 
a loud gurgling sound came from the basin over his head 
and the water began to flow.

To make doubly sure of matters Paddington stood up and 
ran the blowlamp flame along the pipe with one final sweep 
of his paw. It was as he did so that the pleased expression 
on his face suddenly froze almost as solidly as the water 
in Mr Curry’s pipes had been a second before.

Everything happened so quickly it all seemed to be over 
in the blink of an eyelid, but one moment he was standing
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under the basin with the blowlamp, the next moment there 
was a hiss and a loud plop and before his astonished gaze 
Mr Curry’s “U” bend disappeared into thin air. Paddington 
just had time to take in the pool of molten lead on the 
bathroom floor before a gush of cold water hit him on the 
chin, nearly bowling him over.

Acting with great presence of mind he knocked the hot 
flexible remains of the pipe and turned it back into Mr Cur
ry’s bath, leaving the water to hiss and gurgle as he turned 
to consult Mr Stilson’s book once more. There was a note 
somewhere near the back telling what to do in cases of 
emergency which he was particularly, anxious to read.

A few seconds later he hurried downstairs as fast as his 
legs would carry him, slamming the front door in his haste. 
Almost at the same moment as it banged shut there came the 
sound of a window being opened somewhere overhead and 
Mr Curry’s voice rang out. “Bear!” he roared. “W hat’s 
going on, bear?”

Paddington gazed wildly round the snow covered garden. 
“I’m looking for your stop-cock,” he exclaimed.

“What!” bellowed Mr Curry, putting a hand to his ear 
to make sure he’d heard aright. “Cock! How dare you call 
me cock! I shall report you to Mrs Bird.”

“I didn’t mean you were to stop, cock,” explained Pad
dington desperately. “I meant...”

“Stop?” repeated Mr Curry. “I most certainly will 
not stop. W hat’s going on? Where’s Mr James?”

“You’re having trouble with your ‘U’ bends, Mr Curry,” 
cried Paddington.

“Round the bend!” spluttered Mr Curry. “Did I hear you 
say I ’m round the bend?”

Mr Curry took a deep breath as he prepared to let forth 
on the subject of bears in general and Paddington in par
ticular, but as he did so a strange look came over his face 
and before Paddington’s astonished gaze he began dancing 
up and down, waving his arms in the air.

“Where’s all this water coming from, bear?” he roared. 
“I ’ve got ice cold water all over my feet. Where’s it all 
coming from?”

But if Mr Curry was expecting an answer to his question 
he was unlucky for a second later the sound of another front 
door being slammed punctuated his remarks, only this 
time it was the one belonging to number thirty-two.
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Paddington had been thinking for some while, that 
he’d had enough of plumbing for one day and the expres
sion on Mr Curry’s face quite decided him in the 
matter.

Mr Brown looked up from his morning paper as a burst 
of hammering shook the dining-room. “I shall be glad when 
they’ve finished next door,” he said. “They’ve been at it 
for days now. What on earth’s going on?”' '

“I don’t know,” said Mrs Brown, as she poured out the 
’coffee.“Mr Curry’s got the builders in. I think it’s some
thing to do with his bathroom, He’s been acting strangely 
all the week. He came round specially the other evening 
to give Paddington sixpence and several mornings he’s 
sent the baker round with a bun.”

“Mr Curry gave Paddington sixpence?” echoed Mr Brown, 
lowering his paper.

“I think he-had a nasty accident during the cold weath
er,” said Mrs Bird. “He’s having a complete new bathroom 
paid for by the insurance company.”

“Trust Mr Curry to get it done for nothing,” said 
Mr Brown. “Whenever I try to claim anything from my in
surance company there’s always a clause in small print 
at the bottom telling me I can’t.”

“Oh,” said Mrs Bird. “I have a feeling this was more of 
a pa-ss than a clause. I t’s what Mr Curry calls an ‘act of 
bear’.”

“An act of bear?” repeated Mr Brown. “I ’ve never heard 
of that one before.”

“I t’s very rare,” said Mrs Bird. “Very rare indeed. In 
fact i t’s so rare I don’t think we shall hear of it again, 
do’ you, Paddington?”

The Browns turned towards Paddington, or what little 
could be seen of him from behind a large jar of his special 
marmalade from the cut-price grocer in the market. But 
the only sound to greet them was that of crunching toast 
as he busied himself with his breakfast.

Paddington could be very hard of hearing when he chose. 
All the same, there was a look about him suggesting that 
Mrs Bird was right and that as far as one member of the 
household was concerned bathrooms were safe from “acts 
of bear” for many winters to come.
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N o t e s

too much of a good .thing — something which becomes 
unpleasant, objectionable or irksome when carried to 
excess. There is not necessarily any suggestion that in 
moderation it is a good thing.

E. g. 1. I do not mind working overtime occasion
ally, but when it comes to every night in 
the week, it is too much of a good thing. 
2. All this dry weather has been too much of 
a good thing. We badly need rain now. 3. May 
I have another ice-cream, Mother? — Don’t 
you think that will be too much of a good thing? 
You’ve had two already.

give something to somebody for Christmas — note that 
when speaking about gifts only the verb to give is used in 
colloquial English

E. g. 1. What shall we give her for Christmas? — 
Something useful for the kitchen? 2. It might 
be a good idea to give Jack a couple of re
cords. He’s so keen on music. 3. W hat on earth 
are we going to give her for her birthday? 
I ’ve spent the whole day going around the shops 
but I couldn’t find anything.

hard luck — used to express sympathy or commisera
tion for a failure

E. g. 1. How did John make out at the race? — 
Came last. His horse fell taking the last 
jump. — That was hard luck, wasn’t it? He 
did so well in the other races. 2. Jannet failed. 
the1 examination again. — Hard luck. 3. 1 
called at the University bookshop today, but 
they haven’t a single copy of the book left.— 
Hard luck. 4. I went to the factory as soon as 
I learned of the vacancy but as my hard luck 
would have it I was too late.

I want (like) to see the colour of his money — like to have 
the money paid, i. e. to receive, not merely promises, but 
cash, a cheque, bank notes

think twice about something before (+  gerund) — con
sider carefully

143



E. g. 1. I shall think twice about his offer before 
getting involved in this affair. 2. I should 
think twice before taking this step. It is bound 
to aggravate your relations with your in-laws, 
which are not as good as they should be, 
anyway. 3. He never thinks twice when it 
comes to helping a friend. 4. The device works 
beautifully. I t’s excellent value for the money. 
You needn’t think twice about buying it.

hang on a tick (coll.) — wait a minute
E. g. 1.. Hurry up, Judy. I t ’s nearly half past sev

en. — Hang on a tick, Ann. I ’ll just make 
sure I ’ve switched off the gas. 2. If you hang 
on a tick, I ’ll walk with you as far as the 
Embankment. 3. Oh, dear. I ’ve got a ladder 
in my stocking. Will you hang on while 
I change them? I won’t be a tick. 4. I ’m off 
now. — Hang on a minute, I want you to post 
this letter for me.

get (be) stuck (coll.) — unable to get any further 
E. g. 1. The child felt very shy on the stage and 

got stuck on the very first lines of the poem. 
2. The car got stuck in the mud soon after we’d 
left the village. 3. Paddington had put on so 
much weight that one day he got stuck in his 
chair and it took a pound of best butter to pull 
him out. 4. As far as you can, try and do the 
calculation yourself, but if you’re stuck, ask 
me, and I ’ll help you.

