ALL THE PUPILS’ STORIES

[1]Crying Wolf [Y8]

It was a mysterious place. People were not brave enough to look at it. It was a tall black shadow looming over the empty garden. No one went in there, no one was even living near it. It was an ancient building that was crumbling and decaying.



It was early morning. The Stevenson household started off noisily.



“Stephen!”



He slowly made his way to the kitchen.



“Yes?” he said.



“I’m gonna kill you! I hear you’ve been writing on that old church wall. Is that right?”



“I didn’t want to. Neil forced me to do it. I didn’t even know it was a church.”



“That’s no excuse. What would the neighbours think of the police coming round here? You’ve pushed it too far this time.”



“Well, if that’s the way you feel I’m off! I’m going out to clean that church wall. I’ll be back this evening. Don’t expect me back for lunch. I’ll take some money with me. If I don’t return will that make you happy?”



He stormed out, slamming the door behind him.



He went into the garage, got a bucketful of water and a sponge. With a bit of a struggle he got moving again. About ten minutes later he arrived. He hesitated at the bottom of the path. He thought ‘God, do I have to do this?’ But he had promised to do it. He walked up the path. He eventually reached the wall that he [had] graffitied. It read “STEVE IS THE FUTURE OK” He started to scrub.The paint seemed to be superglued to the wall. He scrubbed a bit harder. At last one letter came off. It took him an hour just to get one word off.



Then he started to become curious. ‘Why did Neil want me to graffiti here?’ he thought. ‘Because Neil bet me to, that’s why...’ He decided to go in. When he got in, he sat on one of the old benches. His arms were aching and they felt as if they would drop off at any minute. It was then that he noticed the atmosphere inside the church. It was cold and damp and Steve heard the slow drip, drip of water, probably from the thunderstorm the night before. The bench he was sitting on was cold and hard. He then noticed that a five pound note had come out of his pocket and fell onto the floor, so he knelt down and picked it up. He just happened to look under the bench...



What he saw next was something that made his blood run cold. Underneath the bench was a dead body. He froze. The body looked quite fresh. This made Steve feel very scared. He thought ‘If I stay here it will be me next.’ Without any hesitation he jumped back and ran out of the door. He ran out and ran back to the wall that he was cleaning, picked up his things and ran home. He was shaking all over.



His Mum came into the room.



“What’s the matter?” she asked, “Had an electric shock?”



“Dddddead bbbody in chchchchurch,” he said.



“Don’t make me laugh - there’s food in Somerfield, so what?”



“Tttthis is tttrue!” said Steve.



“Yeah? And I’m living in the year 2000.”



“I’m calling the police.”



“Why?” said his Mum, “What have you done now?”



Taking no notice of her, Steve went upstairs and dialled 999.



The police station answered.



“Hello, I want to report a dead body in a ruined church,” said Steve.



“A dead body in a ruined church!” said the officer. “This has got to be a hoax. What’s your name kid?”



“I’m Steve Sstevenson.”



“Well, no wonder. You’re that boy who wrote the graffiti on that church wall aren’t you? You’re winding me up!”



“Honestly, I’m not,” said Steve, “you’ve got to believe me. Meet me outside the church. You’ll see.”



“OK, what time?”



“About 3.00.”



The policeman couldn’t wait to get off the phone because he was cracking up. “OK then, we’ll see you there.”



Putting the phone down, Steve went downstairs. He didn’t bother telling his Mum what he had done, because he knew that she wouldn’t believe him.



He went out of the house and decided to get some lunch. He then found out that he had left his money at the church. He had to go back there...  when he got there, he thought again of what a spine chilling sight it was. Trying not to think about it, he ran up the path. When he got to the wall he was cleaning, he got the feeling that he was being watched. As he walked [back] down the path he also got the feeling that he was being followed. 



Thinking he was imagining it, he walked into town. The town street was noisy and fumes of car exhausts filled the air. People were hurriedly rushing up and down the pavement, probably late back to work on their lunch break or getting to the shops before the afternoon rush. Steve had to go down a dark alley to get to his favourite cafe. 



The alley was cold and the walls on each side were covered with graffiti. As he walked down, he was sure someone was following him; all the way from the church he had that feeling. He turned around. Behind him was a man who couldn’t be more than twenty five or twenty six. He was wearing dark clothing and had long hair waving in the wind. Thinking that this person was following him, Steve ran down the alley. About two minutes later he arrived at the cafe.

When Steve was half way through his lunch, he noticed the headline on the front of someone’s newspaper. It said ‘SERIAL KILLER STRIKES AGAIN’. Steve read with some interest.... 



It was 2.00 when Steve finally finished his lunch.He thought he’d better go back to the church. He had better take his cleaning stuff with him and look like he was doing the job or else the police would be after him again. He suddenly remembered that he had taken his cleaning equipment home before lunch.



He was out of breath as he entered the garage to get his things. He leant against the wall for a few seconds so it was nearly 3.00 by the time he got back to the church. Steve decided to wait outside the church at the end of the path. He was too scared to go any nearer without the policeman.



Half an hour later, Steve looked at his watch. It read 3.30. He began to think that the police would never come but decided to wait. He looked towards the church. Steve sensed that someone was coming up behind him. Thinking it was the police, he turned around.There behind him stood a man with a knife.... 



As the man walked away, the faint outline of the graffiti said ‘STEVE IS THE FUTURE’ - but the ‘OK’ had come off.





[2]Extinguishing The Flames [6]

It was an early morning at Miami, when the sun was rising onto a great day. Amy Longman stretched her skin into a nice shape and burst her mouth open to breathe out air. She jumped out of bed with a great spring to keep her going for the whole day. Amy was happy, she was usually happy but this time she had added life and felt that something nice and exciting would happen.



She remembered what had happened yesterday.The manager had called her into his office and explained that he was going to send her to West Africa for a transfer. She swung round and pulled the wardrobe open to remove her suitcase. She took her jeans and she didn’t realise that they had a hole in. She started packing her clothes. She finally put the last pair of shorts into her suitcase. Now she couldn’t do it up, so she sat on it. Finally, she did, and went into the kitchen to get a cup of coffee. This time tomorrow, she would be on the plane - how exciting!



On board the plane, Amy sat next to Nicola Curtis. They both felt excited and introduced themselves. They found that they had lots in common. They both loved wild animals and they were both going to West Africa. Nicola and Amy had a bumpy ride but they finally got there: West Africa!



They arrived at the airport all shaken up after the journey. They were glad to be safely on the ground The first thing they did was to go to the canteen because their mouths were dry. Nicola ordered a bacon roll and Amy had a coke and some chips. Then they went outside to wait for transport. The journey to the tent site [was] one hour and a half. Their tent awaited them for a cosy night, where Amy Longman and Nicola Curtis were having a rest.



Monday - this morning was a good start to their first week. They washed in the river, which was very dirty but the best thing they could find. They started getting dressed into shorts and T-shirt. They went to hire a jeep for the long journey. Then they went for a drive. They began to get thirsty so they stopped for a while to have a cold drink. Amy bent down on her knees at the same time as Nicola and together they took a great sip.



ZAP! Amy felt funny - it felt like she had a longer neck than an ostrich. Amy looked at Nicola. She didn’t realise it was Nicola, so she swung round and trotted off in a different direction from the elephant (which really was Nicola). Amy wondered why she felt so strange. So she found a wet leaf and looked at it - and found that she was an ostrich. When she [had] turned into an ostrich she [had] lost her memory. 



So she then remembered on the plane, who she sat by. It was a nice lady called... oh well, what colour hair did she have? I know, blonde! Now, how tall was she? Yes, she was around 5 ft, a bit taller than me. Amy turned around, rushing to find - NICOLA! Yes! She then came to some human beings. She stared at the people. The people stared back but there was no sign of a blonde about 5 ft called Nicola.  



Amy came to a sandpit. She looked around - it looked really creepy because the mist was lowering, quicker and quicker, until it was on the ground. You couldn’t see where you were going. She found an elephant calf. Amy went away to call for help - the ostrich said to Nicola “I can’t help you, but I’ll go get some help.” So Amy went to find some help for Nicola.



Amy came to a herd of elephants. She asked a female elephant if she could come and help, because she was bigger than amy. So amy ran as fast as she could and the elephant walked behind. The ostrich, with the elephant behind, came running up to the swamp. Then the female elephant wrapped her trunk around Nicola’s tummy and pulled as hard as she could. And then Nicola was out of the swamp but covered in mud.



Amy and Nicola decided to stay in West Africa but decided to think carefully before they ate or drank anything. They liked being the animals they had changed into, so they decided to stay as an ostrich and an elephant. Amy eventually had a chick and settled down quietly.

The End 



[3]Gemma’s Best Friend [Y3]

Hello there, I am the story teller and this is the story about a family and their names are Owen, Sharon, Scott and Gemma and Adrienne. And they was a family that had three children. As you know their names, now we can start the story.



It was a summer day and it was vey hot. And they all went out of the house to say welcome to Gemma’s friend. And as you know, they all said welcome and Gemma went to cuddle her because she was Gemma’s best friend.



Gemma’s best friend came and Gemma was angry because she did not know that she was coming to her house. And she said “Why didn’t you give me a letter or why didn’t you ring me?”



“Because I didn’t have time to.”



“Oh.” 





[4]Gone! [Y8]

The chief wiped his fingers on a rag, leaving it stained red with the paint that was already smeared all over my tanned skin.



“There, Sarik, you’re a man now.”



All the ceremonies of manhood were over, Rolak and I were ready to go on our deciding journey deep into the jungle. We stood at the edge of the mass of dark trees which had been part of our life for fourteen years now, but today from early this morning they seemed unusually dark and scary. I looked back at the tribal village so serene and still, yet so full of life. My mother [was] lazing in the woven hammock in the shade of the hut, my father was preparing to go out hunting, gathering his bow and poison arrows which were scattered around on the dusty floor. I took a deep breath and headed into the sacred forest.



The sound of overpowering screeches and squawks, hums and hisses, and the howl of a monkey in the tree above my head. First the sound seems to come out of nowhere, then you look closely and you start to see animals - everwhere! Rolak was walking behind me as we cut through the lush green jungle, it’s like a maze, mysterious, exciting, scary. After about an hour of walking, the rain came. First just drip, drip , drip, then we had to stop and stand under a large plant to shelter us. 



