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Chapter 9 Ein Pferd kommt zum Tee 

If the text is in English in the Original German version, the lines and words are highlighted in blue like 
this 

Now it was starting to get a little spooky for me. Where was Miss Braitwhistle taking us? 

"Maybe we'll stop at the playground," Aki said to me. 

But we didn't stop at the playground, we went past it and across the meadow, which 
suddenly looked much bigger than usual. And the lawn was much greener too, and there 
were no empty bottles, no cigarette butts or burger containers, and there was no dog 
poop either. 

"Look!", Aki suddenly said, pointing ahead. 

We were flying towards a house, I had never seen such a thing, and I know the park like 
the back of my hand.  

No, better than the back of my hand, because I'm never sure how that looks like. 

Aki didn't know the house either. And actually it wasn't it wasn't really a house at all, it 
was more like a castle. 

With lots of windows and here a tower and there a little bay window and everything 
made of grey stone. 

A flag was flying from one of the towers. 

"That's the flag of England," Clemens said, who was flying right behind me. "The Union 
Jack." 

Aki and I thought it was funny that a flag is called Jack like a human being. But why was 
it hanging there? 

But before I could think about it, our chairs slowed down and flew lower and lower, so 
that you could almost touch the grass with the tip of your foot. 

And suddenly there was a jolt, my chair wobbled, and I felt like I was tilting too hard and 
falling over. And then we were already landed. 

Hugo fell off the chair, of course, but he often does that in class, too and here at least he 
fell on the grass which was not only very green, but also very soft. 

Miss Braitwhistle blew her whistle again, and we had to line up in twos. Then she 
walked along us and tugged and pulled at each of us. She stuffed the blouse up Polly's 
skirt and pulled up Molly's stockings. She rolled down Clemens's trouser legs and told 
me to tie my shoes properly. 
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But Aki got the worst. She took a comb and and tried to part his curls. It didn't work. She 
spat into her hand and ran it over his hair. After that it was flat on his head like a board. 

Then she took a few steps back, looked at us and raised an eyebrow. "I can't introduce 
you guys, no way!" We didn't know what she meant, only that we were ravenously 
hungry. 

"When are we going to eat?" Max asked. "I'm about to drop dead." 

"And then you'll be a corpse on the grass, no chance!" 

Miss Braitwhistle opened her bag and rummaged around in it. Then she pulled 
something out.  A red coat with white fuzzy fur on the collar. It looked like like Santa's 
coat. But she must have not liked it because she shook her head and stuffed it back 
again. Then, suddenly, she had a jacket in her hand. It was dark green, had gold buttons 
and a kind of coat of arms on the breast pocket. Miss Braitwhistle looked at the jacket 
from all sides and whistled softly through her teeth. "Perfect, that will do it." 

We still didn't know what she was going to do but then she called Pauline forward and 
she had to put on the jacket. 

"Fits!" Miss Braitwhistle said. 

"Fits!", Pauline also said. 

And then it went like clockwork: she took one green jacket after another out of her bag 
and we had to put them on. They all fitted. Even Clemens with his long arms and Max 
with his big belly. 

"You're looking great, children," said Miss Braitwhistle said. "You look like schoolers 
from public school, very expensive." 

I didn't think we looked expensive, more comical. Especially Hugo, who strutted around 
in his jacket like a bloated peacock. 

"What about Polly?" asked Molly, holding up her doll. 

"What about Molly?" asked Polly, holding up her doll too. 

The dolls were not wearing green jackets, of course. 

"Well," said Miss Braitwhistle, rummaging in her bag again. 

She rummaged in her bag again. "These should fit." She handed Molly two dolls' jackets 
that looked exactly like ours, only smaller. 
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"Cute, cute!" they both shrieked. But then Polly said that Molly's jacket was greener, and 
Molly said that Polly's buttons were more golden and the girls hit their dolls on each 
other's heads again. 

And Hugo started moaning, "The jacket itches! I I'm allergic to sheep's wool." 

And Clemens said that the colour of his scarf didn't match the green of the jacket. 

Miss Braitwhistle whistled again and said that we should behave and follow her. Then 
she ran so the big house so fast that we could hardly keep up with her. 

We also had to carry the chairs since we hardly could leave them in the middle of 
nowhere. 

"What are we going to do there now?" I asked Aki. 

"I don't know," Aki said. "I hope we'll at least at least something to drink." 

 

"I bet not," Clemens interjected. "This looks like a museum, and there's never anything 
to drink in a museum. At most, slippers that are too big for you and stink of cheese." 

On the spot I got a massive thirst. Then we arrived at a big gate. 

There was no doorbell, just an old-fashioned door knocker, that looked like a dog's head 
squeezed together. 

Miss Braitwhistle picked up the squeezed head and dropped it. There was a good thud. 

After a while the door opened and there was a man standing there in a striped vest and 
a crease in his trousers you could have cut yourself on. 

"My lady?" he asked, sounding as if he had a cold. 

"We are coming to see Lady Prudence," Miss Braitwhistle said. 

"We?" The guy looked at us and pulled up his upper lip as if he smelled something 
unpleasant. 

"What's wrong with him? Is he sick?" asked Aki, but before Miss Braitwhistle could say 
anything, we heard a loud bark and a dog shot towards us. 

Its body looked like a giant sausage stuffed too tight, and its head bore a strong 
resemblance to the door knocker. 

"That's a bulldog," Clemens said. 
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I had never seen a bulldog before, and I was better that way. It really wasn't beautiful, 
but it was very loud. The bulldog barked and its drool dripped out of its mouth. 

