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Introduction
In this story set in England during the late 1990s, nine year
old Max is a pupil at Milton Court County Primary School which
is to undergo an Ofsted Inspection. His teacher, Mr. Hodges, is a
stereotypical ‘old guard’ who resists change and is happy to remain
in his comfort zone indefinitely while the new Headteacher, Mrs.
Pugh, is a seething mass of ambition who wants to make her mark
and get promoted to the inspectorate. These opposites do not
attract and the unwitting Max and his great grandmother (known
to all as ‘Granny’) get entangled in the ensuing power struggle.
When Mrs. Pugh discovers that her school is to be inspected,
she sees this as the perfect opportunity to fulfil her ambitions
while her teachers view it with horror and trepidation. Only Mr.
Hodges remains undisturbed, and hopes to use it to bring Mrs.
Pugh down. However, with the best of intentions it is Max and
Granny who succeed in thwarting Mrs. Pugh’s best laid plans with
the hilarious results that, unfortunately, only happen in fiction.
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Chapter 1
Mrs. Bell prided herself on her porridge and fervently believed
it was the best possible way to start the day. However, she liked
her children to eat it piping hot and was weary of calling upstairs
every morning for her dreamy son, Max, to get out of bed and
come down for it.
“Time to get up, Max! How many times do I have to tell you?”
she shouted up the stairs for the third time as Lord Maximillian of
Bellamy raised his noble head from the pillow.
“All right, I’m getting up now,” he announced in his most
dignified voice as he regally rose from the bed to make his noble
way to the bathroom. “I wish people would have more respect,”
he muttered squeezing his striped toothpaste onto the brush. A
quick splash of water over his face completed the morning
ablutions before he shuffled back to his bedroom to dress for
school.
“Your porridge is probably cold,” his mother complained when
he finally appeared. “I can’t think why you take so long to get up
every morning, you’re such a dream.”
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Max glared at his little sister, Sophie, sitting smugly at the
table with her porridge almost finished. She was always so
marvellous and his parents thought the sun, moon and stars shone
out of her rear end. Max poked his tongue out at her and started
bolting his breakfast which ought to have been something grander
than this. Whoever heard of a lord eating porridge for breakfast?
“Mum, Max stuck his tongue out at me,” Sophie whined.
“Oh, for goodness sake!” said Mrs. Bell exasperated. “Leave
your sister alone and hurry up or you’ll be late for school. It’s
nearly nine o’clock. Have you got your reply slip about the trip to
the museum in your bag?”
“Yes,” said Max picking up the bag without checking and
leaving the house as fast as possible since he had been late for
school twice already that week and had been warned that he
would stand outside the dreaded Mrs. Pugh’s office for the whole
of break if he was late again.
The journey to Milton Court Primary school was not a long one
since Milton was just a small market town in a rural setting, being
little more than a large village. The school was the only county
primary school there although there was a small Catholic school
near the Parish Church and a couple of private schools on the
outskirts. One wouldn’t have to walk far from anywhere in Milton
to reach the open countryside but the town centre was a busy little
hub with a supermarket, banks and the usual amenities.
On the days Max dawdled with friends, stopping to collect
conkers or pick blackberries, it would take him fifteen minutes at
most to get to school but today he had to try to cut it to five since
tardiness was no longer tolerated. He didn’t possess a watch and
wasn’t particularly good at telling the time anyway so punctuality
was not his strong point.
“Late again, Bell!” shouted a boy from across the road who
was now at the secondary school. He was with a group of exprimary school boys who all knew Max and had teased him when
they were in their final year. “You’ll have to stand in the corner
all day, you little turd!”
Ignoring their taunts in case they turned nasty, Max continued
running down the road as fast as he could. On turning a corner he
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saw his friend Kevin running ahead of him.
“Hey, Kev, wait for me,” he shouted and Kevin stopped for
him to catch up so that they could run together. As they ran Max
could hear the conkers rattling around in his friend’s bag since it
contained absolutely nothing else.
(For those who do not know, conkers is a popular game played
in England and Ireland by threading a string through a horse
chestnut, a seed which drops from its tree in the autumn months
and is commonly referred to as a conker. The object of the game
is to strike an opponent’s conker in order to break it. Whoever’s
breaks first is the loser. A freshly picked conker is soft and moist
and needs to be dried out and hardened first and this process is the
secret of every winner’s success!)