The rain seemed to last forever, so we picked off two of the massive leaves from the plant and carried on walking. The leaves were heavy and my back ached as we ran. Everything was flashng past, just a long streak of green. I saw a log in front of me, but it was too late. I was going too fast to stop - I tripped and fell in the mud. Rolak laughed.



“It’s not funny!” I screamed, “Help me up!”



He pulled me up. I was covered in brown mud, I felt sick, I wanted to go back but we’d come too far and it was getting late if we wanted to be back by dark. We took a few more steps into the forest, and there it was - what we’d come for, the Yanim tree, its bright purple fruits shining in the sunlight! We sat at the foot of the grand tree and fell asleep.



We were woken by a deafening sound which soon faded depressingly into the distance. I jumped up and grabbed Rolak. We each took a handful of fruits and ran into the dark forest. I was frightened. A black mist seemed to haunt the trees - I was so scared, there was darkness swamping my mind. We just ran.



Suddenly I saw a light, a bright light. “The village,” I said, “it must be the village!” I grabbed Rolak’s arm, so tight it hurt my hand as well as his arm. As we got closer, we realised it wasn’t the village, it was a clearing - but we hadn’t passed any clearings on the way. We stopped at the edge of the trees and just stared. Torn leaves formed a carpet on the bare ground. Tree stumps were all that were left, apart from the dead and dying animals. I approached a baby sloth which was lying down still gripping a broken branch. I lifted it up, then quickly placed it back as something else caught my eye. It was a Uakari monkey with its bright red head. I knew it wouldn’t survive long as it only ate the fruits of trees which had gone - but there was nothing I could do. I had to leave it there.



I couldn’t believe it was real, I wanted to die. Who could have done this? It couldn’t have been a tribe as we all live in harmony with the forest and have respect for it. I felt trapped, I wanted to stand and scream “Why?” Tears streamed down my face. ‘Sarik, stop!’ I told myself ‘Remember you are a man now.’ I thought back to what the chief had said. I wiped away my tears, took a deep breath and went to see Rolak.



Whilst I had been exploring this place of death and darkness, he had just stood, staring beyond the hill at the forest. I joined him and with one glance back, we began to walk down the hill, then we began to jog, then suddenly we were running, getting faster and faster. I collapsed at the foot of the hill, panting and exhausted. I threw myself out of the way as Rolak fell where I had just been lying. We stayed there till we caught our breath. The mud that I had fallen in before had dried and was beginning to crack and peel.



I knew where we were now, I’d been here before. The plants and animals were familiar; this comforted me slightly but I was still frightened. After what we’d seen at the clearing, we were ready to come across other things just as bad. We walked through the trees which were still dripping from the rain. I wanted to lay my heavy head on my mother’s lap but I knew I couldn’t. “I’m an adult, I have to be strong,” I kept telling myself, ‘I can’t be a child again.’



I relaxed a little as we approached the village, but I couldn’t help noticing that it was unusually quiet as we were just a few metres away. I ignored this, I suppose I didn’t want to think about it. My father had promised to send a party out to greet us. “Maybe we’re late, so they’ve given up waiting and gone back...” I tried to comfort myself and Rolak. “Yes! That’s it, that’s why it’s  so quiet - because they’re worried!” I hoped I was right.



Filling myself with hope, we stepped through the last trees - and stopped. I saw my mother’s empty hammock gently swaying with the breeze, my father’s bows and arrows scattered on the ground as they were this morning. There were no children playing or adults working, just a deadly silence. 



[5]Grumpy Man at 34 [Y8]

“Mum,” I said, “I’m going out.”

I walked up our street, Edgehill, and knocked for Stephanie. We decided to come out on our bikes. I had just got a new one for Christmas. As we rode down the road, two of our other friends were out - Divya and Caroline. There was a group of us - a lot of them older than me.



We started having races round the block of our street. After a few races, the old grumpy man at number 34 came out, his name was Mr Jones. He walked up to us and told us we were not allowed to play on our bikes. Bobby, one of the older boys couldn’t take all this, so he went up to Mr Jones and shouted “Oh, go away!” Mr Jones started to hit Bobby with his walking stick and pushed him away.



Everyone went in, except me and Steph. We got a ball and started to play Kerby, when Mr Jones came out. He walked over to my house, limping on his right leg, using the walking stick to support him. My mum answered the door and listened to his lecture about how we were not allowed to play ball out in the street. She didn’t want to hear all this, so she slammed the door in his face.



He started limping back, when my dad came out and shouted at Mr Jones “Oh, go away! My kids and their friends can play out here if they want to.”



“No they can’t!” Mr Jones said.



“They aren’t allowed to do anything,” my dad said sarcastically.



With that, Mr Jones started to hobble back to his bungalow, giving us flinty looks.



That night, some of the older boys, including Bobby, decided to get their own back on Mr Jones. So they took his For Sale sign and dumped it in a bush at the end of the road.



The next day he came out while we were playing and said “How am I supposed to sell my house with all you kids around here making a noise?”



I told my mum what he had said and she said “It’s his fault for moving into a street with four bedroomed houses.”



He still looks out of his window but he never comes out to bother us....



[6]House War Three [Y8]

One dark, creepy, spooky, cold night on Hallowe’en, me and my friends went out to make a bit of cash. We went out with sheets over our head. Well, we went out dressed up as ghosts. Well, at the end of the night we made £18.00 and 4 apples, 9 chocolate bars and 6 cans of coke.



At the end of the night, James said “We will go to one more house.”



Well, we knocked on the door and suddenly, a cold bucket of water came over our head - so we run for it.



Not one person that night asked for a trick; they all gave us a treat, except this one person - the one who threw the bucket of water over us. 



So we got two eggs and a bottle of fart gas.



Well, me and Paul hid in a bush and James knocked [on] the door. The man opened the door this time and James said “Trick or treat?”



So the man said “OK lad, I will give you a treat.”



As he shut the door, me and Paul got out of the bush  and sprayed the fart gas through the letter box and egged the windows. After that, we went back to my house and shared out the things we got.



The man was looking round the street for us.We went out to the street to have a look where the man was - and suddenly someone grabbed our shoulders. We turned around. It was the man who we sprayed fart gas through the letter [box] and egged the windows.



He said “Boys, why are you so nervous? And by the way, if you see some people with sheets over their heads, tell them to come and see me. I haven’t given them their treat yet!”





[7]Lost Underground Treasure [Y4]

It was a hot sunny day, I was bored so I went for a walk. Just then I bumped into my friend Faye. Faye was bored too, so she came with me. We went to the bridge. I saw a hole under the bridge. Then I looked down the hole. Then a stick went SNAP and I slipped down the hole, down and down.

When I landed with a bump ‘Ouch’ I whispered. Faye ran everywhere looking for me. I looked round and jumped to my feet. I felt smaller. I looked at myself, I was an elf! I was so surprised I hid behind a pebble. I saw people crying so I walked slowly up to them and tried to cheer them up. I asked what is wrong? An elf answered ‘I am Marie. We lost our treasure. It’s been in the family for years.’



‘Never mind,’ I said, ‘I will help you find it but the hunt can’t be long, people will be worried about me.’



‘You will?’Marie jumped up and down, yelling ‘This, um, girl (“Dorothy”, I said) Dorothy, will help us find our treasure!’



Then all of the other elves said their names.



 ‘I am Gonzo,’said one of the elves. 



‘I am Greybeard,’ said an old elf. 



‘And I am Jearmy,’ said a baby elf.



‘Everybody, this is Dorothy,’ said Marie. 



‘Well, we’d better get ready for the hunt,’ said Greybeard.



Every elf was busy that day. Marie was cooking food. Jearmy and Gonzo went to gather firewood. I was looking for blankets and Greybeard was packing books so we wouldn’t get bored.



The next day we set off at 6.00 o’clock in the morning. We climbed up a rope with all our stuff. When we got up, we were next to a train track. It was quite mucky. We saw lights. When it was green we crossed. Just then, I saw another elf trying to run but he just got stuck. We pulled him and he came unstuck. 



‘Thank you, I’m Bluebilly,’ he said. We all said all our names.



‘What are you doing?’ Gonzo asked, when we got to the other side of the track.



‘I was walking along, and a green Gremlin rushed past me holding a chest.’

Marie, Gonzo and myself looked at each other and sighed.



‘That was our treasure,’ said Greybeard.



‘I will help you find it,’ said Bluebilly.



‘Thank you,’ Marie said.



Then we all grabbed a rope (a coathanger hook was on the end of the rope). So we swung it round lots of times and the end landed on the edge. Then we climbed up a bank. When we got to the top, I rubbed my hands on my dress and said 



‘I’m hungry! Please can’t we have breakfast?’



‘Sure!’ said Marie.



So we had breakfast and had a nap. Jearmy woke up and jumped on everybody. ‘WAKE UP!’ he shouted, ‘WAKE UP!’

Then we all woke up and walked on.We walked quite a long way and then we all atarted running because the thief was very near us.



There was a wall near the thief and the wall was very long.



‘Look! It’s the Great Wall of China!’ said Jearmy.



‘Don’t be silly,’ Greybeard replied.



Now the wall was right next to the thief. He had a rope and swung it round and climbed to the top of the wall. He climbed up the wall. When he got to the top he was unbalanced and fell to his death!



Gonzo ran up and said ‘HERE IT IS!’ he shouted.



There was joys of happiness and Greybeard said ‘When we get back we can have a party.’



When we got back, we had a huge party. There was lots of food and a lot of elves.



When the party had finished, I heard Faye’s voice and I waved goodbye and said ‘I will visit but I’ve got to go now.’Bye,’ I sighed.



The Elves turned me back to my normal self and [I] climbed some stairs and went home and got undressed. And when I was getting undressed, I found an elf hat in my pocket, so it can’t have been a dream!

THE END



[8]Murder on the Moor [Y4] 

‘What are you doing today?’ said Bess over the telephone.

‘Nothing,’ said Jodie.

‘Fancy a walk on the moor?’

‘Yeah, OK. I’ll pick you up at about 11.00 am.’

‘Bye.’