(You can) take it or leave it — used to express near total 
indifference in answer to a question about one’s tastes 

E. g. 1. I don’t think I ’ll have the theatre ticket 
after all. — You can take it or leave it. 
Someone else will be glad to take it. 2. What 
do you think of Fellini’s films? — I can take 
them or leave them. 3. Do you like marma
lade? — I can take it or leave it.

'it's all the same to me — it makes no difference to me 
E. g. 1. Shall we take a bus or a train? — I t ’s all 

the same to me. 2. Shall we make it Friday
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or Saturday? — I t ’s all the same to me. 
3. Which will you have, the green one or the 
red one? — I t’s all the same to me.

get worse before getting any better — an expression popu
lar with some people, although it carries no great sig
nificance

E. g. Prices are going up all the time. When will 
it stop? — I don’t know. But the Chancellor 
or the Exchequer said on the radio that infla
tion would get worse before it got better.

at the best of times — even when circumstances are most 
favourable

E. g. 1. I don’t like this writer at the best of times, 
but this book is really awful. 2. I knew he 
would make trouble for me. Even at the best 
of times there is no love lost between us. 
3. His lectures are boring. Even at the best 
of times they tend to send me to sleep.

mind one’s P ’s and Q's (Ps and Qs, p’s and q’s) — be 
extremely careful in what one says or does. The reference 
is usually to behaviour in company.

E. g. 1. You’ll have to mind your p’s and q’s while 
Aunt Emily’s staying with us. 2. Jack will 
have to mind his p’s and q’s in Miss Emery’s 
class. 3. Uncle Albert is rather touchy, you’ll 
have to mind your p’s and q’s in front of him.

take it into one’s head — to occur to one, to suggest 
itself to one. The expression sometimes implies a whim 
or caprice.

E. g. 1. John took it into his head to wake up all 
the servants at midnight. 2. I’m afraid it can’t 
be helped. She’s taken it into her head to marry 
that young man of hers. 3. He took it into 
his head to buy an old car and then had to 
spend all his holiday repairing it.

help matters along — improve matters
E. g. 1. I don’t  think it will help matters along if 

you interfere in their quarrel. 2. I think it 
might help matters along if you oil the turn
table. 3. I’m behind with my work and it won’t
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help matters along if you come in every minute 
pestering me with your questions.

In the blink of an eyelid— in an instant; the author’s 
variation on the idiom in the twinkling of an eye (в мгно
вение ока)

presence of mind — the state or quality of having one’s 
wits about one; calmness in exacting circumstances

E. g. 1. You should have had the presence of mind 
not to say anything about the party in front 
of Helen. You knew she hadn’t been invited.
2. It’s a good job the lad had the presence of 
mind to pull the communication cord, other
wise there might have been a nasty accident.
3. I wish I had the presence of mind to make 
other arrangements as soon as I heard of the 
strike.

be (go) round the bend (coll.) — be (go) mad
N o t e .  Familiar. Restricted to conversation among relations 

or close friends. The foreign student should avoid using the phrase 
since it may give offence.

E. g. 1. They make their wireless terribly loud. 
The noise is driving me round the bend. 2. Dad 
nearly went round the bend when he saw what 
the hurricane had done to his garden. 3. If 
you don’t want me to go round the bend you 
will not have poisonous snakes and spiders as 
pets.

they have been at ft for days — doing something persist
ently

E. g. 1. Good Lord! What’s that noise? — Oh, that’s 
our neighbour practising his violin. At it. 
every evening. 2. I told you to stop torturing 
the poor cat but you are at it again. 3. There’s 
been some trouble in the town last night. 
Apparently the students are at it again.

be hard of hearing — not be able to hear properly, be 
partially deaf

E. g. 1. Call him again, probably he’s hard of hear
ing. 2. Never mind the servant, he’s hard of 
hearing. 3. Are you hard of hearing or some
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thing? I’ve been knocking at the door for at least 
a quarter of an hour, 4.X}randfather is a bit 
hard of hearing, but his eyesight is still very 
good. He can read without spectacles.

Comments

a cold snap — a short period of very cold weather 
(not in general use)

Wellington boots (Wellingtons) — ordinary high rub
ber boots (black as a rule)

a row of milk bottle tops — the tops of some empty 
milk bottles waiting for the milkman to collect and leave 
full bottles in their place. Note that milk bottle always 
denotes an empty bottle in contrast to a bottle of milk 
which means a full bottle. The same applies to such expres
sions as:

a match box (empty) — a box of matches 
(full)
a jam jar (empty) — a jar of jam (full) 
a cigarette packet (empty) — a packet of ciga
rettes .(full)

clothes post — a pole to which clothes lines are 
attached

hot-water bottle — bedrooms are not always heated, 
therefore many people take a hot-water bottle to bed 
with them in winter. Now electric blankets have replaced 
hot-water bottles in many cases.

odd job man — a man who can be asked to do various 
jobs in the house and garden, usually minor repair jobs

trouble with me own pipes — my own (uneducated 
usage)
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Paddington stood in the middle of the Browns’ dining
room and gazed around with interest.

When Mrs Bird had brought him his breakfast in bed 
that morning he’d had his suspicions that something un
usual was going on. Breakfast in bed on a week day was 
a sure sign. Mrs Bird wanted him out of the way. But not 
even the distant bumping noises, which had been going on 
from quite an early hour, had in any way prepared him 
for the sight which met his eyes.

Normally the Browns’ house was tidier than most, but 
on this particular morning the dining-room looked very 
much as if a hurricane had recently passed through. The 
furniture had all been moved to one end. The carpet had 
been rolled up and was standing against one of the walls. 
There were no curtains at any of the windows and the pic
tures had all been taken down. Even the grate was cold 
and empty and the only heat came from an electric fire 
at one end of the room.

“I didn’t know you were cleaning your springs, Mrs 
Bird,” he exclaimed, looking most surprised.

“Not cleaning our springs,” repeated Mrs Bird. “Spring 
cleaning — that’s quite a different matter.”

“It means cleaning the whole house out from top to bot
tom,” explained Mrs Brown. “It’ll be your room next. 
We can’t leave it a moment -longer.”

“And talking of not leaving things a moment longer,” 
said Mrs Bird, as she hurried out of the room, “if we don’t 
get a„ move on and buy that curtain material we shan’t 
have any dinner tonight.”

“Do you think we ought to take him with us?” asked 
Mrs Brown, as she followed Mrs Bird into the hall leaving 
Paddington to investigate the unusual state of affairs in 
the dining-room by himself. “He’s got a very good eye for 
a bargain.”

“No,” said Mrs Bird firmly, “Definitely not. It's bad 
enough shopping when the spring sales are on at the best of 
times, but if that bear comes with us there’s no knowing 
what we shall end up with. Bargain or no bargain he can 
stay and mind the house."

