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1. It’s not in the book

It was a wet, dreary Monday morning at St Barty’s School. ‘Get out your maths books, everyone,’ said Mr Majeika to Class Three. They all groaned. Having a teacher who’d once been a wizard could be fun sometimes, on days when Mr Majeika forgot he wasn’t supposed to do magic any more, and spells and other odd things happened. But most of the time, nothing strange went on at all, and Mr Majeika just taught the usual boring lessons like every other teacher. Today looked like being that sort of day.

‘How do you divide 36 by 7?’ asked Mr Majeika. ‘Does anybody know?’

Hamish Bigmore, the bad boy of Class Three, put up his hand. ‘That’s easy,’ he sneered. ‘You just use a calculator.’ He took one out of his pocket and pressed the buttons. ‘The answer is –’

‘No, no, Hamish,’ sighed Mr Majeika. ‘You’re not supposed to use a calculator. You’re meant to…’ He froze, staring at something at the back of the classroom.
Everyone turned to see what it was. A face was peering in through the window: a long thin face, with a moustache that
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was dripping wet, because the rain was pouring down hard. ‘How odd,’ said Mr Majeika. He went to the window and opened it. ‘Can I help you?’ he said to the man outside.

‘Postlethwaite,’ snapped the man. ‘Inspector of Teachers. From the Government.’ He had an official-looking briefcase under his arm.

‘Oh?’ said Mr Majeika. ‘Well, nice to have met you, Mr Postlethwaite. If you don’t mind, I must get on with my lesson. Goodbye.’ He started to shut the window.

‘Stop,’ said Mr Postlethwaite, holding up his hand like a policeman directing traffic. ‘Let me in. If door not handy, window will do.’ He spoke in a very dry, clipped voice, as if he did not like wasting words.

‘I’d rather you saw Mr Potter, the head teacher, first,’ said Mr Majeika.

But Mr Postlethwaite had already pushed the window fully open and climbed into the room. ‘First part of Inspection of Teacher now finished,’ he snapped. ‘Time to begin second.’

‘W-what was the first part?’ stammered Mr Majeika, very flustered.

‘Checking appearance of teacher,’ said Mr Postlethwaite. ‘Is he dressed tidily? Are his shoes polished? Is he wearing any unusual items of clothing.’ He pushed his long thin face towards Mr Majeika, who stepped back in alarm. ‘Have you ever worn any unusual things?’ he snapped.

‘I-I used to wear a long pointed hat with peculiar signs on it,’ answered Mr Majeika nervously. ‘But that was when I was a wiz… I mean, before I became a teacher.’

Mr Postlethwaite opened his briefcase and took out a notebook and pencil. ‘Used to wear a long pointed hat with peculiar signs,’ he repeated, writing in the notebook. ‘One penalty point.’

‘What’s a p-penalty p-point?’ asked Mr Majeika anxiously.

‘Penalty point is black mark. Get ten and you lose Teacher Licence. Not allowed to teach any more. Thrown out on street.’

‘Thrown out on street?’ echoed Mr Majeika, looking rather white.

Mr Postlethwaite took a large stopwatch from his briefcase. ‘No more time-wasting! Ten minutes gone already. Only twenty left. Got to complete required amount of maths in time.’ He started the stopwatch. It made a bleeping noise every ten seconds.

‘Oh dear,’ said Mr Majeika in a panic. ‘But I’ve forgotten what we were doing.’

‘You told us to divide 36 by 7,’ said Thomas.

‘And Hamish Bigmore wanted to do it with a calculator, but you wouldn’t let him, Mr Majeika,’ said Jody.

‘I’ve done it without a calculator,’ said Thomas’s twin brother Pete. ‘The answer is –’

‘Shut up, cleversticks,’ said Hamish Bigmore, sticking out his tongue at Pete. ‘I bet you didn’t really do it without a calculator. I bet you had one hidden under the table.’

‘Hamish Bigmore, be quiet,’ said Mr Majeika.

‘Shan’t,’ said Hamish. He threw his maths exercise book at Pete.

‘Hamish, if you don’t behave yourself this instant,’ said Mr Majeika, ‘I’ll – I’ll –’ He stopped. He could think of a lot of
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things to do which would keep Hamish quiet, but none of them was likely to go down well with Mr Postlethwaite.