Jodie went to Bess’s house in her red modern convertible. They had a lovely walk up the moor, the breeze blowing their hair back. But when they got to the top, Bess stepped in some blood... Jodie noticed it at once.



The young detectives looked around and all at once there in the bushes was a girl. She looked a right sight. Then they saw a knife and a metal pole. They did first aid but she was actually dead. Then they saw some footsteps in the mud. They followed them and came to a road. There were very faint tyre marks. They were just about to follow them when they suddenly remembered the girl. Shouldn’t they do something, like get an undertaker. Bess ran to the nearest phone box while Jodie followed the tracks.



The tracks led to a house on 24 Crocknut Drive. It was a boarded up house with weeping dried up dead flowers in the garden. Jodie felt unsafe in this weary old house, she wanted Bess with her. Bess was a good friend on cases like this. Jodie wrote down the address, then went home where Bess was waiting for her. They had a Chinese take-away, then went to bed.



The next day they went to the house and knocked on the door. When they showed the man their detective cards, his face went all pale. Bess thought he was going to be sick, They asked him a few questions, then said ‘Bye’ and went home.



The next day they went on the moor. They looked around and then in the bushes they saw his passport. ‘Look!’ said Jodie. It must have fallen out of his pocket.’



They went straight to the police. The police came with them to 24 Crocknut Drive and arrested him. They found out his name. It was Darbisher Jones.



‘What a name!’ said Bess when they got home.

‘I know,’ said Jodie.



They went to bed and dreamt about the day they had just had.



[9]My Guilty Secret  [Y8]

Blurb: ‘I couldn’t help myself. His blond hair was so perfect, his blue eyes sparkled and his smile was so sweet.’ Laura and I had been friends for years. We grew up together, but now, suddenly, almost overnight, we were ‘teenagers’. Now all we ever talked about was fashion and boys.It all went wrong when Laura met Mark. They had been going out with each other for ages.... Then I got the phone call. It was him, I couldn’t believe my luck... or could I?



*****



Mark, the boy of my dreams, was sitting next to me on the park swings, watching Laura, his girlfriend, riding round on her new bike. She got the bike for her birthday and was showing mark what she could do on it. Mark, to me, didn’t seem very interested in what Laura was doing. Instead, he was staring around the field. Then he noticed that I was staring at him. I couldn’t help myself - his blond hair was so perfect, his blue eyes sparkled and his smile was so sweet.



“What? Why are you staring at me?” he said in his deep, sexy voice.



“Oh sorry, I didn’t mean to be,” I said, feeling stupid.



Then Laura came over to us. “So then, what do you think Mark?” she said.



“Oh... um... it’s great,” he said.



I knew, as soon as he said it, that something was on his mind.



Laura rode off home. She had to be at her piano lesson at 6.00 pm and it was 5.50 pm now. Mark didn’t even say goodbye to her but I don’t think that she noticed.



“Mark, do you want to talk about it?” I asked after Laura was gone. I could still see him staring into space.



“What?” he said.



I looked at him in an awkward way.



“OK, it’s Laura, I don’t love her any more. I fancy someone else, but I don’t want to let her down.”



“Oh,” I said, wishing that I hadn’t asked him in the first place. With that, I told Mark that I had better go. He offered to walk me home. I would have jumped at the chance, but now that I knew that he loved someone else, I just wanted to be by myself.



I had just finished my tea and was about to do my homework when the phone rang.



“Hello,” I said.



“Oh, um, hi. It’s um...” said a voice that `I recognised.



“Who is this?” I asked, getting worried.



“It’s Mark,” he said.



“Is everything OK?”I asked, as he sounded a little worried.



“Yeh, sure, couldn’t be better,” he said with no confidence.



I waited for him to carry on but he didn’t.



“Well what do you want?” I asked.



“It’s um...” he didn’t finish.



“Laura?” I said.



“Yes,” he said.



He sounded different, like something was on his mind. Then I thought back to earlier and what i would do if he asked me to dump Laura for him. I couldn’t, there was no way I could tell her, as she wouldn’t believe me.



“Well,” he carried on, “as I said before, I don’t love her any more. I love someone else.”



“Look, I don’t want to get involved,” I said, as I didn’t want to know who that was. 



I was just about to put the phone down when he said “It’s you that I love, not Laura.”



I couldn’t believe what I heard.



“Don’t be silly!” I said - hoping that it was true!



“But I do, you’re the one that I love, I swear.”



“Hold on - let me get this straight. You’re dumping Laura for me?”



“Yes,” he said.



I hung up as I was confused. I just sat on the stairs, not knowing what to do.



Laura and I were walking round the school field, talking about Mark. I hated the way she always went on about how wonderful he was. On this day I didn’t seem to mind as much, because if what he said was true, then I would be with him pretty soon anyway. Then it sprang into my head, what would Laura say if I went out with him after he had dumped her? I would just have to explain to her that I had loved him for ages and that I couldn’t miss out on this opportunity.



Then I noticed that Mark was coming over towards us. I could feel the guilt in my body, even though I hadn’t done anything wrong.



“Hello ladies,” said Mark.



Laura said “Hi,” back but I just gave him a friendly smile.



“Do you mind if I join you?” he asked.



“No, not at all,” Laura said.



That’s when he started to walk next to me. We were walking for about ten minutes when I felt a hand holding mine. i looked down only to see it was Mark’s. I looked at him. He smiled and I smiled back. I could feel all of this joy inside me just bursting to get out. It must have been true what he said on the phone last night. Then I felt his hand slip away and heard him say to Laura “Laura, I don’t know how to say this to you but i don’t love you any more and I want us to end.”



Laura looked so hurt. I gave her a comforting smile. She looked at Mark then at me and ran off. I thought it would be best if I left her for a while.



Do you believe me now?” I heard Mark say.



He was serious. I couldn’t believe my luck. Then Laura came back into my head again. She looked so hurt and I couldn’t help feeling sorry for her but I loved Mark.



“Yes, I do,” I said.



“And will you be my girlfriend?” 



He sounded like he was proposing to me. 



“Yes, I will,” I answered.



“Great!” He sounded so pleased.



I had been waiting to ask Mark why he had dumped Laura. When I  asked him, he told me he only dumped her because he wanted to be with me and not Laura.



I met Mark at the park later, and he gave me a kiss. Now I know why Laura said he was such a good kisser! We had a really good time at the park. We mainly talked about ourselves to get to know each other.



We were at school the next day and I was on my way to Art. That’s when I saw Laura. I saw her coming towards me. I could feel all of this guilt inside me.



“Hi, Laura,” I tried to say without looking too guilty. 



She didn’t reply.



“Is something wrong?” I asked.



“You could say that,” she said sarcastically.



“Do you want to tell me about it?” I asked.



I knew that she knew about Mark and me, just by the way she looked at me.



“How could you do that to me? He was mine, all mine and you had to come along and mess it up for us. You’re supposed to be my friend! I don’t even know what he sees in you!” shouted Laura.



With that, she ran off crying, leaving me standing by the stairs with everyone staring at me. I still loved Mark, but I didn’t want to lose Laura.



I thought about what had happened and what I had done. I also thought about what a good friend Laura had been to me in the past and when she had stuck up for me with the last boyfriend trouble that I had. Then I thought about how much I wanted to go out with Mark and how much I liked him. I knew Laura better than I did Mark. So in the end, I decided to just stay good friends with Mark and to make up with Laura. I was glad that I had made this decision as Laura and I had been through so much together.





[10]Nowhere To Run [Y8]

I got up off the sofa and walked into the kitchen. Dad was sitting at the table finishing his supper. I finished ages ago, and so did Mum, but Dad had a car accident not long ago and has trouble eating and doing all the other things everybody else finds easy. It’s been hard on all of us, especially Mum. But she does the best she can. At least that’s what she says.



“Mum,” I said, “can I go out for a while?”



“Not just now, Rachel, you’ve got a lot to do here first.”



Great! Another thrilling evening doing what Dad says, I thought to myself. I didn’t dare say it out loud. I went over to the sink to do the drying. It was overflowing with bubbles and dirty dishes. I picked up the salad dish, it was a really old one that’s been passed down for generations and generations.



I put it in my right hand and picked up the tea towel in my left. I started drying it, listening in to Mum and Dad’s conversation.



“I was thinking of popping round to see Rachel while she’s at school,” I heard Mum say, “just to see how she’s getting on.”



The dish slipped from my hand and crashed to the floor.



“Rachel!” Mum screamed at me. “What the hell do you think you’re doing?”



I bent down, tears stinging my eyes, and started picking up the broken pieces of glass. “Ouch!” I called out, cutting my hand on a sharp bit.



“Now what have you done?” Dad shouted at me. “Yuo’re useless, you can’t even do one simple thing without messing it up!”



That did it. I threw the bits of glass I had in my hand down onto the kitchen floor and ran out.



“Where are you going?” Mum called after me but she didn’t follow me.



I ran upstairs and burst into my bedroom. I opened my wardrobe door and grabbed my rucksack, then went through my chest of drawers, grabbing thngs I would need. I looked around, there wasn’t much space left in my rucksack but there were so many things I wanted to take. I eventually decided on a blanket from my bed, a few precious belongings I’d had since I was small, my watch which I put on and some toiletries. I quickly stuffed them into my bag and zipped it up. I glanced round the room to make sure there wasn’t anything I had missed.



I ran down the stairs, making the least noise as possible. I got to the bottom and looked into the kitchen. Dad was still sitting at the table and Mum was sweeping up the floor where I had dropped the dish. I picked up my rucksack and crept out of the house unnoticed. I walked down to the end of the pathway and opened the gate. I took one last lingering look at the house before shutting it and hurrying off. 



As soon as I was out of sight, I started to slow down.It felt great, I was out at last. I even felt more safe out here, knowing they wouldn’t be shouting at me every time I made a small mistake. I shivered as the icy wind swept past me. I should have taken my scarf.



I had been walking down the street for about five minutes when I noticed that it had got much darker. The only light was coming from the street lamps and the pale moonlight. I nearly turned back, but remembering what they said to me kept me going. I’d really look stupid if they caught me sneaking back in, with a massive rucksack on my back.