Mrs Brown cast a doubtful look after her housekeeper 
as she disappeared up the stairs. Although from past expe-

PADDINGTON MAKES A CLEAN SWEEP
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rience she agreed with Mrs Bird on the subject of Padding
ton accompanying them on shopping expedition the thought 
of him being left in charge of the house when they were in 
the middle of spring cleaning raised even more serious 
doubts in her mind.

“I can see it’s going to be one of those days,” she called, 
as the sound of hammering came from somewhere overhead. 
“What with the builders mending the roof, Henry wanting 
to sweep the chimney, and spring cleaning into the bargain 
anything can happen.”

“And probably will,” said Mrs Bird as she came back 
down the stairs adjusting her hat. “But worrying about it 
won’t alter things. Where’s that bear? I haven’t given him 
his instructions yet.” •

“Here I am, Mrs Bird,” called Paddington, hurrying 
into the hall.

Mrs Bird looked at him suspiciously. There was a gleam 
in his eyes which she didn’t like the look of at all but 
fortunately for Paddington she was in too much of a hurry 
to look deeply into the matter.

“I’ve left you some cold sausages and a salad on a tray,” 
she said. “And there’s a treacle pudding ready on the stove— 
only mind you don’t singe your whiskers when you light 
the gas. And don’t let it boil dry. I don’t want to find any 
nasty smells when I get home.”

“Thank you very much, Mrs Bird,” said Paddington. 
“Perhaps I could do some tidying up while you’re out,” 
he added hopefully, as he followed the others towards 
the front door. “I’ve never done any spring cleaning 
before.”

Mrs Brown and Mrs Bird exchanged glances. “You may 
do some dusting if you like,” said Mrs Brown. “But I should 
not do too much tidying up. It’s all rather heavy and you 
might strain yourself. I’m afraid we shall have to eat in 
the kitchen for a day or two — at least until Mr Brown 
has cleaned the chimney. Though goodness knows when 
that’ll be.”

Mrs Brown gave Paddington one last look as she hurried 
after Mrs Bird. “I do hope he’ll be all right,” she 
said.

“Willing paws make light work,” replied Mrs Bird. 
“And if it keeps him out of mischief there won’t be any 
great harm done."
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Mrs Brown gave a sigh, but luckily for her peace of 
mind every step down Windsor Gardens took her farther 
and farther away from number thirty-two, for if she had 
been able to see inside her house at that moment she might 
have felt even less happy about leaving Paddington to his 
own devices.

After he closed the front door Paddington hurried back 
down the hall with an excited gleam in his eyes. There was 
an idea stirring in the back of his mind to do with a large 
interesting looking box with a Barkridges label tied to the 
outside which he’d seen standing by the dining-room fire
place.

For some days the word chimney had cropped up a num
ber of times in the Brown household. It had all started when 
Mrs Bird opened, the dining-room door one morning and 
found the room full of smoke.

Shortly afterwards Mr Brown spent some time on the 
telephone only to announce that all the local chimney sweeps 
had so much work on their hands they were booked up for 
weeks to come.

At the time Paddington hadn’t given the matter much 
thought. It seemed rather a lot of fuss to make over a little 
bit of smoke and after peering up the chimney once or twice 
he’d decided there wasn’t much to see anyway. Even when 
Mr Brown dropped a chance remark at breakfast one morn
ing about doing it himself he hadn’t paid a great deal of 
attention.

But the news that operations were about to commence, 
together with the arrival of the mysterious-looking box, 
had aroused his interest at last.

The outside of the box exceeded his wildest dreams. 
Even the label was exciting. It was made up of a number 
of brightly coloured pictures called easy st a ge s , and across 
the top in large capital letters were the words s w e e p -it.
KLEEN. THE ALL-BRITISH. DO-IT-YOURSELF CHIMNEY SWEEP 
OUTFIT.

Underneath, in smaller print, the label went on to say 
that even a child of ten could make the dirtiest chimney 
spotless in a matter of moments. To show how easy it all 
was the first picture had a small boy fitting the various bits 
and pieces together as he prepared to sweep the chimney.

Paddington felt a slight pang of guilt as he lifted the 
lid of the box and peered inside, but he soon lost it again
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as he settled down in an arm-chair, dipping his paw into 
a jar of marmalade every now and then as he examined 
the contents.

Although none of the pictures on the label mentioned 
anything about bears being able to sweep their chimneys 
it made everything look so clear and simple he began to 
wonder why anyone ever bothered to hire a real chimney 
sweep at all. ‘

One picture even showed a large bag labelled soot 
standing next to a pile of silver coins and followed it with 
the inscription make  money in  your  spare  time  by sell .

ING SOOT TO YOUR NEIGHBOURS FOR THEIR GARDEN.

Paddington couldn’t quite picture Mr Curry actually 
paying for someone else’s soot but all the same he began 
to feel that Mr Brown’s outfit was very good value indeed.

Inside the box there was a large round brush together 
with a number of long rods with metal ends which screwed 
together to form one long pole. Underneath the rods was 
yet another compartment containing a sack for the soot 
and a sheet with two armholes so that the person sweeping 
the chimney could fix it to the mantelpiece and work with
out getting the rest of the room dirty.

Paddington tried putting his paws through the sheet, 
and after screwing the brush on to one of the rods, he spent 
several enjoyable minutes while he hurried round the room 
poking it into various nooks and crannies.

It was when he decided to test it up the chimney itself 
that a thoughtful expression gradually came over his face. 
The brush went up and down remarkably easily and even 
with only one rod the grate was full of soot in no time at all.

.Paddington grew more and more thoughtful as he shov
elled the soot into the sack and then tried fixing a second 
rod to the first. Although Mrs Brown hadn’t actually men
tioned anything about sweeping the chimney he felt sure 
it could quite easily come under the heading of dusting.

Number thirty-two Windsor Gardens was a tall house 
and a  ̂ the bundle of rods by Paddington’s side got smaller 
so the pile of soot in the grate grew larger and deeper.

Several times he had to stop and clear it away to make 
room for his paws as first the sack and then several of 
Mrs Bird’s old grocery boxes became full to the brim. He 
was beginning to give up 'hope of ever reaching the top
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when suddenly, without any warning, the brush freed it
self and he nearly fell over into the grate as he clung to 
the last of the rods.

Paddington sat in the fireplace for a while mopping his 
brow with a corner of the sheet and then, after disappear
ing upstairs for a few moments, he hurried outside carrying 
his binoculars.

According to a note on the box lid the exciting part 
about sweeping a chimney was always the moment when 
the brush popped out of the chimney pot and he was par
ticularly anxious to see it for himself.'

Carefully adjusting the glasses he climbed the ladder 
•which Mr Briggs, the builder, had left standing against 
the side of the house and peered up at the roof with a pleased 
expression on his face. The view through the binoculars 
of the brush poking out of Mr Brown’s chimney pot almost

exactly matched the picture 
on the box.