“What’s the time?” Kevin asked.
“Don’t know,” gasped Max, “But I can’t be late this morning
or Poo is going to make me stand outside her office.”
The person Max referred to as Poo was Mrs. Pugh who had
grand ideas of becoming an Inspector, while only in her second
year as Headmistress of Milton Court. This had prompted her to
invite some highly influential leaders of the community and her
own political circles where she was a well known figure, together
with a journalist from the local newspaper to see what wonderful
things she was doing. She wanted them to be aware of her planned
educational visit to the Roman museum in the neighbouring town
of Kettleston which she would hold up as a shining example of
how children could learn about history through a ‘hands on’
approach. This was entirely her own initiative since no member of
staff had ever considered the merit of taking a class to this
magnificent resource right on their doorstep, even when they were
studying the Romans in their history lessons. Furthermore, she
wanted to use this opportunity to show how much better the school
was administered under her auspices than those of her predecessor.
What Mrs. Pugh did not know was that teachers had visited the
museum individually and dismissed it as too academic and
irrelevant for primary children. Kettleston had been an important
Roman settlement and was an archaeologist’s dream. The museum
had grown over many years to accommodate the numerous
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artefacts that had been excavated in that time and, while school
visits were among its development plans for the future, they were
still far from the drawing board.
Max thought there was something distinctly wrong with
anyone who could get excited about the introduction of reading
records and home-school diaries which they were now required to
keep. They were just a pain in the neck for him and his mum to
keep filling in. He wished the old Headmaster, Mr. MacDonald,
had never retired as he was good fun and everyone, including the
teachers, was happy in those days.
Mr. MacDonald had been Headteacher at Milton Court for
twenty years and had come to believe that happy teachers made
happy children who in turn made happy parents. His door was
open to everyone and he listened to all their issues and ideas. If he
liked their suggestions he would take them on board and if he
didn’t he would remain non-committal and conveniently forget
about them later. To the children he was a complete clown as they
rarely saw him being serious. He would squeeze his face up
against the classroom windows as though being pushed by an
invisible force, ballet dance or pretend to play an imaginary
instrument to the ‘coming-in’ music for assembly and would
occasionally come to school wearing ridiculous hats, wigs, glasses
or teeth. There was nothing he enjoyed more than making people
laugh. The one thing that seemed out of character was his
insistence on formal address. He only allowed his staff and
parents to call him Mr. MacDonald which he reciprocated by
addressing everybody else the same way. This was because he
detested his one and only first name, Jocelyn, to the point that he
only ever signed himself ‘MacDonald’ without the use of an initial.
Nobody knew his first name and even his wife had only ever
known him as ‘Mac’. The formal use of surnames was the one
legacy he left behind since Emily Pugh also liked to be formally
addressed as Mrs. Pugh by her teachers and parents. Unlike Mr.
MacDonald, however, she preferred to address her staff by their
first names which they strongly objected to as patronising and
demeaning and made this quite clear to her in their first staff
meeting. If she wished to be called Mrs. Pugh, she would have
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to afford her colleagues the same courtesy and so the tradition
continued.
The children felt that since the arrival of Mrs. Pugh, Milton
Court had taken a distinct turn for the worse. Things like literacy
and numeracy hours had been introduced and SATs, whatever
they were. It now seemed to be all work, tests and no play and
their teachers were noticeably more bad-tempered.
Max and Kevin heard the whistle blow minutes before they
reached the school gate and saw the classes already lined up to
enter. Knowing they would have to face the consequences, they
were pleasantly surprised and relieved to see a smiling Mrs. Pugh
standing on the steps of the school’s main entrance with some
equally smiling strangers who must have been her invited guests.
They knew they were safe on these occasions, if only for the day,
because the Headmistress would always give the outer impression
of amiability, even adopting a false, cooing voice as though butter
wouldn’t melt in her mouth. Today she wore her special plastic
smile like a mask to conceal the gorgon beneath but both boys
knew they would get their just deserts the following day when
they would be standing outside the old dragon’s office facing the
wall while their classmates were enjoying their break in the
playground.