I was just coming to the end of the street, when I heard a noise behind me. A sort of smothered cough. I turned quickly, scared of what I might see, but all I saw was a rustling in the hedge. It’s just the wind, I thought. I shoved my hands in my pockets and carried on to the end of the street, kicking the fallen leaves that were scattered on the ground.



Then I heard the noise again, the same noise as before. I turned round, quicker this time, and out of the corner of my eye I saw what I thought was a male figure dart into the nearest gap in the hedge.I froze.



I must have been standing there for quite a while before I decided what to do. There were acouple of houses around but no lights were on. If I screamed, someone would probably come out, but then I’d have to go home. I didn’t want to take that risk. I started to carry on walking to the end of the road, then I turned right. I walked down the pathway quite quickly for a few seconds, before turning right again.I was now walking down another alleyway directly behind the houses. I could hear footsteps behind me so I knew someone was still there.



I was walking really fast now and my legs were starting to ache. My shoulder was also starting to hurt, so I took my rucksack off my left shoulder and slung it over the right. I could see a few yards ahead of me was ajunction in the alley. Maybe I can lose him here, I thought. I wasn’t really sure which way to turn. I didn’t have much time, so I quickly turned left and started to run.



I kept running and running, ignoring the pain in my side where a stitch had formed. Then I tripped, smashing my face on the hard concrete. I was in agony. I put my hand up to my face and touched it. It was soaked with blood and bits of gravel stuck in the wounds. I struggled to stand up. I’ve got to keep going! I couldn’t get up. My legs kept collapsing underneath me. I started to cry. The salty tears mad e my face sting even more.



I could see the man, the follower, approaching me from around the corner. With one last effort, I tried to stand, willing my legs to do as they were told; but they wouldn’t. I was stuck, I should have stayed at home. “Help!” I screamed, but no-one seemed to hear. “Help!” I screamed again - still nothing but silence.



Deathly silence.



[11]Our Adventure! [Y4]

One day me and Lora were walking across a field. Suddenly Lora tripped over a stone. Someone walked past us. He or ‘it’ had a wizard suit on. I went up to the wizard. The wizard turned around and pointed his wand at me and we didn’t quite catch the spell.



I always wanted to be a worm [and] Lora always wanted to be a mole. I felt funny. Lora said “I feel sick.” I did too. I was lying down on the floor. I tried to get up but couldn’t. I looked down. I was a worm and Lora was a mole.



Me and Lora started to dig holes. We got deeper and deeper until it got hotter and hotter. My skin started to peel off. I knew we were getting closer to the centre of the earth. Our teachers Mrs A and Mrs S taught us all about it.



We decided to turn back. Lora and me brought some stones back from the centre of the earth. Everyone was amazed.



Of course the wizard turned us back!



[12]Personalities [Y8]

Blurb: In the Games Room something happens... something that will change Russell’s life - FOREVER! (Well, for a weekend at least.) Personalities is about a group of boys, whose lives we follow for a weekend of fun, sorrow, laughter!



“Over ‘ere Gib,” I shouted.



Gib lofted the ball expertly to the area, I rose to meet it. The ball cannoned off my forehead, straight into the back of the net. All Peter could do was stand and watch. This was how we spent most of our weekends. We go away in our caravans and play football nearly all the time.



“Ian?” Russell whined.



“What?” I shouted.



“Go in goal?”



“NO WAY!”



“I won’t play any more.”



“GOOD!”



at this, Russell went off crying to his Mum. He is just so sad!



“Hey, Andy...”



“Yeh?”



“You going to the disco?”



“Yeah.”



“You reckon Russell and Guy will be there?”



“What? The dweebs of the Year?”



“Yeah!”



“Don’t care!”



“See ya there.”



Andy and James walked off, so Gib, Peter and I carried on playing for a bit.



“You going to the Old Oak?”



“Nah!”



Then we went to watch TV.



*****



“Andy!” I yelled.



“Righ Ian,” he shouted back.



“D’ya want a hand up there?”



“Yeah, okay.”



“Fine.”



I climbed up onto the stage and started to select a couple of decent songs. Andy was sitting behind the decks with a light shining on him from behind.



“STUPID THINGS!” said Andy, banging the decks.



“Wossup?” I asked.



“STUPID THING WON’T WORK’



“Turn the amp on then.”



Andy turned the amplifier on and No Good, Start The Dance started playing.



“Cool...”



about five songs later, people started arriving.



“Wanna beer?”



“Yeah, go on, might as well.”



Anthony lobbed up two cans of beer and put the rest on the table. Everybody was now there and the oldies were there in their hundreds! (so I exaggerated a bit.)



“We’d better slow it down a bit,” I murmured.



“Yeah.”



The next song was supposed to be Swamp Thing but instead it was  the Gay Gordons (whoever they may be) and all the oldies headed for the floor.



“Hahahahahaha!” Andy was cracking up!



“WHAT?”



“Look at Russell!”



Suddenly, everyone was laughing and pointing at Russell. I looked up to see why. Russell was dancing with Melanie. (Now this may not seem bad to you, but Russell’s 18 and Melanie’s 4.)



Finally, Russell realised what was going on and ran off... crying.



The night carried on fine. Mum and Dad made prats of themselves... as usual, But I guess I’d rather have mad parents than boring old farts!



During the course of the night, loads of stuff happened like me and Kate dancing and Andy getting in a stress with me, but who cares?



*****



The Next Day

Andy walked in, shades on.



“ALL RIGHT,ANDY?” I yelled right in his ear!



“Yeah, I’m fine,” he said, whipping off the shades. “Ha! Thought I’d have a hangover didn’t you?”



“Yeah!”



“Fancy a game of pool?”



“Go on then.”



Andy totally demolished me... ME, champion of my local youth club!



“Can no-one take me on?”



Andy said this in one of those really weird voices that you can get on cheap films like The Power Rangers.



“Yeah, yeah, I will,” said a quiet voice.



Everyone whirled round to see who it was that had offered this challenge. It was Russell.



Russell walked up to the table and put in the money. It was 40p, I mean, what a rip-off! Russell thrashed Andy. At one stage, Andy was winning by three balls to two but Russell eventually beat him. Everyone was so surprised that they walked off. I went up to Russell and asked him how he’d done it.



 He just said “Practice,” and walked off.



None of us could believe that the dweep of the year had won! I mean Russell never won a thing (well, unless you’re counting winning the 10-18 years section of the fancy dress contest). He was dressed as a banana and the other kid was dressed as a fairy



“I reckon,” said Pete, “that he’s changed.”



“Yeah - like us now,” murmured James.



“Ummmm, I suppose so,” added Andy.



“I know, let’s vote,” said Pete.



(Honestly, the kid’s obssessed with democracy!”



“Okay,” there were murmurs of agreement from all around the room.



Everyone voted he was different, so we all went to play football with Russell. The game went on for a while, when suddenly Russell went down. Gib yelled out “Penalty!” Russell got up, walked to the spot, placed the ball and told me to get ready. I did. Bang! The ball went up towards the top right corner. I jumped, reached, stretched... and missed it. I couldn’t believe it, in all the 12 years I’d known him, he’d never even scored, but now... well! It was getting dark, so we all went in.



*****



The next day we all went to an old oak tree that Gib knew about - that is Andy, Gib,Peter, James, Russell and I. Guy tried to follow us but we lobbed conkers at him. Then he tried creeping up on us, but with ginger hair you can see him a mile off.



“Oh no,” said Andy sarcastically.



“What?” we asked.



“I’ve bust those stupid glasses of Guy’s.”



At this, everyone cracked up, even Russell, who also wore glasses. This was because Guy had  these pink glasses with square lenses!



“Come on,” said Russell, “let’s go play pool.”



Pete replied that he didn’t have any money.



Russell said “I’ll shout ya.”



So off we went to play pool. When we got there, Guy was in one of those Postman Pat vans - you know, the ones that rock in time with the music - and he was singing along with it! When he realised we were watching him, he covered his face and got out of the other side, but Andy was on top of the van and put pool chalk in Guy’s hair. As they say in the adverts “From bright orange to stunning blue in one easy step”.



Guy ran for it but because he was so fat, he could only waddle like a duck with blu-tac on his feet and its head sellotaped to its bum! Andy pulled Guy along ‘til we reached the lake, then he thrust Guy’s head underneath the water. When his head came back up his hair had turned pink! 



Guy went off crying to his Mum.When he went offf, we noticed that because he had been so scared, he had wet himself.We all found this really funny and fell about laughing. Guy looked back and we saw that he was bright pink where the chalk had run.



And so the circle started again. I suppose soon Guy will be like us - but who knows?



[13]Rowanne’s Adventures [Y6]

It was a beautiful spring day. Rowanne was busy in Wizard Balard’s laboratory. Balard was a skilled wizard and he left Rowanne in charge of everything while he was visiting his cousin Merlin, who was the king’s wizard. The laboratory was in a hollow oak tree. It had a stone floor [and] a table, which had experiments, spellbooks and things on it.It had candle holders attached to the walls with lit candles. Shelves surrounded the room. It had a blackboard and black beams. There were some black stairs leading up to a landing which was like a balcony which overlooked the rest of the laboratory. There were three black doors, one door to Balard’s room, one to Rowanne’s room and one to the bathroom.



Rowanne stood in the laboratory; she selected a book from one of the bookshelves, pulled it out and laid the heavy book on the table. It was the Goldstar complete guide to healing powers. She opened the book to the contents Touch healing, making healing medicine. “Aha! Getting healing powers, page twelve,” said Rowanne aloud to herself.



She flicked her fingers over the pages. “Two teaspoons of sugar and parsley cream; one teaspoonful of strawberry and camomile liquid; stir in gently, adding five teaspoons of wild black cherry and orangegrove powder, one teaspoon at a time,” said Rowanne. She did all this and stirred it in her large black cauldron. “Then rub into fingers and say (while concentrating) ‘As high as a tower and have power,’” said Rowanne.



Rubbing the soft, slimy substance into her fingers, Rowanne repeated the magic words.Then there was a sudden flash of light and the ground seemed to shake. Rowanne felt all warm inside. For some reason she looked down at her feet. She leaped back as she realised she had skin-changed into a red dragon. The spell had gone wrong.