‘Second part of Inspection of Teacher now beginning,’ announced Mr Postlethwaite. ‘Checking ability of teacher to keep order. How does his class behave? Are there any badly behaved girls or boys?’

‘Do they get penalty points?’ asked Mr Majeika hopefully.

‘Not at all. Teacher gets penalty point for being unable to keep order. Or for using wrong methods to keep order. What are your methods?’ he barked at Mr Majeika.

‘My m-methods?’ Mr Majeika scratched his head. ‘Well, it’s a little difficult to explain.’

‘No it isn’t,’ shouted Hamish Bigmore. ‘When he gets cross with me, he turns me into a frog.’

In fact this had only happened once, during Mr Majeika’s first term at St Barty’s School, but no one had ever forgotten it, and they were always expecting it to happen again.

Mr Postlethwaite opened his notebook once more. ‘Keeps order by turning children into frogs,’ he noted. ‘Two penalty points.’

‘Two?’ gasped Mr Majeika. ‘I only got one last time.’

‘Use of magic by teacher strictly forbidden,’ Mr Postlethwaite snapped. ‘Not in Official Curriculum. Anything not in Official Curriculum carries two penalty points if used or taught by teacher.’

Mr Majeika looked stunned. ‘Please, what’s an Official – whatever you said?’ he asked.

Mr Postlethwaite took a big black book out of his briefcase, and held it up for everyone to see. On the front, it said:


OFFICIAL CURRICULUM

What Is To Be Taught In Schools As Decided By The People In Charge Nothing Else May Be Taught By Order
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‘No magic in Official Curriculum,’ he repeated.

‘Well, what is in it?’ asked Jody.

‘ “What is in it, sir?” ’ said Mr Postlethwaite crossly. ‘Pupils should address Inspector as “sir”. Pupils should also address teacher as “sir”, or, if female, “Miss”. Teachers not being addressed as “sir” or “Miss” earn penalty point.’

‘We never call him “sir”,’ laughed Hamish Bigmore, pointing rudely at Mr Majeika. ‘Nobody’s ever called silly old Mr Majeika “sir”.’

‘Never been called “sir” by his pupils,’ muttered Mr Postlethwaite, making another note. ‘One more penalty point.’

Mr Majeika sat down, mopping his brow with his handkerchief. ‘I can’t take much more of this,’ he said. ‘Anyway, you never answered Jody’s question. What is in the Official whatever-it’s-called?’

‘The Official Curriculum,’ answered Mr Postlethwaite briskly, ‘consists of items which the People in Charge have decided that schoolchildren must learn.’

‘I suppose, sir,’ said Pete to Mr Postlethwaite, ‘that means things like the dates of the kings and queens of England?’

‘And knowing your thirteen times table, sir?’ asked Jody.

Mr Postlethwaite nodded. ‘Exactly. And much more like that. All very hard work. No shirking. No fun. No amusement. Work, work, work.’

‘No school trips?’ asked Thomas, forgetting to call Mr Postlethwaite ‘sir’.

Mr Majeika jumped to his feet. ‘Goodness,’ he said, ‘I’d quite forgotten. I’m taking you all on a trip to Barty Castle today. The bus must be waiting. Come along!’

Everyone cheered, packed up their things, and hurried out of the classroom, forgetting for the moment all about Mr Postlethwaite. Outside, the weather had cleared, and the sun was beginning to shine.

Mr Postlethwaite followed Mr Majeika across the playground to the bus, looking very cross. ‘School trips firmly discouraged
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by Official Curriculum,’ he snapped. ‘Penalty points for teachers who arrange trips for fun.’

‘Ah, but this isn’t for fun,’ said Mr Majeika. ‘It’s a history lesson.’

Mr Postlethwaite took out his stopwatch. ‘Nearly forgot,’ he said, ‘Maths lesson not completed. One penalty point.’

Mr Majeika sighed. ‘How many have I got left before you take away my Teacher Licence?’ he asked.

‘Five gone,’ snapped Mr Postlethwaite. ‘Five to go. At this rate,’ he added with a nasty smile, ‘it won’t take you long to lose them.’

All the way to Barty Castle, Class Three sat gloomily in silence. They were glad to be going on a trip, but the sight of Mr Postlethwaite sitting stiffly next to Mr Majeika at the front of the bus made everyone depressed. Only Hamish Bigmore kept chattering away, in the hope of making Mr Majeika lose his temper and get into more trouble with Mr Postlethwaite.