Actually, Mrs. Pugh was not that old at just forty years of age
and, when she looked at herself in the mirror, she really thought
she was rather nice looking which to an extent was true but the
children just thought of her as an old bag with a moustache.
Certainly Mrs. Pugh had a moustache but she had reluctantly
learned to live with it although she had never got over the way
small children stared at it when she was talking to them. In the
past she had attempted to remove it with hair removing creams
and tweezers but both had given her such a red and spotty upper
lip that she had abandoned these efforts long ago. She felt that
under the circumstances electrolysis was not an option and, since
she had a light hair colouring, she hoped it was not too noticeable
and preferred to use scissors to trim it when it got too bushy.
“Thank you so much, Miss Davies, would you like to take
your class in now?” she said in soft, condescending tones. Most
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days she never even bothered to appear as she was invariably
tapping out missives for teachers or letters for the children to take
home to their parents about her new ideas and innovations. Never
had the school seen so much paper and, while very few ever read
it, it gave her enormous satisfaction to produce it.
“I see you were late again, Bell,” growled Mr. Hodges his new
class teacher. “I’ve got my beady eye on you, boy. What’s your
excuse this time?”
“My mum overslept,” Max lied.
“We’ll have to talk to your mum about that, won’t we?” was
the sarcastic response.
Hoping this would be the end of the conversation, Max busied
himself in his desk while his teacher called the register. He had
come across Mr. Hodges long before he came to be in his class.
Being the oldest member of staff, he was a large, fierce man who
had been teaching before most of the parents were born. As a
result he was set in his ways and mourned the departure of Mr.
MacDonald. It was he who had first raised the objection to being
called Ted by a youngster he had to address as Mrs. Pugh and had
garnered the staff behind him to fix her. Mrs. Pugh disliked
opposition and, having been defeated on this issue, was not
favourably disposed towards this man. It was a clear case of the
irresistible force meeting the immovable object and both looked
for as many ways as possible to find fault with the other.
Mr. Hodges remembered his past encounters with Max and
one of them particularly stood out from the time this boy was little
more than an infant. In those days it had been one of Mr. Hodges’
quirks to appoint a child to carry a chair into the playground for
him to sit on whenever he was on duty. This would always be
placed in the same strategic spot where he commanded the best
view of what was going on and boys playing with a football had
to be extremely careful to avoid it going anywhere near him or risk
it being confiscated for at least three days. Since the appointment
of Mrs. Pugh, however, the chair was no longer allowed and Mr.
Hodges had to patrol the yard like everyone else. On the day in
question he had come to school in a new pair of cream coloured
trousers which was most unusual for him since he always wore
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brown, and they always appeared to be the same pair all stretched
at the knee. His sense of dress was notoriously shabby and he had
worn the same tired old checked jacket with leather patches on the
elbows for as long as anyone could remember. The cream coloured
trousers, therefore, attracted a lot of attention from both children
and colleagues alike and, as it was a hot day in June, he had
dispensed with the jacket and was wearing only a shirt and tie
giving an unusually sporty appearance. The trousers were a birthday
present from his wife who had insisted he wear them to school
where his colleagues teased him unmercifully but he took it all in
good humour.
Being on playground duty that day, he was sitting in his usual
place with Max and his friends innocently eating their break on
the ground beside him when a football passed within inches of
his head at great speed. Standing up he demanded that the boys
responsible hand it over. While this was going on Max quite
inadvertently put his blackcurrant jam sandwich on the empty
chair while he got a drink from his bag and Mr. Hodges, having
dealt with the miscreants in his usual manner, promptly sat on it.
The horrified Max didn’t know what to say but his friends
squealed with laughter and told Mr. Hodges what he had done.
Standing up again he realised that the sandwich had been
completely flattened and was stuck to the seat of his new trousers.
“Did you do that deliberately?” he shouted at Max, but before
the terrified child could answer he stalked off in the direction of
the gents to scrape it off into the lavatory bowl. Bumping into Mr.
MacDonald in the corridor he quickly explained why he had left
the playground and asked him to keep an eye on the children
while he cleaned himself up. This was a trove for Mr. MacDonald
who sent the secretary into the yard while he rushed to the
staffroom to be the first to break the news to his colleagues.