She suddenly felt depressed and scared - what would Balard do when he found out? He was nice most of the time but he took his magic extremely seriously. The only thing she could do was run away. She would travel and have an adventure. She got her wizard’s bag and packed a few things: spell books, magic potions, clothes, a dagger and bow and arrows. Since Balard had been away, nothing had gone wrong. It had probably been better than when Balard was there. But after this he would never give her her degree.



She pinned a note on Balard’s door which said ‘

dear Balard, I have left you.One day I will return and tell you why. From your faithful apprentice, Rowanne.’



She turned back to normal but she knew she would turn back into a dragon. She tied her wizard’s bag onto her horse’s saddle and tacked up her horse, Arianne, a pure white Spanish mare, and started off on her long journey, not knowing what adventures were in front of her. She stopped late that night, gathered some sticks and lit a fire, tied Arianne to a tree and drifted off to sleep.



She woke that morning to find some dwarfs peering down at her. She leaped up.

“Ou are you?” asked a fat dwarf holding a lantern. Rowanne grabbed her bag from a small, skinny dwarf who was peering through it and said “I’m sorry to have to correct you on your English ‘ it’s ‘Who are you?’ and the answer to that question is that I am an evil sorceress and if you don’t scatter right now, then I will turn you into frogs and use you for testing on!”



The dwarfs soon ran after that, except for the small, skinny one who said in a squeaky voice “I’ve always wanted to be a frog.” But he was soon grabbed by the others in a stampede to run away.



Rowanne walked down to a nearby river with all her belongings, with Arianne following. She washed, but thought she heard something coming from a group of trees. She gathered up her things and pointed her bow and arrow through the trees, but lowered it and entered the trees. She found a man dressed in rusty armour. He was her age. He had long, brown hair. The sky was black and the wind blew quite violently.



She approached the knight. “Is everything all right?” asked Rowanne, sliding her fingers through her soft, blond hair.



“No, everything is not all right,” he replied, looking up at her.



She stood still and looked at him. His eyes were red and bloodshot.He looked as though he hadn’t slept for a hundred years. She went and sat by him.



“What’s wrong?” she asked.



He didn’t reply.



“I ran away,” said Rowanne.



“Why?” He turned to look at her.



“Well, I worked as an apprentice wizard. I made a spell go wrong by accident and now I can skin-change myself into a dragon,” replied Rowanne.



There was silence.



“I was in love with Demetrias, the King’s daughter. She was caught by Vernon Firebrass, the evil dragon. Whoever saved her, took her hand in marriage. It was me against Sir Howard, the brave knight. It was no contest, so I left,” said the knight.



“You should have tried,” said Rowanne.



“And been humiliated?” said the knight.



“What’s your name?” asked Rowanne.



“Dan Lawrence,” replied the knight. “What’s yours?”



“Rowanne.”



“What’s your second name?” asked Dan Lawrence.



“I don’t have one. I was abandoned. Balard, who’s training me to be a wizard, found me and brought me up. I’d better be getting on,” said Rowanne, standing up.



“Where are you heading?” asked Dan Lawrence.



“I’m looking for adventure. The fact that I can skin-change into a dragon might help,” said Rowanne.



“No, don’t go... will you... will you help me to save Demetrias?” asked Dan Lawrence.



Rowanne paused. “Where’s Vernon?” she asked.



“On Ramon mountain. So will you help me?”



“Of course,” said Rowanne.



Later that day they started on their adventure to save Demetrias. His horse was called Haswick. That night they carried lanterns.They stopped at an inn. For breakfast that morning they had a jar of honey. They continued to travel. They travelled for many days, stopping at forests and inns.



Eventually they arrived at Ramon Mountain. Rowanne said the magic words backwards and she turned into a dragon just the way she first did in Balard’s laboratory not so long ago. With Dan on Haswick and Rowanne as a dragon they rode up the mountain. They reached the dragon’s cave. He was sitting outside. Vernon leapt up in surprise, his green body shining like gold in the warm sun.Dan rode past as Rowanne and Vernon pounced, scratching each other and scorching each other with flames. Dan charged up behind Rowanne and stabbed him with his sword. Vernon fell to the ground.



Dan lifted Demetrias onto his horse and they galloped down the hill in triumph. Rowanne turned herself back to normal and mounted her horse Arianne. They separated, Demetrias and Dan Lawrence rode back to the castle and Rowanne rode back to Balard’s laboratory , deciding to confess all and hope he would forgive her. By now, it was Autumn. The leaves covered the ground like a patchwork quilt. Rowanne untacked Arianne and knocked on the door. Balard opened it. They cuddled each other and sat down by the fire. He was pleased to see her. Rowanne told Balard everything. He was impressed. He made her a real wizard.



Rowanne and Balard went to visit the king. Rowanne was made the king’s wizard. Dan married Demetrias and was knighted. Rowanne was pleased for him and they often talked together - and one day, Sir Dan Lawrence and Demetrias would become king and queen.



[14]Stranded [Y8]

I squinted as the bright sunlight pierced the bright entrance of the dark alley, as I scrambled out of the large cardboard box (kindly supplied by Somerfield) and I stepped into the brightness of the main road. As the heat of the sun rushed to my face, a sudden pain hit my back. I swiftly turned and saw a glimpse of the huge, richly dressed man who had struck me in the back.



“GET OUT OF MY WAY YOU UGLY LITTLE BASTARD I’M IN A HURRY!” the man shouted with a high pitched Scottish accent. Scrambling back into the alley, I finished off a whole bag of rizz which I usually kept in a polythene bag in a slash n my coat so the drug police would have less chance of catching me. The huge blast of the drug was only supposed to be taken in small enough quantities to give you a high for an hour. The recommended dosage for rizz was half a teaspoonful, which made the amount I’d taken look like a Guiness bumper pack instead of a very small can. I stumbled to the ground and blacked out.



*****



“Let’s face it, Everton, you was a slob,” said Larson.



“I know,” said Everton “but that’s all in the past now, thank God.”



Everton yawned despondently. He rang a bell for the second time.



“Coming sir,” said the maid with her shrill voice.



“The best bottle of Chablis.”



“Anything else, sir?”



“Oh yes, some strawberries to bring out the flavour.”



Aristotle entered the room.



“Hi!” he shouted loudly. “So what’s new?”



“What’s new?” said Everton questioningly.



“Yeh, what’s hip? What’s happening?”



“Well I am afraid to tell you, Aristotle, we are in a total state of non-hippness and have not an ounce of happeningness in the room - so do leave the men to do men’s things,” said Everton tiresomely.



“All right, all right, keep your hair on! You’re getting to be such a grouch lately.”



Everton just grunted, as he dipped his large hand into the bowl of strawberries beside him.



“You used to be so much fun - in fact, I remember you saying you’d rather die than become one of those fat, ugly, rich bastards you used to hate when you were on the streets. No wonder Mum left you.”



“Don’t talk to your father like that, Aristotle,” said Larson.



“Why not? And the amount of time you spend with him, I’m starting to think he prefers the company of men.”



“I’m his lawyer, your Dad’s getting a divorce, I’ve got to spend time with him.”



“And whose fault was the divorce then? Mum would never have left us if he hadn’t been such a bastard.”



Everton raised his voice for once: “YOU DON’T TALK TO ME OR JOHN LIKE THAT.” His face went red. “GOT THAT?” he screamed.



“Yes,” said Aristotle sheepishly.



“Right,” said Everton a bit more calmly. “A little more respect in future.



Aristotle left the room.



“If you lose your temper like that, it wouldn’t look exactly great in court,” said Larson.



“I know my rights, it’ll be a breeze,” said Everton confidently.



“I just hope you’re right.”



Ring ring... ring ring...



“I’ll get it,” came aristotle’s voice from the other room. He walked to the little table and picked up the phone.



“Hello,” he said.



“Hi,” said a very bored voice on the other line.



“Oh hi, Ryaly, how’re you doing?”



“OK I spose, listen have you done that assignment on Ancient Greece yet?”



“Yeah, well most anyway.”



“Have you got up to question seven?”



“Yeah, I’m on ten, it’s impossible.”



“Well on seven, what’s this crap about Zeus?”



“It’ll  take ages to tell you. Hey, could you come round here later and borrow mine, then copy it.”



“Thanks.”



“As long as I get it back.”



“What time should I come then?”



“Well, my Dad’s in a right mood at the moment,  so come in about half an hour to let him cool down.”



“All right then, see you later.”



“See yous.”



Aristotle went in to watch TV.



“Turn that racket down would you?” said Everton.



“It’s not a racket, it’s music.”



“Well it’s giving me a headache.”



“So go upstairs then!” snapped Aristotle.



“All right, if it makes you happy, I will.”



“Well go then.”



“I’m gone.”



Everton pushed his way out of the room with an enraged face.He walked through the doorway to his bedroom and slammed the door behind him. Lying on his bed he began to think how things were before, when he met Jude. From that day on, he had had the best of his life. That was until the divorce, until his wife had caught him having a secret liason with his secretary, Beth. He realised that he had been stupid now. Boom! and then another huge boom. A vision flashed before his eyes again and again, then silence. He’d been having flashes like that for ages now - not long after his wife left him. But this one was stronger, more vivid. What did he see? A light, looking upwards at a white ceiling and wired sprouting in all directions. There was also a sound in the room, beep,,, beep... beep, a hospital monitor. A hospital, that’s it, a hospital, he was lying in a hospital with an assortment of wires coming out of his body. Why was he having these flashes? Am I seeing the future, one of those wierd science fiction things? I’d better start readng my horoscope, he thought. He went downstairs.



Brrringgg.



Everton opened the door.



“Oh, hi Curt what can I do for you?”



“I just came by for a chat, not  disturbing you am I?”



“Not at all, come in.”



“Thanks.”



“Anyway, I wanted to talk to you about something.”



“Oh yeah, what’s that?”



“Come upstairs and I’ll  tell you.”



*****



“Well, what do you think I should do then?”



“I think you should see a doctor, a psychiatrist or something you know,” said Curt vaguely.



“No, I don’t know what you’re on about.”



“Well, as you said before, it could be something to do with your age - no offence nor nothing.”



“Hey, that’s quite a good idea, actually, thanks.”



“No problem, but I’d better get back now as Lind’s expecting me home for tea.”