Paddington spent some 
time drinking in the view 
and then he climbed back 
down the ladder and hur
ried into the house wearing 
the air of a bear with a job 
well done. All in all, it 
had been a good morning’s 
work and he felt sure the 
Browns would be very 
pleased when they reached 
home and found how busy 
he’d been.

Pulling the brush back 
down the chimney proved 
to be a lot easier than push
ing it up had been and it 
seemed only a matter of 
moments before he found 
himself reaching up behind 
the sheet for the last of the 
rods.

It was as he disentan
gled himself from the sheet 
that a startled expression



suddenly саше over Paddington’s face, and he hearly 
fell over backwards with surprise as he stared at the rod 
in his paw. He rubbed his eyes in case he’d got some soot 
in them by mistake and then gazed at the end of the rod 
again. It was definitely the last one of the set, as he’d 
counted them all most carefully, but of the brush itself 
there was nothing to be seen.

After peering hopefully up the chimney several times 
Paddington sat down anxiously in the fireplace in order 
to consult the instructions on the box.

As he lifted the lid he suddenly caught sight of a large 
red label pasted to the bottom of the box. It had escaped 
his notice before and as he read it his eyes grew larger and 
larger. It said simple:

WARNING!
AFTER SWEEPING THE CHIMNEY GREAT CARE MUST BE TAKEN 
WHEN UNSCREWING RODS OTHERWISE THE BRUSH MAY 
BECOME DETACHEDI

“My brush become detached?” exclaimed Paddington 
bitterly, addressing the world in general as he gazed at 
the rod in one paw and the box in the other.

Apart from leaving the warning about the brush becom
ing detached until it was far too late, the only advice the 
notice seemed to give for when things did go wrong was 
contained in the four words: consult your n earest
DEALER._

Paddington sat in the fireplace with a mournful expres
sion on his face. He felt sure that Barkridges wouldn’t 
be at all keen if he consulted them on the subject of Mr 
Brown’s brush being stuck up his chimney, and he was 
equally certain that Mr Brown himself would be even less 
happy when he heard the news.

In fact, after giving the matter a great deal of thought, 
the only way he could see to soften the blow at all was to 
clear up some of the mess and hope that while he did so he 
might get an idea on the subject.

If, earlier in the day, the Browns’ dining-room had 
given the impression of having been in the path of a hurri
cane, it now looked as if a belt of thick smog had passed 
through as well. Despite the dust sheet everything seemed 
to be covered in a thin layer of soot and looking round the

153



room Paddington decided that in more ways than one he’d 
never seen things looking quite so black.

Mr Brown took his head out of the chimney and looked 
round at the others. “I can’t understand it,” he exclaimed, 
“t h a t ’s the third time I’ve tried to light the fire. It keeps 
going out.”

Mrs Brown picked up a newspaper and began waving 
sotjie of the smoke away. “There’s obviously been another 
fall of soot,” she said» “I t’s everywhere. If you ask me, the 
chimney’s blocked. I told you it needed sweeping."

“How could I sweep it?” said Mr Brown crossly. “The 
outfit only arrived this morning.”

- The Browns grouped themselves unhappily round the 
fireplace and stared at the pile of used matches.

“And th a t’s another thing,” continued Mr Brown. “I ’m 
sending it straight back to Barkridges. I t’s filthy dirty 
and there isn’t even a brush. You can’t sweep a chimney 
without a brush.”

“Perhaps Paddington’s borrowed it for some
thing,” said Mrs Brown. “I can’t find him anywhere.”

“Paddington?” echoed Mr Brown. “What would he want 
with a brush?”

“There’s no knowing,” said Mrs Bird ominously.
Mrs Bird didn’t like the signs of a hurried cleaning up 

she’d noticed in the dining-room or the various sooty paw 
marks which she’d discovered during a quick glance round 
the rest of the house, but in view of the look on Mr Brown’s 
face she wisely kept her thoughts to herself.

“He hasn’t touched his treacle pudding,” said Mrs Brown. 
“And that’s most unusual.”

“Blow Paddington’s treacle pudding,” replied Mr Brown. 
“I ’m more worried about the fire.”

Mrs Brown opened the french windows and looked into 
tjie garden. “Perhaps Mr Briggs can help,” she said. “He’s 
just come back.”

In answer to Mrs Brown’s call Mr Briggs, the builder, 
came into the dining-room and put his ear to the chimney 
with an experienced air. “Jackdaws!” he said, after a mo
ment. “You’ve got a jackdaw’s nest in yer pot. If you lis
ten you can hear ’em coughing.”

“Coughing?” exclaimed Mrs Bird. “I didn’t know jack
daws coughed.”

154



“You’d cough, mum,” said Mr Briggs, “if someone tried 
to light a fire under your nest. But don’t you worry," he 
continued, opening up Mr Brown’s cleaning set. “I ’ll have 
it out in a jiffy,”

The Browns stood back and watched while Mr Briggs 
began pushing the rods up the chimney. “Good job you 
had these,” he went on. “Otherwise it might have been a rare 
old job.”

Mr Briggs’ face became redder and redder as the rods 
got harder to push, but at long last he gavp a final upward 
heave and there was a loud crashing noise as something 
heavy landed in the grate.

“There you are,” he announced triumphantly. “What 
did I tell you?”

Mr Brown adjusted his glasses and peered at the round, 
black object lying on the hearth. “It looks a funny 
sort of bird’s nest to me,” he said. “In fact, if you ask me 
i t ’s more like the brush out of a chimney sweeping 
outfit.”

“You’re quite right,” said Mr Briggs, scratching his 
head. “I t ’s a brush all right.”
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Mr Briggs began to look even more puzzled as he picked 
up the object andexamined it more closely. “It seems to be in 
some sort of container,” he exclaimed. ■

.'That’s not a container,” said Mrs Brown. “I t’s Padding
ton’s hat.”

“Good Heavens! So it is,” exclaimed Mr Brown. “But 
what’s it doing up the chimney — and with my brush 
inside it?”

“Mercy mel” interrupted Mrs Bird, pointing towards 
the window. “Look!”

The others turned and followed the direction of her 
gaze. “I can’t see anything,” said Mr Brown.
- “Is anything the matter?” asked Mrs Brown, looking at 
her housekeeper with some concern. “You’ve gone quite 
white.”

“I thought I saw a chimney pot go past the win
dow,” exclaimed Mrs Bird, reaching for her smelling salts.

Mr and Mrs Brown exchanged glances. Normally Mrs 
Bird was the sanest member of the family and it was most 
unusual for her to have hallucinations.

“I think you’d better sit down,” said Mr Brown, draw
ing up a chair. “Perhaps the excitement’s been too much 
for you.”

“I t’s all right, Mrs Bird,” came a familiar,' if somewhat 
muffled voice from the dining-room doorway. “I t’s only 
me.”

If Mrs Bird had been taken by surprise a moment be
fore, the others looked even more amazed as they turned 
and stared at the black object before them. In place of his 
usual headgear Paddington was wearing what appeared 
to be half a chimney pot which covered his ears and came 
down over his eyes like an oversize top hat.

“I’m afraid it broke off when Mr Briggs poked his rods 
up,” he explained, when the noise had died down.