Mr. Hodges used toilet paper to rub off the mess but the sticky
jam and melted butter merely got rubbed in rather than off and, as
he couldn’t really see what he was doing anyway, he had to
remove his trousers altogether in order to wash the seat under the
tap using hand soap and cold water. In his haste he had not locked
the door which was opened by a colleague who was treated to the
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sight of his bare white legs. This made the already furious man
even angrier as he slammed it shut in his colleague’s face. His
efforts to remove the stains were not very successful and, having
done the best he could in the circumstances, tried to dry the wet
area with paper hand towels. Sweating profusely, he put the trousers
back on and left the gents feeling thoroughly uncomfortable.
“Bloody kids!” he muttered as he went into the secretary’s office
to call his wife to bring another pair.
Just after telephoning, the bell rang and he had to line the
children up in the playground keeping his rear end hidden from
them as much as possible but his colleagues who came out from
the door behind him to collect their classes were treated to the full
view. He was far from amused at the comments about how bad
his piles were that day and Miss Davies asking if he needed one
of her tampons which she followed by shrieks of laughter.
As Max approached the door Mr. Hodges glared at him so
ferociously that it made him gulp and now that he had the
misfortune of having this boy in Year Five where he had been the
class teacher for a very long time, he was determined to nip any
further nonsense from him in the bud.
“Now then,” Mr. Hodges said when he had finished the
register. “Mrs. Poo, our much loved Headmistress has some
important visitors she wants to impress and you all have to be
on your best behaviour. If they come in here, just get on with
your work or I shall growl at you! Now, line up for assembly.”
Being a man of habit, Mr. Hodges always led the class into
the hall and sat down by the first child in the line. Max had
quickly worked out that if he went to the back of the line he
would be the furthest away from the old misery, so he and Kevin
waited until all the others were out and followed at the end.
Lady Pugh herself, instead of the Deputy, Mr. Randall, was
standing at the front with the artificial smile that made Max and
everyone else slightly uneasy. Mr. Hodges sat in the usual chair
on his side of the hall pouting at the sight of her in her element
while the visitors sat on the other so that Max had a kind-looking,
white haired old lady on the chair beside him as he sat down on
the floor. He felt sure a lord shouldn’t be sitting on the floor while
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a commoner had a chair, no matter how ancient she may have
been.
“Good morning, children,” said the affected voice at the front.
“I’d like to welcome our distinguished guests who are here to
look around the school for the day and I’m sure you’ll make them
most welcome and be as polite as I know you always are.”
A grubby little infant just in front of her who had been eagerly
extracting a bogey from his nose wiped it on the top of her shoe.
Feeling the small finger brush against her toe she looked down.
Miss Davies, the child’s teacher had been watching him and tried
to attract his attention by wagging a forbidding finger but to no
avail. Mrs. Pugh felt distinctly uncomfortable with this germridden foreign body decorating her toe but did not wish to draw
attention to it in front of her visitors. However, when the child
attempted to attach an even larger bogey to the first, she took a
step back and could not restrain herself from making a comment.
“That’s not very polite, dear, is it?” she suggested trying to
remain pleasant. Why couldn’t his useless class teacher take this
dirty little creature away instead of sitting there suppressing a silly
grin? Having wiped the second bogey on the floor, the same child
then loudly broke wind causing several giggles. This was
succeeded by so foul an odour that it left the nearby children
waving their hands in front of their noses while coughing
exaggeratedly as though choking. It so amused the young Miss
Davies that she lost all control and had to beat a hasty retreat from
the hall into her classroom. Even the seemingly imperturbable Mr.
Hodges didn’t know where to put his face which had gone as red
as a tomato and looked as though it were about to burst open.
“Really! That wasn’t very nice at all, Thomas, now was it?”
said Mrs. Pugh who was the only one in the hall not in the least
amused.
Thomas exhibited no sign of shame or remorse even when the
children around him complained noisily about the smell which
was exceptionally strong. Mrs. Pugh herself would have liked to
hold a handkerchief to her nose and wondered what on earth he
had been eating to create such a stench. As both her physical and
emotional discomfort increased, the soft, affected tones disappeared
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and her harsher, more normal voice began to rise in volume and
pitch commanding everyone to settle down after she had Thomas
removed and taken to Miss Davies in her classroom where she
remained indisposed.