“OK, I’ll see you soon - as long as these flashes aren’t some fatal disease.”



“Oh yeah, let me know about that. Well, see you.”



Everton went down to the telephone. He picked up the receiver and dialled.



“Hello, Clerical Medical, how can I help you?” came the shrill voice on the other line.



“I’d like to make an appointment.”



“Which doctor would you be after?”



“Doctor Crumley please.”



“I’ll just see when Mr Crumley is available OK?”



“OK.”



“Yes, the soonest you’ll be able to see him is next Tuesday, does that suit you sir?”



“Yes, that’ll be fine.”



“I’ll put you down for 2.40.”



“OK, thank you.”



Everton slammed down the receiver.



*****



Everton slouched in the corridor of the restautrant.



“Just five minutes, no problem,” the waiter had said.



That was two hours ago.He decided to go back. It was where he belonged. How long had he been here? It must have been years. Everyone must have changed, he must have changed or  would he look the same as in this Universe? A universe of his mind. A part of his brain connected with plasure, a drug induced fantasy. Huh! Some fantasy! Great! 

a divorce, his kid hating him... but no, Aristotle didn’t hate him right from the start. In fact at the start of his fantasy, everyone had thought he was brilliant in more ways than one. He’d started hating himself so much that it started to show in his fantasies. Life sucked in more than one universe, Everton concluded. But at least he was going for treatment the next day.



*****



Darkness and then light, not a bright light, quite shadowed. He opened his eyes. White, just as in his flashes, but more sound. He tried to turn his head but couldn’t. He could hear the whirring noise of machinery all around him. He was lying front up in the bed, so he was more or less sitting.



“Hwdy doody do! Welcome to Clerical Medical Service.Have a nice coma - I did!” chirped the happy robot.



“You’re talking,” said Everton weakly.



“Woh! We’ve got ourselves a bright one here.”



“Computers can’t talk - well not yet, anyway.”



“Well what do you think you’re talking to sugar?”



“How long have I been out then?”



“Well let’s just say long enough for the sun to die and the human race to have evacuated the planet.”



“Why am I so young then? Why am I still on earth?”



“Well as for you still being young, you’re part of an experiment in time freezing. They wanted your body to stay the same while your mind greww. That’s also why you were in a coma  for so long. As  for the second question, the experiment didn’t work. As the rest of the human race evacuated the planet, there wasn’t enough room on the transport ship to take any of the lame, mad, sick or dying. You were put in all of these categories.



“So there are other people out there then?”



“No, they all died as we were sucked into the sun’s black hole. You’re the last human in our galaxy.”



“Yeah, but how come I didn’t die as we were sucked into this black hole?”\\”Well, you’ve been in suspended animation. This room you were in has a special radioactive film around it which stopped you dying. The only hitch is, the earth was reduced with everything on it to the size of a garden pea, that includes us.”



Everton shut his eyes and tried to make it all sink in. After thinking, Everton knew what he had to do. Trembling, he pulled the lead from his heart.



[15]The Big Match [Y6]

The big match started tomorrow and the team were getting ready for it. They were playing at Wembley and they had plenty of work to do. They were playing Man United - boooo.



The next day they ran out onto the pitch and started to practise and McLeish said “We’re going to win this match, all right?”The team all said “Yes”.They all got into position and the big match began. 



By the second half, they were 1-0 down and the weather was bad. After a while, McLeish scored. Now they were drawing 1-1. McLeish ran it up the field and got hacked by Gigs. He went off on a stretcher and Giggs got sent off and the crowd cheered.



Viny Jones had a penalty - he shot - he scored! The crowds leapt - they were winning! The ref blew his whistle for the kick off. Man United tried to score but had no time left. We had won the cup!



When we were back at the club we went straight down the pub and had a party and got drunk.



[16]The Deceiver [Y8]

Blurb: “Can’t you remember last night when you knifed a man?” Was my friend Francis really talking to me? I know I had been drinking but I would never kill someone. Or would I? When a young man wakes up and finds that he is a murderer, all he can do is run, but where to?

Was it really him - or was he framed?



“Get up, you fool, get up!” Francis said. The words only just got through to me. It was quite hard to hear in the musty,sweaty room where I slept.As I rose, I saw the familiar faces of my shipmates which I could hardly see because it was so dark. We were all in port for a few days after one of our sails had been ripped in a violent storm. We had been drinking hard the night before; my head hurt and I couldn’t remember how I had got back on board.



“What do you want, Francis, you noisy sod?” I mumbled back to him. Francis was a good friend of mine. He always did wretched things to me and abandoned me every time I was in trouble, but for some strange reason, we always stayed friends.



“Don’t you noisy sod me. I”m not the one in trouble!”



“Who is then? And don’t speak so loud,” I said, a bit more interested.



“Can’t you remember last night when you knifed that man? Jimmy Tarbute his name was. Yo remember, in the alley, when you were drunk.”



“Are you saying I killed someone?” I said surprised.



“Well, that’s not really the problem,” Francis said.



“Not the problem! Not the problem! I could be hanged for that!” I almost screamed. 



Everyone looked round.



“What are you looking at?” I said.



Everyone looked away.



“No, the real problem is that Jimmy Tarbute’s brother is coming after you. He knows what you look like. He saw the whole murder,” said Francis.



“Oh, great! So I’ve got a mad brother after me and I’ll probably have the coastguard after me soon,” I replied in despair.



“Well, get up,put your breeches on and you’ll get a head start.”



I got changed and we walked through the ship to the deck. It was a damp morning, and the sails hung limply from the mast. On land, the fishmongers were yelling at each other as they set up market for the day. At one of the stalls two men were talking. One of them pointed to our ship and the other gave him some money and started walking towards us.



“Quick! That’s him, the one who’s after you. Look, the one walking towards the ship!” Francis said.



“I know, I can see him,” I replied.



“Well run! Get away! He’s coming!”



“What about my stuff?””Leave it! Just run! Run!”



I did just that. I sprinted down the gang plank, hurdled a crate of fish, and was off.



I ran swiftly through the cobbled streets, through lanes and alleyways, though I had no idea of where they would take me. I ran into a dark lane. The wooden-beamed houses towered above me. It was a dead end. As I stopped, I skidded on some mossy ground, tripped and my head smacked into the slippery cobbles. It was dark. I don’t know for how long, but when I awoke I was in the same dark, wet lane. I was pulling myself to my feet. As I rose, a tall, dark figure stepped into the alleyway with me. 



“Before I kill you, tell me why you did it.”



The deep, booming voice sent a shiver straight to my heart. 



“I didn’t mean it, I was drunk,” I said, shaking.



“Not a good enough reason,” the deep voice replied. The man raised his sword, then stopped. “What happened to your hair?” he asked.



“What about my hair?” I said.



“It’s not black any more. Last night it was black,” he said, puzzled. “I can’t be you who killed my brother. He was your build, about the same height as you but he had black hair - and yes, he had a scar on his right cheek,” the man said.



Absent-mindedly I replied “That sounds exactly like my friend Francis.”



“Like who?” the big man yelled at me with his hand on my throat. “Where does this francis live?” he yelled again.



“Oh, I lost contact w-with him years ago,” I stuttered to the big man.



“Where does he live?” he yelled again, tightening his grip.



“All right, all right, he’s on a ship that came into port two days ago.”



“Right, you’re coming with me.” The big man dragged me back through the streets.



“By the way, what’s your name?” I questioned.



“Well, if you want to know, it’s Belrick,” he said.



“I can walk you know,” I said.



Belrick let go grudgingly. The sun had started to come out. It was mid-morning and I was feeling sick. I needed a drink. We had just passed a tavern.



“Er, Belrick, I’m feeling a bit ill, don’t worry about me, I’m just going to get a drink,” I said.



“No.”



“Please,I’m desperate,” I begged.



“All right, one, quickly, but that’s it.”



The tavern was dark and smelly. There were wood chippings on the floor and a rough looking man serving drinks at the bar. We strode up to the bar.



“Two ales please,” Belrick said.



“That will be four groats please” the barman said in a gruff voice. Surprisingly, Belrick paid for me. We went and sat in a corner. This was the first time I had really looked closely at Belrick. He had a weathered face, a ginger beard and a moustache, long, plaited hair and he wore a slightly ripped chain mail shirt.You didn’t see many mail shirts these days. It was all breastplates.



After our drink we went back to the ship.When we were on board we couldn’t find a trace of Francis. I asked where he was. Someone said he’d taken all his possessions and headed for a cave to the north.



“I know where it is,” said Belrick.



We both ran through the town and onto a beach. The sun was shining now. It was mid-day. There was a small opening to a cave in the rock face. “Here it is, we should wait here, whilst our eyes get accustomed to the light.”



We were in the entrance to a cave for about a minute and then our eyes slowly got used to the light. The cave was wet and slippery. There was a ridge of rock and then a pool of water. This water went out to sea. At the edge of the rock stood Francis. His head was just below a stalctite next to a little rowboat.



“This place would be perfect for smuggling,” I said to Belrick.



Francis turned around, gobsmacked, he couldn’t believe I was still alive.



“Stay back, I’ve got a gun,” Francis said, as he swung round and picked up a double-barrelled pistol. “Put your hands up, up!” Francis said. We reluctantly put our hands in the air.



“Why did you kill my brother?” Belrick said loudly. His voice echoed round the cave.



“Because your poor excuse for a brother raped my sister if you have to know,” Francis replied spitefully. Francis edged backwards towards the row boat filled with supplies. He almost tripped on it but managed to stay up. He got in and pushed the boat out onto the water, still with the gun pointed at us. When he nearly got out of the cave he dropped the gun and started rowing. Belrick bent down and picked up a stone. He threw it as hard as he could. It ricochetted off the roof of the cave and echoed for a few seconds. He started to runtowards the water. I tried my hardest to stop him. “Belrick, stop!” I yelled.







He slowed down slightly. “How can he accuse my brother of  something I know he didn’t do?” Belrick said, his fists clenched. 



“How do you know he didn’t do it?” I replied.



“Look, it just isn’t him, all right?” With that Belrick stormed out of the cave. I saw Belrick’s figure outside, dark and menacing. He looked down, escaping the glare of the sun. Suddenly he looked round and stared running towards the sea. I ran out. My eyes hurt from the sun but I could just make out Belrick, waist deep in the sea, waving his fist and cursing at a small row boat in the distance.



