The text has capital letters and speech marks missing.

Exclamation marks (!) and question marks (?) have been replaced by #. 
Tiger Harris

Tiger Harris thinks he is such a joker. When he grabbed the football from my sister and held it above his head, he expected her to scream or make a fuss. He didn't expect her to kick him smartly on the shins, which is exactly what she did. Then he threw the ball as high and as far as he could. We all watched in horror as the ball sailed up and over the low, brick wall and into the tidy grounds of Dawson House.

Nobody ever goes into Dawson House. People say that Miss Dawson is strange. She certainly doesn't like children. Debbie was pink with rage. For a moment I thought she was going to punch Tiger.

"Go and get my ball back," she hissed, angrily.

"No way!" said Tiger. "You can kick me all you like, but I'm not going into that odd place."

Debbie glared at Tiger. She could see that Tiger was much more scared of Miss Dawson than he was of her. In a second, she had shoved open the wooden gate and was stamping off down the short drive.

"What are you going to do?" I yelled after her.

"Knock at the door and ask for the ball back, of course!" she called back over her shoulder.

We watched as she walked quickly round the side of the house.

After about ten minutes, we got worried, and we decided to have a look inside the house. We didn't walk up the drive. We slipped into the neat bushes, and sneaked closer to the old house that way. The big, wooden front door was wide open, but there was no sign of Debbie. Tiger wanted to go home, but I managed to persuade him to come inside.

Quietly, we tiptoed into the bright hall. The walls were hung with nice paintings, and there was a sweet smell of fresh flowers in the air. Everything looked clean and new. As we stood gazing around us, we heard a soft noise. We spun round at once. Behind us stood a small, plump woman. She had short, white hair and friendly blue eyes and was wearing a pink dress.

"Looking for something, boys?" she said in a kind voice. "Why don't you come with me to the library? I have something I'm sure you'll be glad to see."

We hesitated, then followed her towards the open door.