“But what on earth were you doing up on the roof in 
the first place?” asked Mr Brown.

“I was dusting the chimney,” said Paddington sadly. 
“The brush got detached by mistake and I was trying to 
rescue it.”

“Paddington?” echoed Mr Briggs disbelievingly, as he 
began levering the pot off. “Did you say Paddington? 
Looks more like Clapham Junction to me. Proper mess 
he’s in.”
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Paddington looked most offended at Mr Briggses words 
as he sat on the floor rubbing his ears. It had been bad 
enough losing Mr Brown’s brush up the chimney in the 
first place, but then to get his head stuck inside the pot 
and be mistaken for a bird’s nest into the bargain seemed 
the unkindest cut of all.

“I know one thing,” said Mrs Bird sternly. “You’re 
going.straight up to the bathroom. We must have the 
dirtiest bear within fifty miles!”

Mr Briggs gave a sudden chuckle as he looked at the 
others. “I’ll say this much,” he remarked, pouring oil on 
troubled waters. “You may not have the cleanest bear 
within fifty miles but I ’m willing to bet there isn’t a clean
er chimney.”

Paddington looked at Mr Briggs gratefully and then 
hurried out of the room before any more questions could 
be asked. For once in his life he agreed with Mrs Bird that 
a nice hot bath with plenty of soap was the best order of 
the day.

Apart from that, Mrs Brown’s remark about breakfast 
had reminded him of the treacle pudding. Paddington was 
very keen on treacle pudding and he was anxious to make 
sure the cooker was turned on so that it would be all ready 
for him when he got downstairs again.

N o t e s

make a clean sweep — get rid of everything or every one 
of the things specified; a clean sweep — an entire doing 
away with, a clearing away. The phrase is generally used 
only figuratively. Clean means ‘entire’, 'complete’, ‘per
fect’.

E. g. 1. They made a clean sweep of the flowers in 
the garden-, and planted fresh ones. 2. He has 
abandoned all his pfevious pldns and adopted 
new ones. He has made a clean sweep of it.

get a move on (si.) — hurry up
N o t e .  Familiar. Restricted to conversation among relations 

and close friends. Rude when used as an order.
E. g. 1. Well, I must get a move on. The meeting 

is to start at seven, and it’s nearly that now. 
2. We must get a move on if we Want to reach
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the village before it starts to rain. 3. Let’s 
get a move on. I wailt to finish the job today. 
Then we can start on the green-house early in 
the morning.

look (deeply) into the matter — investigate (thoroughly)

E. g. 1. The results of the experiment show some 
unexpected discrepancies. Jones has offered 
an explanation, but I don’t think he has 
looked really deeply into the matter. 2. You 
don’t really want to look deeply into the m at
ter, do you? You’re afraid to find that your 
friend is not really what he pretends to be.

keep (somebody) out of mischief — prevent somebody 
from getting into harm, injury, damage

E. g. 1. Tell the children to keep out of mischief 
on their way back from school. 2. No, the boy’s 
not staying with us any longer. I t’s quite a job 
to keep him out of mischief. 3. Jack will have 
to part with the monkey, he’ll never manage 
to keep his pet out of mischief.

leave a person to his own devices — leave him alone to 
do what he wishes, diving him no help or advice

E. g. 1. If I were you I wouldn’t leave that child 
to his own devices. You never know what he 
might think of. 2. After a couple of sleepless 
nights I was more dead than alive, so I left 
all the family to their own devices. 3. Every 
morning there was an excursion and in the 
afternoon the tourists were left to their own 
devices.

crop up — appear or arise unexpectedly
E. g. 1. No sooner had we overcome one difficulty 

than another cropped up. 2. The committee may 
be recalled before the appointed date if any 
urgent business crops up. 3. If anything crops 
up, just let me know.

have much work on one’s hands — be burdened with work 
to  be done
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E. g. 1. What with two young children to look aftef 
and the house being redecorated my sister has 
so much work on her hands that she can’t 
possibly do any baby-sitting for us. 2. I have 
so much work on my hands now that the stu
dents are doing exams. 3. Will you come and 
put up some shelves for us? — I ’m sorry, but 
I ’ve got too much work on my hands at the 
moment.

give (the matter) much thought — consider thoroughly 
E. g. 1. Do you intend to reply to this insulting 

letter? — I don’t know. I haven’t given much 
thought to it yet. 2. I haven’t given much 
thought yet to the question of getting my mem
oirs published, but I shall have to soon. 
I ’ve nearly finished them. 3. If you had given 
any thoughts at all to the consequences of 
your action, you would have thought twice 
about lending so much money to a spendthrift.

hook up— fix an engagement with; up suggests complete
ness; reserve in advance

E. g. 1. I a m  booked up for the month of June, but 
I could come in May or July. 2. The theatre 
is booked up for every evening this week except 
Tuesday. 3. We cannot accept any more appli
cations for seats; we are booked up already.

come under the heading of — could be called
N o t e .  Generally formal style and in conversation used only 

Ironically.
E. g. 1. If this mess you got the kitchen in comes un

der the heading of tidying up, no more of it, 
please. 2. Isn’t that Jack sitting next to a girl 
in the back row? Now I understand what comes 
under the heading of studies in the library. 
3. All these books come under the heading 
of adventure stories.

wearing the air of a bear with a job well done — here air 
means a style or manner, a way of acting or behaving 

E. g. 1. You needn’t come here wearing the air of 
sweet innocence. I know very well that it was
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you who was behind the trick played on me, 
2. Wearing the air of importance Paddington 
raised his hand for quiet. 3.'His pompous air 
gets on my nerves, though I must admit he 
has a good head on his shoulders.

things are looking black (coll.) — the prospect is very 
pessimistic

E. g. 1. Things are looking black, Jack. The fore
man said that almost half of yesterday’s pro
duction was rejected by the trouble shooter. 
2. Cheer up. Things always look blacker than 
they are. We shall win the match yet, you’ll 
see. 3. Things look black for him, certainly, 
but we must hope for the best. 4. The weather 
shows no sign of improving. The prospects 
for this year’s harvest are black indeed.

Blow Paddington’s treacle pudding!', blow (verb) — 
a mild oath (probably a euphemism for blast) used to 
express:

1) Surprise:
E. g. 1. Blow me if it isn’t snowing! 2. Well I ’m 

blowed. Here are George and Vera.
2) Annoyance:

E. g. 1. My watch has stopped, blow it! 2. Blow itl 
I ’ve come out without any money. 3. I ’ll be 
blowed if I do it! '

The last often amounts to a form of asseveration.
N o t e .  When the verb is used in this sense, the past participle 

is blowed, not blown.

in a jiffy (coll.) — in a moment, instantly,
E. g. 1. Don’t go yet, I ’ll be ready in a jiffy. 2. Oh, 

don’t be angry, I ’ll do it in a jiffy. 3. Bob, 
where are you, Bob? — Coming, mum, I ’ll be 
down in a jiffy.

a rare old job — a task well done;.a difficult task
E. g. 1. That must be a new tape-recorder, you’ve 

got there. — No* i t ’s my old one. Andrew over
hauled it. Made a rare old job of it, hasn’t 
he? 2. I had a rare old job trying to persuade
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Dad not to interfere. It wouldn’t have done 
any good, anyway; 3. You’ll have a rare old 
job explaining why you’ve been missing classes 
all the week.

take someone by surprise — catch someone unprepared 
E. g. 1. I never expected to see you tonight. You’ve 

taken me by surprise, I’m afraid. I haven’t 
got anything special for tea. 2. I ’d never been 
taken so much by surprise before than when 
I saw Judy’s husband. 3. The question took 
me by surprise and I didn’t know how to an
swer.

