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TEKCTOBE HA AHTJIMMCKH E3UK

TECT 34 YYEHUIIUTE
I. CIYIHAHE C PASBUPAHE

Hucrpyknus: /l]e uyeme ucmopusma You Can’t Get Out dsa nvmu nocredosamenno. Ilo
gpeme Ha 8MOpOmMo uemeHe Moyceme oa cu ooume oOenedxcku. Cped emopus npouyum
npepaskaxceme mexcma.

HAMA JA CE IPOBEPSBAT U OLNEHABAT IMCMEHU PABOTH BE3 ITOJIE, C
HEIIPABUJIHO OCTABEHO IIOJIE WJIX HEBPEXHO W HEYETJIMBO
HAIIMCAHM.

II. HETEHE C PASBBUPAHE

HNucTpykuusi: Ilpouememe mexcma, usenedeme OCHOSHAMA mema u udes U uspaseme
cobcmeenomo cu muenue 6 mexem om 300-320 Oymu, Kamo nooKpenume ¢ HOOXOOAUU
apeymenmu u/unu npumep.

THE FUN THEY HAD

On the page headed May 17, 2155, Margie wrote, "Today Tommy found a real book!"

It was a very old book. They turned the pages and it was funny to read words that didn’t move
on a screen. And when they turned back to the page before, it had the same words that it had
had when they read it the first time.

"What's it about?" Margie asked.

"School," said Tommy.

Margie was disappointed. "Why would anyone write about school?"

"It's not our kind of school, stupid. It’s the old kind of school that they had centuries ago."

"I don't know what school they had all that time ago." She read with him for a while, then
said, "Anyway, they had a teacher."

"Sure they had a teacher, but it wasn't a regular teacher. It was a man."
"A man? How could a man be a teacher?"

“Well, he just told the kids things, gave them homework and asked them questions."



"A man isn't smart enough."
"Sure he is. My father knows as much as my teacher, almost as much."
Margie said, "I wouldn't want a strange man in my house."

Tommy laughed, " The teachers didn't live in the house. They had a special building and all
the kids went there."

"And all the kids learned the same thing?"

"Sure, if they were the same age."

"But my mother says each kid should be taught differently."

"They didn't do it that way then. If you don't like it, you don't have to read."

"I didn't say I didn't like it," Margie said quickly. She wanted to read about those funny
schools.

Soon Margie's mother called, "Margie! School! Now!"

Margie went into her schoolroom and the mechanical teacher was on. It was always on at the
same time every day except Saturday and Sunday.

The screen said: “Please insert yesterday's homework in the proper slot."

Margie did so with a sigh. She was thinking about the schools they had when her
grandfather's grandfather was a little boy. All the kids from the neighborhood came, laughing
and shouting in the schoolyard, sitting together in the schoolroom, going home together after
school. They learned the same things so they could help one another on the homework and
talk about it.

And the teachers were people ...

She was thinking about how the kids must have loved it in the old days and about the fun they
had.