He kept saying things like: ‘Please, Mr Majeika, sir, can we have the window open, sir?’ And then a moment later, after it had been opened: ‘Please, Mr Majeika, sir, it’s awfully cold now. Could we have the window shut again, please sir?’

‘Do shut up, Hamish,’ whispered Jody. ‘If Mr Majeika loses his Teacher Licence, and isn’t allowed to teach any more, we’re bound to get someone really boring or horrid as our new class teacher.’

‘There couldn’t be anyone more boring or horrid than Mr Majeika,’ sneered Hamish, but for the time being he shut up.

When the bus arrived at Barty Castle, the man who sold the tickets said: ‘You may not want to go inside the Castle today. Something has gone wrong with the electricity, and there’s no heating and no lighting.’

‘Oh dear,’ said Mr Majeika. ‘Still, as we’ve come all this way, we’d better go in.’ He led Class Three across the drawbridge into the castle, with Mr Postlethwaite following behind.

They went through a doorway into a dark room with a stone floor and roof. ‘We’ll start our visit here,’ called Mr Majeika to everyone. ‘Gather round and listen.’

‘Brr, it’s cold,’ said Jody.

Mr Postlethwaite took a thermometer out of his briefcase. ‘Temperature only
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three degrees above freezing,’ he said crossly, peering at it. Then he took out the Official Curriculum and read from it: ‘Teachers shall ensure that all places where they teach are properly heated and lit.’ He shut the Official Curriculum. ‘This is not properly heated or lit. One more penalty point.’

‘Oh dear,’ said Mr Majeika. ‘I don’t seem to be able to do anything right. We must start our lesson. This castle was built in the time of Queen Elizabeth the First. Does anybody know when she came to the throne?’

There was silence. Class Three weren’t good at remembering dates.

Mr Postlethwaite took out his notebook. ‘Teacher has failed to teach dates to children. One penalty –’

He broke off, because Class Three had suddenly gasped aloud. Then, as one person, they all called out: ‘1558.’

What had happened was this. Behind Mr Majeika and Mr Postlethwaite was a dark passage. While Mr Postlethwaite had been making his note, the date ‘1558’ had appeared out of nowhere, glowing in mid-air in the darkness.

‘Correct,’ called out Mr Majeika.

Mr Postlethwaite stopped writing in his notebook and looked cross. ‘Teacher seems to have managed to teach one date,’ he muttered.

‘And do you know who came to the throne after her?’ called out Mr Majeika.

Again, the answer appeared in glowing letters in the passage behind Mr Majeika and Mr Postlethwaite. ‘James the First,’ everyone called out.

‘In which year?’ asked Mr Majeika.

Once again, there was the answer, glowing in the dark. ‘1603,’ they shouted.
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Mr Postlethwaite seemed to suspect some sort of trick, for he spun round and looked behind him. But before he could see them, the magical letters had vanished.

‘There you are,’ said Mr Majeika cheerily. ‘They really do know their dates. Shall we go further into the castle?’

He led the way down the dark passage, and soon they emerged into a gallery which looked down into a big hall below. Mr Majeika stood with his back to the railing of the gallery, with Mr Postlethwaite alongside him. ‘Now, everyone,’ Mr Majeika called out, ‘this is the Great Hall. Can anybody tell me what sort of things used to happen here in the old days, when the castle was first built?’

‘They used to watch TV,’ giggled Hamish Bigmore.

Mr Postlethwaite looked pleased. ‘Just as I guessed. Teacher hasn’t taught children anything about historical customs. One p –’ But again he was interrupted, this time by a forest of hands going up.

‘Yes, Jody?’ said Mr Majeika, pointing at her.

‘They had enormous banquets,’ said Jody, ‘which began with one of the servants carrying in a boar’s head on a big gold dish.’

‘And they didn’t have knives and forks,’ said Thomas. ‘They used to eat with their fingers, and throw the bones to the dogs, who lay about on the straw which covered the floor.’

‘And sometimes one of the knights challenged another one to a fight, and they had a duel with swords, usually over which of them was going to marry a fair lady,’ said Pete.

‘Well done,’ said Mr Majeika.