A few days later, Belrick and I were walking  along the beach. It was a cold morning and there was a chill in the air, even though the sun was shining. There was a dribbling trail of sick along the beach. I tried to avoid looking at it - Belrick had been drinking heavily since we came out of the cave and now the after effects were catching up with him. 



We scrambled over some rocks.”Wait a minute,” said Bellrick with a saliva-filled mouth, “there’s a row boat over there.



“I see,” I said. There was a row boat covered in seaweed on the rocks next to us.



“It could be his,” I said.



“What, Francis’s? Not likely,” Belrick replied.



“It is, look! Hee’s some of the supplies at the bottom. I remember them from the cave!” I said, excited.



“You’re right, he must still be in the town. But why would he stay if he knows we’re after him?”



“Come on! Let’s get back, we might still be able to catch him.”



We went back to the town on the windy, dusty road. The chill in the wind had gone and the walk back up the hill was quite refreshing. It was a Wednesday and the markets were closed. It was nice not to have the fishmonger yell down your earhole all morning.



“At least the pubs are open,” said Belrick happily.



“No, no pubs. I don’t want you out of your head when we find Francis,”I replied sharply.



Belrick’s smile turned to a frown, then he suddenly said “I’ve got it - if we go to the pubs we could get some information.” He was right there. One thing I knew about Francis was he loved pubs.



“All right, we can go. Now I think about it, Francis mentioned something about a pub called ‘The Cannon Hall’ - no, ‘The cannon Ball’ that was it!



“You don’t want to go there, it’s horrible. It’s infested with rats,” Belrick replied with distaste.



“Look, we’re going there and that’s that.” I sounded like a ship’s captain giving orders.



We walked through dark alleyways and cobbled streets. The part of the town we came to seemed very poor. The guters stank. We came to The Cannon Ball Inn and stood outside for a while trying to build up courage to go inside. It was a dull wooden building. The sign was covered in muck and there was a pile of rusty cannon balls to the side of the door. We walked in. Smoke was hanging in the air. It smelt worse in here than in the gutters.



“This place stinks,” belrick said, putting his hand to his nose. The bar was made of oak along with the ceiling and floor. The walls were white-washed but you could hardly see that from all the stains. We went up to the bar.



“Hello, I’m looking for a man named Francis. You wouldn’t happen to have heard of a man like that? Black hair, about my build...” I inquired.



“Depends who you are, don’t it?” the barman said.



“My friend said do you know Francis?” Belrick yelled down the man’s throat, grabbing him by the collar and yanking him across the bar.



“Er, er yes, he’s down in the cellar,” the barman stuttered.



“Thank you so much,” Belrick replied, letting him go.



The barman gasped for breath.



“It’s over there, in the corner,” the barman said as he fumbled for a bottle of whisky.



As we walked towards the cellar door, the barman jumped the bar and ran out of the door. I turned and started to chase him.



“Stop! He doesn’t matter, as long as Francis is in the cella,” Belrick said. As he said this, he opened the door to reveal an unused cupboard full of brooms.



“Come on!” I said, “He’ll lead us to Francis. We both ranafter him. He didn’t realise we were chasing, so he slowed to a walk. We followed in his pattern, keeping our distance. He walked into a small tunnel between two houses. We followed, there was aT junction. He looked right, then turned left and started  running.



“Come on, let’s go!” I said to Belrick. We started running, turned the corner and saw the barman nip down some stairs and slam the door behind him. Belrick and I ran up to the door and skid-stopped.



“I’m gonna break it down,” Belrick said, taking his sword from his sheath and tearing apart the lock on the door before I could do anything. Belrick then flung open the door. We were at the top of a wooden staircase leading down to a dimly lit room. It was quite large and packed with casks of whisky. The walls were brick and the only light was coming from two torches attached to them. There were three people in the room - the barman, a man stacking casks of whisky in the corner, and Francis.



“That’s him, boss. That’s the one I told you about and there’s his friend, the big one,” the barman said to Francis.



“Ther’s the vile rogue!” shouted Belrick, running down the stairs. The barman backed off into a corner but before belrick could strike, Francis whipped out his pistol and pointed it at Belrick.\\”Stop right there, you fat fool, before I blast you full of lead.”



“All right, all right,” Belrick said as he raised his hands.



The man in the corner started running towards the stairs.



“AAARRRGGHH!” I screamed at the top of my voice.



Francis spun around, his pistol pointing at me. At that, Belrick jumped on top of Francis. “You murderer!” yelled Belrick, as he smashed Francis to the floor. The man on the steps kept running. I turned and kicked him in the mouth. He fell back and crashed down the stairs. Two of the steps broke as he fell and then he lay still at the bottom. The barman was still in the corner, shaking with fright. By now, Belrick had Francis up against the far wall. He was giving him body blows and Francis was gasping for breath. I ran down the steps towards Belrick.



“No, don’t kill him. I need to know why he did it,” I yelled. I could only just stop Belrick. Francis fell to the floor, scraping the ground, trying to just get one good breath of air. 



“Why did you do it, you pig?” I said to Francis.



“Can’t you see? Can’t you guess? It’s the smuggling you fool, Jimmy Tarbute found out about my smuggling. I had to kill him,” said Francis.



“And you just used me as a way to get out of it, you low life little...” I didn’t finish the sentence.



“What about the rape?” Belrick said. Just as he did, the barman ran up the stairs through the door.



“Leave him,” I said.



“Well, what about the rape? You said my brother raped your sister,” Belrick said again.



“I lied, I don’t even have a sister, you gullible twit!”



That was it. Belrick snatched up the pistol from the floor, swung round and blasted Francis through the head. The noise echoed  through the room and the tunnel, making it sound ten times louder than it was. When the smoke had cleared, you could see the blood-stained face of Francis sitting on the floor. I turned away. To think I used to be his friend.



“Come on, let’s go,” I said.



Belrick dropped the gun and we both walked towards the stairs. I checked on the man who was lying still. He was dead. We shut the door behind us. The bodies would probably never be found.



“What about the barman?” I thought out loud.



“God, you’re right!” Belrick said.



We ran back to The Cannon Ball Inn. No-one was there. I opened the door at the back of the room. I looked away and shut the door. “He’s hanged himself,” I said to Belrick. This was just too much for me. I grabbed a bottle of whisky and smashed it open. I poured it down my throat. Belrick also grabbed a bottle and started drinking. It had been a long day. 



A week or so later, we were in a pub. ON the bar there was a newsheet. It said ‘Three days ago a haul of smuggled whisky was found along with two dead bodies. The coastguard has no idea who may have committed the murders but the whisky has been taken by the excise men.’ An item further down, reported the discovery of the body of Jed Brooks, lanndlord of The Cannon Ball Inn, who had apparently hung himself without motive.



[17]The Gang [Y10]

There was a group of lads outside the exchange shops at Oadby. They were all nutters. One day the big group of lads went into the video shop and nicked 2 boxes of cola bottles and called the shopkeeper a verbal name and ran off. The gang are the biggest around the area, their name is ‘Bad Boyz”. All of my mates hang around the group - that’s why I have no friends to hang around with. What my friends did to get in the group was to get a Stanley knife and carved their skins ‘FYS’. Then they had to beat up a boy of any age. All of my mates had done that and I think they have done wrong.



I have been asked by several members to join, so in the end I said “Yes”. I had to join the group because I had no friends. I had to beat up a boy, he was 14, one year older than me. Then Leroy, the leader, he is the most important person. He is about 6ft 2 inches tall and very big built. He has all the top designer gear.



The next day was Saturday, Leroy said “OK, the easy part’s over, it’s time to engrave the initials FYS. I was really scared but I could not show I was scared, else I would have been thrown out of the group. So Leroy got his Stanly knife and started to do the F. It was so painful, it was like somebody inserting a needle into my arm. He finished. It look[ed] so good. I felt so good, really big. Leroy said “Instead of nicking them sweets you little t..t, buy some eggs and wait till Old Bill come and throw the eggs at them. I dare you to. If you do that dare, you will become second highest leader, OK?”



I thought “The second leader! What a privilege to be it.” So straightaway I said “Yes, OK, I will do it.” So I went to the shop and said “Can I have six eggs please?”



The shopkeeper said “Certainly, sir.” 



Later that day I saw the police coming, so Leroy said “OK, Russell, go for it!”



The police officer got closer. I was bobbing my pants. He was getting closer, I had butterflies... that was it... he was in target range! I threw all 6 eggs and every one hit him. He looked up at me and said “OK< the joke has gone too far. If I catch you, you’ll be nicked.”



So I started sprinting home; he was right on my tail but as I got around the corner, I lost him, so I sprinted home. I ran through the door, striaght upstairs and into bed. I stayed in bed for a long time. I was really scared. So later on that night I heard some police sirens. I thought they were for me but luck[il]y enough they weren’t. My legs were like jelly. I tried to stop thinking about it but I couldn’t; so I went to sleep.



NEXT DAY



I got up and had a wash and got ready, then started walking down to the shops. As I walked into the shop, there was a sign saying ‘HAVE YOU SEEN THIS BOY?’ I couldn’t believe my eyes - it was a picture of me! So quickly, I ran out of the shop and straight onto the park, thinking about the bad things I had done. I thought to myself ‘If I had not listened to them silly prats, I would not be in this silly 

mess.’



Later that day, there was a knock at the door. I quickly ran to the window and had a look to see who it was. I couldn’t believe it was the police. I heard the door open and a really deep voice said “Hello, Mrs Jones, sorry to bother you, but your son has committed a crime. He has been throwing eggs at me - I do not find it funny at all. So if I catch him breaking the law, he will be in so much trouble... all right?”



My mum shouted me down and said “What the hell do you think you are doing?”



I said “I’m very sorry and will not do it again.”



“Right, Russell, you can go to bed and stay there for the rest of the day - and plus you’re grounded for 2 weeks and no pocket money.”



I thought to myself ‘I will never do this again.’



[18]The Haunted House [Y6]

It was night time in Scotland. On one of the islands in Scotland there is a haunted house. The flowers round it was dead. I always feel as if someone was watching me.



