The Old Canal
‘Noww 1 dmtwantg/owplagmgdowmbxé/ﬂwold/wmh Y ow know bs
playing with, fire,” said Mrs Mac, digging her hands deep into- the
washing/—up bothmandTU%noddedo&l}Urwgundersi‘oo&
peewedw The water was stilly bLaoho.rxddeep Bgﬂdﬁ@bonkﬂrwgoould/

se@@mstad/s}wppmgu‘o[@ old;msppad%bsandsogwnmspapm& In

A[ﬂ\oughlblooked/dongﬂ‘ou& Tomgx\{nne,dathi&bx\oﬂ\m He took the
over the canal: Swmgmgzb,apkwaml&andz(ﬁmwox\d& h@whoopxe,d/[ikea;
WAWTMWWWN&WWM@ It was
his turrv neact.

"Vou)heswﬁed/becauseg,owmtswmu"teasedTom Tiree wanted to-
show he wasntt scared, so he grabbed, the rope and, swung way oub
across the canal. HWWWWWPM Tiree crashed: dowwny

Desperdate, Tormv leapt iru Ab first he could see nothing-just darkness and,
weed tangling his feet: Then he samr red! It was Tiree's hoodiel
Frantically, Tomv grabbed b and tugged, Tiree to- the side of the canal:
Twenty mirutes later they were standing i Mrs Macs kitcheny
excplaining why they were soaking wet: Mrs Mac grounded, them fora
week for disobeying her warming! The old canal was very dangerous ands