“What must our visitors think of us?” Mrs. Pugh asked looking
apologetically in their direction as calm gradually returned
prompting the irritating smile to reappear as she told them what a
lovely story she had to read. It was Oscar Wilde’s “The Selfish
Giant” which Max had read before and, while her uninteresting
voice made it seem even longer and more boring than he had
remembered, he forgot himself completely and yawned so loudly
that all eyes, including Mrs. Pugh’s turned in his direction. Mr.
Hodges leant forward to see who it was and Max seemed to detect
a trace of amusement in his expression, an almost approving look.
Surprised by his own loss of control, he sat up straight and
adopted an exaggeratedly attentive pose to show his fascination
for the story.
When it finally came to an end amid the sort of fidgeting that
means no-one is listening, Mrs. Pugh said, “Now, as you know,
since I became Headteacher of this school we don’t sing hymns or
say prayers any more but we do have thoughts for the day and
Mrs. Coward’s class is going to sing us a thoughtful song. Thank
you, Mrs. Coward.”
Mrs. Coward was a large but pleasant enough lady with an
ample bosom who played the piano after a fashion. Most of the
time her notes didn’t sound quite right but, as she was the only
teacher who could play anything, Mrs. Pugh had appointed her as
being in charge of music. Her class stood at the front and sang an
off-key version of “The Streets of London” while Mrs. Coward
added to the cacophony with a series of wrong notes. Mrs. Pugh
somehow maintained a fixed smile throughout and thanked the
class profusely for singing such a thoughtful song. It was with a
concealed sense of relief that she dismissed the school reminding
them to look after their visitors nicely.
“Now then, has everyone brought their reply slips back for the
museum trip?” Mr. Hodges asked when they had all settled back
into class.
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“I’ve left mine in my bag,” Max shouted. “Can I go and get
it?”
“You would,” retorted his teacher, “Hurry up.”
As Max left the room he was seized by the sudden urge to be
a kangaroo which made him crouch and hop as high and as far as
he could. He wondered how many hops a kangaroo would have to
make from the classroom, across the hall and into the cloakroom.
Meanwhile, in her office Mrs. Pugh was relating some of the
changes she had introduced for the better to two of her visitors
when there was a gentle tap on the door. “Do come in,” she said in
a tone suggesting her office was always open to visitors, especially
children. The door opened and a small, mousy lady entered
carrying an enormous birthday cake in the shape of a white egg
with a red ribbon of icing around it bearing the words ‘Happy
Birthday, Fiona’ with three candles either side surrounded by
fluffy, little yellow chicks.
Mrs. Pugh positively cooed. “Oh, how beautiful!” she
exclaimed. “Did you make it yourself, Mrs. Dunn?”
“No, I ordered it from Harrington’s Bakery last week and I’ve
just picked it up. Would you mind giving it to Miss Davies for me
as I have an urgent appointment I’m already late for? Fiona’s
aunty keeps hens and she just loves the baby chicks.”
“I’d be delighted,” purred Mrs. Pugh already contemplating
the enormous potential for impressing her visitors by graciously
presenting little Fiona with the cake and getting the class to sing
“Happy Birthday.” She set off for Miss Davies’ classroom with
her two visitors and the secretary in toe.
“It’s very cleverly done,” she observed on the way and stopped
to admire the intricate work around the ribbon. At that precise
moment, the kangaroo which was not particularly looking where
it was going rose from below to take its final hop before reaching
the cloakroom. The beautiful cake was propelled upwards and
most of Mrs. Pugh’s head disappeared from sight into the fresh
cream centre and moist chocolate sponge.
When she had wiped sufficient goo from her face to avoid
choking and enough cream from her eyes to allow some limited
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vision, she realised that one of her contact lenses remained somewhere in the sticky mess now lying on the floor.
“You stupid little . .” she rasped before remembering the
visitors she was so anxious to impress.
“Whoops!” said Max apologetically.