Annalisa started to howl. "Don't bite! Don't bite!" 

But the dog wasn't interested in Annalisa at all. It was only interested in Miss 
Braitwhite's bag. She reached in and pulled out a dog biscuit.  

And before she could say anything, it had disappeared into the slobbering mouth and 
the bulldog started barking again. 

"Andrew, shut up!" a woman shouted, and then she shouted some more, but we couldn't 
understand because it was in English. 

The woman didn't look very pretty. She was tall and thin, had a long face, teeth like like 
a horse and a nest of hair on her head that looked like birds breeding inside. 

"Children, may I present Lady Prudence?" asked Miss Braitwhistle. 

I would have liked to say no, but I'm sure that wouldn't have been polite. 

And then a big grandfather clock struck five times. That couldn't be! 

I nudged Aki. "Look at the clock. Is it really five already?" 

"Nonsense," Aki said. "I have practice at five." 

"Oh, it's tea time!" shouted Lady Prudence, and we had to go with her into a big room 
with sofas and equally huge armchairs in front of a fireplace. We were all told to sit 
down. The chairs were so big that four of us could fit into them. 

Miss Braitwhistle took a seat in a very distinguished manner on a red velvet chair with 
squiggly legs, which I'm sure would have collapsed under Mrs Klawitter. 

Then she raised an eyebrow and said: 

"Sit up straight, please! We are with elegant people." 

Lady Prudence put two fingers in her mouth and whistled. It didn't sound elegant, 
though. 

"When I call Andrew, the dog comes," she said to us. 

"But I want Andrew the butler." 

Andrew the butler did come, with a big tray. 
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He gave each of us a teacup, and then we were allowed to take a slice of toast. The slices 
of toast were triangular and not toasted, so they were quite soggy. 

My toast was not only soggy, it was also already soaked. 

There were thin slices of cucumber on it. Clemens had something pink on his bread. He 
took a bite and made a face. "Yuck, fish." 

It was a good thing that Andrew, the dog, was standing next to Clemens and didn't mind 
fish. 

There was hard egg on Annalisa's toast, and she was disgusted, because the yolk was all 
grey around the edges. I think she would have liked to give it to the bulldog, but didn't 
dare. 

Only Max really dug in and ate Annalisa's grey egg bread. 

Miss Braitwhistle and the lady didn't pay any attention to us and instead drank tea and 
talked in English. 

We were bored. Until Clemens discovered a piano. 

He just sat down in front of it, threw back his scarf and started to play. Clemens can play 
really well, but he's never allowed at Mrs. Klawitter's piano, because he always plays 
things that are fast and loud and she doesn't like that. He was playing such songs now, 
too. 

But the lady must have thought it was quite good, because she called out: 

"That's boogie-woogie, come on, let's dance!" And she and Miss Braitwhistle started 
dancing. Only Andrew cried terribly. 

The girls danced too. We didn't, of course. We lounged around in the armchairs and 
made fun of the girls. 

Clemens played faster and and suddenly someone whinnied. But not with laughter. 

There was a horse in the middle of the room, and on the horse was a man. 

"Mortimer!" cried Lady Prudence. "Out with the horse!" 

"Why do you speak German?" asked the man on the horse. 

The man on the horse asked. She pointed at us and said, "Those are German friends of 
our dear Brenda." 

So Miss Braitwhistle's first name was Brenda? 
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We hadn't known that. 

The man got off the horse, and his boots were all muddy, so he got the carpet all dirty. 
"Sorry, dear, but you know Racer, he always goes through when he smells the stable." 

Racer ate the last of the sandwiches, which wasn't too bad, because they really weren't 
very tasty. 

The girls of course went straight over and wanted to stroke the horse. Molly and Polly 
were arguing about who got to braid the mane. Pauline gave the horse the sugar cubes 
from the sugar bowl and Annalisa combed the horse's tail with her comb. 

Annalisa combed the horse's tail with her comb, but then he lifted his tail and poo... well, 
he made a mess. 

Lady Prudence whistled again, and Andrew, the butler, came in with a shovel and a 
broom and swept it all away. 

"I think it's time to go," said Miss Braitwhistle. "Come on, children." 

We said goodbye to the lord and the lady and to Racer, the horse, and to Andrew, the 
dog. Just not from Andrew, the butler. 

Because all he did was look at us from above as if he wanted to sweep us away as badly 
as he swept away the horse droppings. 

In front of the house, our chairs were still there, as if they were waiting for us. 

"Hold on tight, here we go!" shouted Miss Braitwhistle as we sat down. 

We sped across the meadow, much faster than on the outward flight. The chairs were 
behaving almost like horses wanting to get back to the stable. I could only hope that 
they didn't run away with us. 

Clemens on his chair was the fastest, soon he was so far ahead that all we could see was 
his scarf waving. 

And before we knew what was going on, we had already landed again and were sitting 
at our desks in class. 

Miss Braitwhistle was standing at the teacher's desk, running her hands over her hair 
but it looked the same as always. 

Then everyone had to come forward and hand in their jackets. There really was a lot in 
her bag.  

The puppet twins made a fuss because they wanted to keep their jackets. But they had 
to take them off, even the dolls'. 
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The bell rang and Miss Braitwhistle said, "You may go home. See you tomorrow." 

"What does that mean?" asked Aki. 

"See you tomorrow." 

"We don't have to go back to Mrs. Sauermann in 4b?" I asked. 

Miss Braitwhistle shook her head, and we all walked home relieved, but still a bit 
wobbly on our feet. 

 


