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am he Sword in Che Scone
}| “ by Terence Hanbury White
. “Well;” said he, “now that we have finished our breakfast,
5 | think it is high time that we should all three find our way
. back to Sir Ector.”
= a@ “Excuse me a moment,” he added as an afterthought, and,
; turning round to the breakfast things, he pointed
a knobbly finger at them and said in a stern voice,
“Wash up’”

At this all the china and cutlery scrambled down off

T—" ( A the table, the cloth emptied the crumbs out of the
% window, and the napkins folded themselves up. All ran
TO) off down the ladder, to where Merlyn had left the bucket,
and there was such a noise and yelling as if a lot of children

I had been let out of school. Merlyn went to the door and
? shouted, “Mind, nobody is to get broken.” But his voice was
entirely drowned in shrill squeals, splashes and cries of
“My, it is cold,"“l shan’t stay in long,”“Look out, you'll break me;’
or“Come on, let’s duck the teapot’
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