“Whoops indeed, young man!” snarled the furious woman
attempting to retrieve some shred of dignity. “What on earth were
you doing?” she demanded trying to see who it was, although she
was fairly certain from the voice that it was Max.
“I was just going to get my reply slip from my bag,” Max
replied pathetically.
“Well, before you do that, you can scoop up this cake and take
it to Miss Davies and explain what you did while I call Fiona’s
mother and give her the bad news. You can come and see me
tomorrow as you were late again this morning.”
Max started to wipe up cake from the floor using paper hand
towels from the cloakroom and piled the bits onto the silver cake
board while Mrs. Pugh went to the ladies to clean up. Her visitors
had never expected such a pantomime and wondered what could
possibly happen next.
“I do apologise for that child,” Max heard Mrs. Pugh saying
as she stalked off, “Every school has at least one and he’s ours,
I’m afraid.” She then disappeared to wash her face and attempt to
wipe some of the icing out of her hair.
“Come in,” said a friendly voice when Max knocked on Miss
Davies’ classroom door.
“I’m sorry, Miss,” he said. “This is Fiona’s birthday cake.”
Miss Davies stared at it for a few moments before asking,
“What happened?”
“I bumped into Mrs. Pugh and she . . . dropped it on the
floor.”
Both he and Miss Davies then looked across the room at Fiona
whose bottom lip had already begun to quiver and it was clear to
Max that she was about to start blubbering.
“Never mind, Fiona,” Miss Davies said reassuringly.
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“Accidents happen and your mummy is bringing you another one.”
Of course, Miss Davies didn’t know whether Mrs. Dunn would
bring another cake or not but was anxious to avoid a bawling
session for the rest of the morning.
Max was dismissed to his great relief just as Fiona began to
make a noise so reminiscent of his sister’s when she wanted
attention. He went straight back into his classroom completely
forgetting the reply slip.
“Well?” snarled Mr. Hodges. “Where have you been all this
time and where’s your reply slip?” Before Max could offer an
explanation, his teacher yelled, “Well, get it, boy!” and sent him
packing for a second time.
To Max’s great relief, he found the crumpled slip under his
PE kit and took it to his teacher who scowled at the scruffy piece
of paper but made no comment. Max got down to his work until
the bell rang for morning break. He noticed after break that Mrs.
Pugh was no longer around and her visitors had disappeared too.
She had, in fact, driven home with one eye closed to have a
shower and change of clothes. It was also necessary for her to
make an emergency appointment with her hairdresser having only
had her hair done the day before and wondered what reason she
could possibly give for a second appointment so soon. Her one
good eye filled with tears of rage which made it difficult to see
where she was going as she planned her revenge on this child who
had ruined her efforts to be recognised as a Headteacher ready for
promotion to the inspectorate. In the staffroom at break time
hearty laughter filled the air as the secretary, who had seen it all,
related the news of Mrs. Pugh’s debacle.
They say that a school is only as good as its secretary and Mrs.
Prebble was one of the best. She had served under Mr. MacDonald
and put up with all his jokes accusing her of knocking back gin
behind the cupboard door knowing that she was a strict teetotaller
but she loved the teasing and could give back as good as she got.
Mrs. Pugh, however, was a very different kettle of fish, having no
sense of humour or fun but when she got it wrong as she did
today she far surpassed anything Mr. MacDonald had to offer.
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Mr. Hodges was rapidly warming towards Max, and when he
had his class settled down to the joys of the Literacy Hour, he
sidled over to the boy and said confidentially, “I hear that, thanks
to you, Mrs. Poo ended up with egg on her face. We’ll have to
give you a medal for that but I wouldn’t want to be in your shoes
tomorrow.” Max didn’t particularly want to be in his shoes
tomorrow as he thought of the irate Poo bearing down on him. He
made up his mind that after school he would go and see his great
grandmother, Granny Bell, who was always able to make him feel
better. She was the one and only person in the whole world who
understood him and a visit from her favourite great-grandchild
was overdue.
Buy the B&N e-Pub version at:http://www.barnesandnoble.com/w/the-school-inspection-allen-c
orbet/1115391611
Buy the Kindle version at:http://www.amazon.com/The-School-Inspection-ebook/dp/B00
DVMBWCO/