T i l  say this/that much — I admit it
E. g. I. He was there on time. — Oh, yes. He’s 

punctual. I ’ll say that much for him. 2. Things 
have improved a little  under the new mana
ger, I ’ll say that much. 3. I ’ll say that much 
for him: he’s severe but he’s just.

pour oil on troubled waters (fig.) — say or do anything 
which soothes and calms angry passion

E. g. 1. On going to his house I found everything 
in a state of angry commotion. I sat down and 
reasoned with him and his sons and showed 
them that they were far too ready to put a wrong 
construction on one another’s acts and words. 
They seemed to calm down as I spoke, and 
I am thankful I was able to pour oil, on the 
troubled waters. 2. Jenny is the peacemaker 
in the family, pouring oil on troubled waters 
when the need arises. 3. I t’s a gobd job you 
arrived in time to pour oil on troubled waters. 
There might have been a very unpleasant scene.

be the order of the day — the phrase does not necessarily 
imply the issuing of any particular order; it rather refers 
to a course of action which is general and of continual 
or frequent occurrence. If the Government decide to cur
tail expenditure in its public works, for instance, then it 
could be said that retrenchment was the order of the day. 
Or if the authorities of a city go steadily forward making 
new streets, encouraging the citizens to build better



houses, and generally improving their city, we may say in 
regard to it: “Renovation and improvement are the order 
of the day.”

E. g. 1. Improvement of the quality of consumer 
goods is now the order of the day. 2. Who would 
have thought that only a few years after the 
first Soviet sputnik was launched exploration 
of Earth’s sister-planets would be the order 
of the day.

Comments

spring sales — selling winter stock at reduced prices 
to make room for a new stock (весенняя распродала)

willing hands (paws) make light work — if one is will
ing the’work is easier. More often many hands make light 
work.

dust sheets — old sheets (or other large pieces of ma
terial) used to protect furniture from dust, etc. when the 
owner is away for a long period or during redecorations 
(ремонт)



One morning Mr Brown tapped the barometer in the hall. 
“It looks as if i t ’s going to be a nice day,” he said. “How 
about a trip to the sea?”

His remark was greeted with enthusiasm by the rest 
of the family, and in no,time at all the house was in an 
uproar.

Mrs Bird started to cut a huge pile of sandwiches 
while Mr Brown got the car ready. Jonathan and Judy 
searched for their bathing suits and Paddington went up 
to his room to pack. An outing which involved Paddington 
was always rather a business, as he insisted on taking 
all his things with him. As time went by he had acquired 
lots of things. As well as his suitcase, he now had a smart 
week-end grip with the initials P. B. inscribed on the 
side and a paper carrier-bag for the odds and ends.

For the summer months Mrs Brown had bought him 
a sun hat. It was made of straw and very floppy. Padding
ton liked it, for by turning the brim up or down, he could 
make it different shapes, and it was, really like having 
several hats jn one.

“When we get to Brightsea,” said Mrs Brown, “we’ll 
buy you a bucket and spade. Then you can make a sand- 
castle.”

“And you can go on the pier,” said Jonathan, eagerly. 
“They’ve some super machines on the pier, You’d better 
bring plenty of pennies.”

“And we can go swimming,” added Judy. “You can 
swim, can’t you?”

“Not very well, I’m afraid,” replied Paddington. 
“You see, I ’ve never been to the seaside before!”

“Never been to the seaside!” Everyone stopped what 
they were doing and stared at Paddington.

“Never,” said Paddington.
They all agreed that it must be nice to be going to 

the seaside for the first time in one’s life; even Mrs Bird 
began talking about the time she first went to Brightsea, 
many years before. Paddingten became very excited as 
they told him all about the wonderful things he was 
going to see.

The car was crowded when they started off. Mrs Bird, 
Judy and Jonathan sat in the back. Mr Brown drove

ADVENTURE AT THE SEASIDE
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and Mrs Brown and Paddington sat beside him- Padding
ton liked sitting in the front, especially when the window 
was open, so that he could poke his head out in cool breeze. 
After a minor delay when Paddington’s hat blew off on 
the outskirts, of London, they were soon on the open road.

“Can you smell the sea yet, Paddington?” asked Mrs 
Brown after a while.

Paddington poked his head out and sniffed. “I can 
smell something,” he said.

“Well," said Mr Brown. “Keep on sniffing, because 
we’re almost there.” And sure enough, as they reached 
the tip of a hill and rounded a corner to go down the other 
side, there it was in the distance, glistening in the morning 
sun.

Paddington’s eyes-opened wide. “Look at all the boats 
on the dirt!” he cried, pointing In the direction of the 
beach with his paw.

Everyone laughed. “That’s not dirt,” said Judy. 
“That’s sand.” By the time they had explained all about 
sand to Paddington they were in Brightsea itself, and 
driving along the front. Paddington looked at the sea 
rather doubtfully. The waves were much bigger than 
he had imagined. Not so big as the ones he’d seen on his 
journey to England, but quite large enough for a small 
bear.

Mr Brown stopped the car by a shop on the esplanade 
and took out some money. “I ’d like to fit this bear out for 
a day at the seaside,” he said to the lady behind the counter. 
“Let’s see now, we shall need a bucket and spade, a pair 
of sun-glasses, one of those rubber tyres...” As he reeled 
off the list, the lady handed the articles .to Paddington, 
who began to wish he had more than two paws. He had 
a rubber tyre round his middle which kept.slipping down 
around his knees, a pair of sun-glasses balanced precari
ously on his nose, his straw hat, a bucket and spade in 
one hand, and his suitcase in the other.

“Potograph-, sir?” Paddington turned to see an untidy 
mart with a camera looking at him. “Only a shilling, 
sir. Results guaranteed. Money back if you’re not 
satisfied.”

Paddington considered the matter for a moment. 
He.didn’t like the look of the man very much, but he had 
been saving hard for several ■ weeks and now had just
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over three shillings. It would be nice to have a picture 
of himself.

“Won’t take a minute, sir,” said the man, disappearing 
behind a black cloth at the back of the camera. “Just 
watch the birdie.”

Paddington looked around. There was no bird in 
sight as far as he could see. He went round behind the 
man and tapped him. The photographer, who appeared 
to be looking for something, jumped and then emerged 
from under his cloth. “How do you expect me to take your 
picture if you don’t stand in front?” he asked in an aggrieved 
voice. “Now I ’ve wasted a plate, and” — he looked 
shiftily at Paddington — “that will cost you a shilling!"