‘It was easy,’ grinned Jody. And so it had been. Behind Mr Majeika and Mr Postlethwaite, in the Great Hall below the gallery, everything Jody, Thomas and Pete were describing had been happening, acted out silently by glowing

[image: image]

people whom Class Three supposed must be ghosts.

‘Now,’ said Mr Majeika, ‘can anyone tell me what happened in this castle during the Civil War, in the seventeenth century?’

Again, there was a forest of hands, because everyone could clearly see the answer being acted out in front of them. ‘Hamish, you tell us this time,’ said Mr Majeika.

‘Well,’ said Hamish, with a wicked grin on his face, ‘there was fighting between two lots of men. One group had long hair and looked silly, and the other had short hair, and looked even sillier.’

‘What were they called?’ asked Mr Majeika, and the answer flashed up over the men whom Class Three could see fighting each other in the Great Hall below: ‘Roundheads and Cavaliers.’

‘I don’t know,’ said Hamish, grinning even more, ‘but don’t you think they look silly, Mr Postlethwaite?’ And Hamish pointed.

Mr Postlethwaite turned. But before Mr Majeika could make the soldiers vanish, Mr Postlethwaite had seen them. ‘Thought so,’ he said. ‘Teacher cheating.
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Using magic too. Four penalty points gone. That’s it.’ He turned to Mr Majeika. ‘Your Teacher Licence is withdrawn, and you will not be permitted to teach again. No more job. Thrown out on street.’

‘Oh dear,’ said Mr Majeika miserably.

‘It’s not fair!’ said Jody. ‘He was only trying to help us.’

‘Do not interfere,’ Mr Postlethwaite snapped. ‘Pupils who interfere will be removed from ordinary school and sent to institutions which will correct their behaviour. Now, lead us back to bus,’ he said to Mr Majeika.

‘Very well,’ sighed Mr Majeika. ‘Only, I think I may have lost the way.’

‘It’s just down there, Mr Majeika,’ said Thomas, but Mr Majeika motioned to
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him to be quiet. He led Mr Postlethwaite down a passage they hadn’t come through before. Class Three followed behind.

‘It’s not far to the bus,’ said Mr Majeika cheerily. But the passage got darker and darker, and soon they could not see where they were walking.

‘Mistake has been made,’ said Mr Postlethwaite, sounding rather nervous. ‘Better turn round. Try other way.’ And then he gave a shriek.

In front of him, barring the way down the passage, was an enormous glowing figure, a big fat man in a crown, holding an axe. ‘It’s Henry the Eighth!’ whispered Jody. ‘I recognize him from pictures in the history books.’

‘Postlethwaite!’ roared the ghost. ‘Do you know who I am?’

‘Y-yes, Your Majesty,’ stammered Mr
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Postlethwaite. ‘You’re the ghost of Henry the Seventh. Er – I mean, Eighth.’

‘You mustn’t make mistakes like that, Postlethwaite!’ roared the ghost. ‘You get given penalty points for mistakes, and when you reach ten, do you know what happens? I chop off your head, Postlethwaite! You’ve got one penalty point already for your silly mistake, Postlethwaite. Now tell me what were the dates of my birth and death, the date I came to the throne, and the names of my six wives. That makes nine questions, Postlethwaite, and you know what’ll happen if you get all nine wrong, don’t you?’

‘Help!’ gasped Mr Postlethwaite. ‘Mind has gone blank. Can’t remember a thing. Not a single date or name.’

‘Can’t you, Postlethwaite?’ roared Henry the Eighth. ‘Let’s see if my axe helps you to remember!’

Mr Postlethwaite fell to his knees. ‘No, no,’ he cried. ‘Spare me, and I’ll spare Mr Majeika. I’ll never inspect another teacher again, or take away his Teacher Licence. I’ll run away and join a circus.’

‘Better do just that, Postlethwaite,’ roared Henry the Eighth. ‘Because if you ever try to inspect another teacher
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again, or bring out that silly Official Curriculum, I’ll be waiting for you!’ And with that, the ghost of the king vanished.

So did Mr Postlethwaite. He took to his heels and ran off down the passage. When Class Three and Mr Majeika came out into the open, they saw him disappearing across the countryside.

‘I hope he finds a circus,’ said Jody. ‘He’s dropped the Official Curriculum on the grass.’

‘Let’s leave it there,’ said Mr Majeika. ‘Thank goodness, we won’t be needing it.’
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