Paddington gave him a hard stare. “You said there 
was a bird,” he said. “And there wasn’t.”

“I expect it flew away when it saw your face,” said 
the man nastily. “Now where’s my shilling?”

Paddington looked at him even harder for a moment. 
“Perhaps the bird took it when it flew away,” he said.

“Ha! Ha! Ha!” cried another photographer, who had 
been watching -the proceedings with interest. “Fancy 
you being taken in by a bear, Charlie! Serves you right 
for trying to take photographs without a licence. Now 
be off with you before I call a policeman.”

He watched while the other man gathered up his 
belongings and slouched off in the direction of the pier, 
then he turned to Paddington. “These people are a nuisance,” 
he said. “Taking away the living from honest folk. You 
did quite right not to pay him any money. And if you’ll 
allow me, I ’d like to take a nice picture of you myself, 
as a reward!”*

The Brown family exchanged glances. “I don’t know,” 
said Mrs Brown. “Paddington always seems to fall on 
his feet”

“That’s because he’s a bear,” said Mrs Bird, darkly. 
“Bears always fall on their feet.” She led the way on to 
the beach and carefully laid out a travelling rug on the 
sand behind a breakwater. “This will be as good a spot 
as any,” she said. “Then we shall all know where to come 
back to, and no one will get lost.”

“The tide’s out,” said Mr Brown. “So it will be nice 
and safe for bathing.” He turned to Paddington. “Are 
you going in, Paddington?” he asked.
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Paddington looked at the sea. “I might go for a paddle,” 
he said.

“Well, hurry up,” called Judy. “And bring your 
bucket and spade, then we can practise making sand- 
castles.”

“Gosh!” Jonathan pointed to a notice pinned on the 
wall behind them. “Look... there’s a sand-castle compe
tition. Whizzo! First prize two pounds for the biggest 
sand-castle!”

“Suppose we all- join in and make one,” said Judy. 
“I bet the three of us together could make the biggest 
one you’ve ever seen.”

“I don’t think you’re allowed to,” said Mrs Brown, 
reading the notice. “It says here everyone has to make 
their own.”

Judy looked disappointed. “Well, I shall have a go, 
anyway. Come on, you two, let’s have a bathe first, then 
we can start digging after lunch.” She raced down the 
sand closely followed by Jonathan and Paddington. 
At least, Jonathan followed but Paddington only got 
a few yards before his lifebelt slipped down and he went 
headlong in the sand.

“Paddington, 'do give me your suitcase,” called Mrs 
Brown. “You can’t take it in the sea with you. I t ’ll get 
wet and be ruined.”

Looking rather crestfallen, Paddington handed his 
things to Mrs Brown for safekeeping and then ran down 
the beach after the others. Judy and Jonathan were already 
a long way out when he got there, so he contented himself 
with sitting on the water’s edge for a while, letting 
the waves swirl around him as they came in. It was 
a nice feeling, a bit cold at first, but he soon got warm. 
He decided the seaside was a nice place to be. He paddled 
out. to where the water was deeper and then lay back 
in his rubber tyre, letting the waves, carry him gently 
back to the shore.

“Two pounds! Supposing... supposing he won whole 
pounds!” He closed his eyes. In his mind he hand a pic
ture of a beautiful castle made of sand, like the one he’d 
once seen in a picture-book, with battlements and towers 
and a moat. It was getting bigger and bigger and everyone 
else on the beach had stopped to gather round and cheer. 
Several people said they had never seen such a big sand-
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castle, and ... tie woke with a start as he felt someone 
splashing water on him.

“Come on, Paddington,” said Judy. “Lying there 
in the sun fast asleep. I t’s time for lunch, and we’ve 
got lots of work to do afterwards.” Paddington felt disap
pointed. It had been a nice sand-castle in his dream. He 
was sure it would have won first prize. He rubbed his 
eyes and followed Judy and Jonathan up the beach 
to where Mrs Bird had laid out the sandwiches — ham, 
egg and cheese for every one else, and special marmalade 
ones for Paddington — with ice-cream and fruit salad 
to follow.

“I vote,” said Mr Brown, who had in mind an after
lunch nap for himself, “that after we’ve eaten, you all 
go off in different directions and make your own sand- 
castles. Then we’ll have our own private competition 
as well as the official one. I ’ll give two shillings to the 
one' with the biggest castle.”

All three thought this was a good idea. “But don’t 
go too far away,” called Mrs Brown, as Jonathan, Judy 
and Paddington set off. “Remember the tide’s coming 
in!” Her advice fell on deaf ears; they were all much too 
interested in sand-castles. Paddington especially was grip
ping his bucket and spade in a very determined fashion.

The beach was crowded and he had to walk quite 
a long way before he found a deserted spot. First of all 
he dug a big moat in a circle, leaving himself a drawbridge 
so that he could fetch and carry the sand for the castle 
itself. Then he set to work carrying bucketloads of sand 
to build the walls of the castle.

He.was an industrious bear and even though it was 
hard work and his legs and paws soon got tired, he perse
vered until he had a huge pile of sand in the middle of 
his circle. Then he set to work with his spade, smoothing 
out the walls and making the battlements. They were 
very good battlements, with holes for windows and slots 
for the archers to fire through.
ч When he had finished he stuck his spade in one of 
the corner towers, placed his hat on top of that, and then 
lay down inside next to his marmalade jar and closed 
his eyes. He felt tired, but very pleased with himself. 
With the gentle roar of the sea in his ears he soon went 
fast asleep.
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“We’ve been all along the beach,” said Jonathan. “And 
we can’t see him anywhere.”

H d didn’t even have his life-belt with him,” said 
Mrs Brown anxiously. “Nothing. Just a bucket and spade.” 
The Browns were gathered in a worried group round 
the man from the lifesaving hut.

“He’s been gone several hours,” said Mr Brown. “And 
the tide’s been in over two!”

The man looked serious. “And you say he can’t swim?” 
he asked.

“He doesn’t even like having a bath much,” said Judy. 
“So I’m sure he can’t swim.”

“Here’s his photograph,” said Mrs Bird. “He only 
had it taken this morning.” She handed the man Padding
ton’s picture and then dabbed at her eyes with a hand
kerchief. “I know something’s happened to him. He 
wouldn’t have missed tea unless something was wrong.” 

The man looked at the picture. “We could send out 
a description,” he said, dubiously. “But i t ’s a job to see 
what he looks like by that. I t ’s all hat and dark glasses.” 

“Can’t you launch a lifeboat?” asked Jonathan, hope
fully.

“We cOuld,” said the man. “If we knew where to look. 
But he might be anywhere.”

“Oh, dear,” Mrs. Brown reached for her handkerchief 
as well. “I can’t bear to think about it.”

“Something will turn up,” said Mrs Bird, comfortingly. 
“He’s got' a good head on his shoulders.”

“Well,” said the man, holding up a dripping straw 
hat. “You’d better have this, and in the meantime... 
we’ll see what we can do.”

“There, there, Mary!” Mr Brown held his wife’s arm. 
“Perhaps he just left it on the beach or something. It 
may have got picked up by the tide.” He bent down to 
pick up the rest of Paddington’s belongings. They seemed 
very small and lonely, lying there on their own.

“I t ’s Paddington’s hat all right,” said Judy, examining 
it. “Look — i t’s got his mark inside!” She turned the hat 
inside out and showed them the outline of a paw mark 
in black ink and the words м у  hat  -  p a d in g t u n .

“I vote we all separate,” said Jonathan, “and comb 
the beach. We’ll stand more chance that way.”

Mr Brown looked dubious. “I t ’s getting dark,” he said.
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Mrs Bird put down the travelling rug and folded,her 
arms, “Well, I ’m not going back until he’s found,” she 
said. “I couldn’t go back to that empty house — not 
without Paddington.”

“No one’s thinking of going back without him, Mrs 
Bird,” said Mr Brown. He looked helplessly out to sea. 
“I t’s just ...”

“P ’raps he didn’t get swep’ out to sea,” said the life
saving man, helpfully. “P ’raps he’s just gone on the pier 
or something. There seems to be a big crowd heading 
that way. Must be something interesting going on.” He 
called out to a man who was just passing. “What’s going 
on at the pier, chum?”

Without stopping the man looked back over hi's shoulder 
and shouted, “Chap just crossed the Atlantic all by 
"isself on a raft. ’Undreds of days without food or water 
so they say!” He hurried on.

The lifesaving man looked disappointed. “Another 
of these publicity stunts,” he said. “We get ’em every 
year.”

Mr Brown looked thoughtful. “I wonder,” he said, 
looking in the direction of the pier.

“It would be just like him,” said Mrs Bird. “I t ’s the 
sort of thing that would happen to Paddington.”

“I t’s got to be!” cried Jonathan. “I t’s just got to be!”
They all looked at each other and then, picking up 

their belongings, joined the crowd hurrying in the direction 
of the pier. It took them a long time to force their way 
through the turnstile, for the news that ’something was 
happening on the pier’ had spread and there was a great 
throng at the entrance. But eventually, after Mr Brown 
had spoken to a policeman, a way' was made for them 
and they were escorted to the very end, where the paddle- 
steamers normally tied up.

A strange sight met their eyes. Paddington, who 
had just been pulled out of the water by a fisherman, 
was sitting on his upturned bucket talking to soijie report
ers. Several of thmn were taking photographs while the 
rest fired questions at him.

“Have you come all the way from America?” asked 
one reporter.

The Browns, hardly knowing whether to laugh or 
cry, waited eargerly for Paddington’s reply.



“Well, no,” said Paddington, truthfully, after a mo
ment’s pause. “Not America. But I ’ve come a long way.” 
He waved a paw vaguely in the direction of the sea. 
“I got caught by the tide, you know.”

“And you sat in that bucket all the time?” asked 
another man, taking a picture.

“That’s right,”^replied Paddington. “And I used my 
spade as a paddle. It was lucky I had it with me.”

“Did you live on plankton?” queried another voice. 
Paddington looked puzzled. “No,” he said. “Marma

lade.”
Mr Brown pushed his way through the crowd. Padd

ington jumped up and looked rather guilty.
“No then” said Mr Brown, taking his paw. “That’s 

enough questions for today. This bear’s been at sea for 
a long time and he’s tired. In fact,” he looked meaningly 
at Paddington. “He’s been at sea all the afternoonl”

“Is it still only Tuesday?” asked Paddington, inno
cently. “I thought it was much later than that!”

“Tuesday”, said Mr Brown, firmly. “And we’ve been 
worried to death over you!”

Paddington picked up his bucked and spade and jar 
of marmalade. “Well,” he said. “I bet not many bears 
have gone to sea in a bucket, all the same.”

It was dark when they drove along Brightsea front 
on their way home. The promenade was festooned with 
coloured lights and even the fountains in the gardens 
kept changing colour. It all looked very pretty. But. 
Paddington, who was lying in the back of the car wrapped 
in a blanket, was thinking of his sand-castle.

“I bet mine was bigger than anyone else’s,” he said, 
sleepily.

“Bet you mine was the biggest,” said Jonathan.
“I think,” said Mr Brown, hastily, “you’d all better 

have two shillings just to make sure.”
“Perhaps we can come again another day,” said Mrs 

Brown. “Then we can have another competition. How 
about that, Paddington?”

There was no reply from the back of the car. Sand- 
castles, paddling his bucket all across the harbour, and 
the sea air had proved too much for Paddington. He 
was fast asleep.
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Notes

sure enough — certainly; in fact
E. g. 1. I had a feeling that John would be waiting 

for me at the entrance. Sure enough, he was 
there. 2. 1 said I wotild get all the blame for 
it, and sure enough I did. 3. The manager 
said he would resign if he didn’t get his way, 
and sure enough he did resign.

fit (somebody or something) out — supply with what 
is needed; equip

E. g. 1. Natalie has put on so much weight that 
she will have to be completely fitted out 
before we can go away on our holiday. 2. The 
yacht has not yet been fitted out for the 
voyage.

Fancy ... — exclamatory style, expressing surprise
E. g. 1. Fancy meeting you herel I thought you 

were away abroad. 2. Fancy her saying such 
nasty things about you. 3. Fancy you remem
bering my birthday. I thought you’d forgotten 
me long ago.

be taken in (by somebody or something) — be deceived
E. g. 1. John pretends that he doesn’t mind, but 

1 know him too well to be taken in. 2. Don't 
say you’ve been taken in by this flying saucer 
stunt. 3. He was badly taken in when he 
bought that second-hand car.

Be off (with you) — Go away! Got
E. g. 1. I ’m not going to listen to any more insults. 

Be off with you! 2. Now, be off with you 
or you’ll be late for school.

something will turn up — (of an opportunity, etc.) 
happen; present itself

E. g. 1. Like Mr Micawber, he’s still waiting for 
something to turn up. 2. If nothing better 
turns up within a week or so, I ’ll take-the 
job. 3. Don’t worry. Something’s bound 
to turn up. It always does.
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fall on deaf ears — be disregarded 
E. g. 1. She has herself to blame. The doctor told 

her not to eat anything fatty, but his advice 
fell on deaf ears. 2. Better save yourself 
the trouble. When she’s in that mood any 
advice you give will fall on deaf ears.

have a good head on one's shoulders 
E. g. 1. He will make a good doctor. He has a good 

head on his shoulders. 2. This will be a tricky 
business to handle. We must find a man 
who has a good head on his shoulders.

stand more chance (stand a good, fair, etc. chance) — 
have a better,prospect of something

E. g. 1. 1 think the team stands a fair chance 
of winning the match. 2. You would have 
stood more chance of being selected for the 
job if you knew one or two foreign languages.

Comments

machines on the pier — slot-machines designed for 
entertainment (игровые автоматы). The piers in many 
British seaside towns have on them special pavilions or 
enclosures where the holiday-makers can get refreshments, 
listen to an open-air concert, or have a bit of fun at the 
slot-machines.

watch the birdie — words sometimes used by amateur 
or pjofessional photographers on taking a child’s photo
graph. Not to be imitated.
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