A flash of lightning struck just above the house. The house looked very scary.



I went inside. Cobwebs hung from the ceiling, pictures of vampires and ghosts hung on the walls. I felt as if a ghost was following me. I looked back, but all I could see was a bat, so I walked on.



I went down some stairs. I looked back but I didn’t see anything.Then I heard something. It said “Ssshshsh!” I saw something move in the corner of my eye. I said “Who’s there?” Then I heard “Whoowhoooo...”. I said to myself ‘There’s a ghost in this house’. But I moved on.



I ran to the ghost. I said “Why were you following me?” and the ghost replied “We ghosts are supposed to haunt people.”



“Now show me the way out and don’t go scaring anybody!’ I said.



“I won’t.”



“Good!” 



I walked outside and said goodbye. I put a sign up that said ‘Beware! Haunted House! Do not come here!’



The next day I came back to the house to look for more ghosts. I found three more. I gave the ghosts names: Billy, Fred, Barry, James, Lee. Now they are my friends and now they do shows around Scotland.



[19]The Knight and the Mushroom [Y8]

The Knight slowly clambered over a fallen oak tree, its bark as black as oil, its leaves as brown as sand. The knight sat on the gigantic stump where the oak once stood, it was wet and shiny but would do for a short break. He tied his horse around a nearby birch and sat back down on the stump. The forest by night was very creepy. Branches stooped over like hands trying to grasp passers by, putting the fear of God into them.



It was autumn on the cube world and the leaves were a multitude of colours ranging from green to brown, with many shades of reds and golds between. The multitude of colours still did not take away the creepiness of the forest mingled with the night, and the white moonlight hiding behind the clouds.



As the horse moved a little, the Knight heard the crunch of leaves under its hooves. In the middle of the area where the tree had fallen, two mushrooms had grown through - normal white mushrooms, which the knight had seen before with witches. This concluded his theory that they might be safe to eat.



The knight walked towards the two mushrooms, hearing the final screams of the leaves beneath his feet. He bent down slowly, determined not to pull a muscle in his back. When he’d bent down far enough, he grabbed one mushroom by its supporting stalk. The mushroom came out with no problems at all. He put it in his pouch and grabbed the other mushroom. He pulled hard. Nothing happened. The mushroom stood tall and proud. He grabbed his pick axe from his belt and chipped stone away from around the mushroom. The knight pulled again, the mushroom stood still.



The knight sat back down on the stump and started throwing stones at the mushroom. The first stone bounced wide. The second skimmed the mushroom. The third, however, hit the mushroom with force.

“Ouch!” a sound came.

The knight sharply jumped up and looked around with his beady white eyes for the cause of the noise. There was no sign of anything nearby. The knight turned around and continued to throw stones at the mushroom. He hit the mushroom again.

“Ouch!”

This time, the knight sood up and had a wander around to see what was making the noise.

“Who’s out there? Is anybody there?”

The knight’s frustrated voice was met with the silence of the night. Again he sat down and threw more stones. He hit the mushroom again.

“Ouch!”

The knight realised that the noise was coming from the mushroom. Curiously, he walked over to the mushroom, The knight bent down to the mushroom. He extended his right hand and slapped the mushroom.

“Ow! What did you do that for?” 

The mushroom’s voice was high pitched and anger was in its voice.

“Oh my God!”

The knight was shocked.

“Don’t take that attitude,” said the mushroom fairly loudly.

“What are you?” said the knight, calming down.

“I am Terrypolinich, but you can call me Terry,” said the mushroom, also calming down.

The mushroom asked a question: “I can sense people’s memories... what are you doing here?”

“I’ve been banished from my castle. I want to find a place to stay. Will you help me?” 

The knight could not believe that he was asking the mushroom a question.

“As long as you don’t eat me,” the mushroom said.

“I promise,” said the knight.

“OK,” the mushroom said.

The mushroom jumped out of the hole.The knight opened his satchel and the mushroom jumped in.



[20]The Last Minute [Y6]

McLeish had always wanted to be a famous footballer and now he was 15 he could be one. So McLeish’s dad joined him up with a football club for his 15th birthday. McLeish went along to training and really enjoyed himself. He went every weekend and made friends with someone called Hugh Mitchell, a keen footballer who had been playing football for four years. After a couple of months McLeish got the position of first reserve. 



“Well done, mate!” shouted Hugh as they came off the field.



The day soon came for the big match. The whole team gathered around the spotless white van. 



“Right,” called the driver, “in you hop!”



There was a few minutes of “Oy, that’s mine” and “Get out of my seat!” and “Move up!” but then everyone was ready to go.



When they arrived they were shown their way to the changing rooms and left to it. They were soon on the pitch and ready to go. Although McLeish wasn’t playing, he still felt nervous. The whistle blew and the feet moved, they went up and down, up and down. The other team scored twice in ten minutes. Then one of McLeish’s team mates sprained his ankle, so of course McLeish got called on.



McLeish scored two fantastic goals. There was one minute left and McLeish had the ball. He whizzed past the other team and shot an amazing goal. 



“HOORAY!” the supporters yelled, leaping to their feet.



“WELL DONE!” yelled his team.



The next day McLeish’s face was in The Daily Mail, The Telegraph and Today. - and that’s how McLeish became a famous footballer.



[21]The Night We went to the Haunted Bridge [Y10]

There were lots of strange things happening that night. I was staying around my friend’s house that night and her parents were away for the weekend. So there wasn’t any adults around. Before I went around her house, she said that when she went out, she left the dog in with the back door locked, the windows shut and the lights out. But when she got back, everything was not how it was left. The dog was out with the back door open and the lights were on. But there was no-one else with a key to the house!



Later on that night, Dene, Sarah, Simon, Danny, Darren came down my house for a bit, then we all went round Sarah’s. When we got round Sarah’s we was talking for a bit, and then some more friends came around. When it came about 12.30 am. we started to talk about the bridge which is supposed to be haunted. But it wasn’t actually a dare, we was just saying “Shall we go down?”



First of all the lads didn’t want to go but we persuaded them to go. At about 01.15 am. me, Sarah, Dene, Darren and Simon got into Dene’s car. On the way, we was talking about what things happen down at the bridge. While we was talking I was getting funny pains in my stomach.



It was quite a cold night, so there was condensation on the car. First of all we got some petrol. When we got to the bridge we turned the car round. You have to park the car so the bonnet is just sticking out, and the rest of the car is under the bridge and one side is next to the wall. You also have to open all the windows about two or three inches, turn all the music off, and you have to sit there all silent. Sarah and me kept asking what happens and things like that.



Dene said “First of all, you hear rattling of chains or creaking of rope - and that’s  the sound of the rope that this man hung himself with. Then you hear drips of water - that’s dripping of blood. Then you hear a big bang on the back of the car, where his body’s been cut down - or you see a black figure behind the car.”



We waited for a bit, then we started hearing things. First we heard chains rattling and creaking and dripping of water. Then we heard footsteps down the road but there was no-one there. Then there was the sound of like a key going down the car. Then we all went very cold and Dene and Darren said they could feel someone grabbing their arm. Then all of a sudden Dene drove off.Then we pulled up somewhere and his petrol cap had gone and there was all fingerprints on the car. We were all very shocked.



[22]The Picnic [Y10]

Their father threw out the tartan blanket to provide seating as two small children struggled to escape from their seat belts. Just as the blanket settled on the moss it was quickly displaced by two sliding pairs of trainers. There was a struggle, a flurry of arms and legs and a squeak as the rug was disentangled.



A large picnic hamper was unloaded from the boot. Half dragged, half carried across the glade’s sunlit floor, it was placed on the crumpled rug watched by gluttonous eyes. The fraying wicker lid was lifted and laid down to one side as a marvellous feast was revealed. All colours shone like a rainbow from the foil wrappers which reflected the forest scenes in crumpled misconceptions.



The feast was observed for a moment then with unselected movements foil packages were chosen, opened, looked upon and devoured - the picnic creating appetites needed to sustain the excitement.



The excitement passed, creating drowsiness and food induced bloatedness, encouraging them to sleep. They lay back onto the soft grass which, sculpting itself round the curvature of their slumbering bodies, began rising and falling in accordance with their breathing.



Leaping over an abundance of nettles, fed up with listening to the breathing of his father and smaller brother, the older child found himself on a path, a slim tre lined avenue. Cautiously, aware of the observing eyes and muffled scratching, the explorer moved on, the dense foliage descending about him, forcing him to push through immovable thorns and lashing branches. 



Whilst searching for a vantage point, the top of an ageing tree was deemed sufficient. Scrambling to the first branch, acquiring lacerations to his legs, he viewed the horizon - a sea of emerald green, glistening in the pale sunshine like a calm turquoise saline surrounding an island resting in the tropics. Remembering the serene vision intently, he dismounted the tree, landing expertly, knees bent, with the precision of an Amazon tribesman.



Glancing around, he observed the forest was not unlike a jungle. The brambles wove themselves through lichened trunks entwining the branches and mingling with the ferns at the base of trees. Common birds’ dull plumage if watched carefully, obtained sleek, glistening outlines like those of paradise birds and parrots. Tiny bundles of moss blending into the lofty boughs, created images of tree frogs, almost fluorescent in colour with smooth, silk-like skin and tiny, spread out rubbery feet.



Rustling among the straggly weeds and spreading ferns caused alarm. Ripples created in the leaves traced a path which closed like a secret door in an ancient pyramid immediately after the wave occurred. Images of lethal snakes metres long and razor toothed serpents unnerved him and taking a step back he began to edge away cautiously - unknowingly into the roots of an unnoticed tree. Stumbling back, he fell and lay sobbing with laboured breath in this set of twisting fibres embedded into the dark, grainy soil.



Lonely and forlorn, curled up as if to protect straying limbs, he cowered into a huddle in a cove in the tree over which he had fallen. Feeling alone and tired he watched as dusk fell and sat still, threatened by the looming darkness, knowing the menace of the impending black.



Standing, he started to wander, lurching and twisting suddenly at the murmurs of beasts amongst the trees. Turning wide-eyed, trying to focus in the pitch, his eye was caught during the lash of a stray twig causing it to burn intensely. Water, attempting to cool the sting, flowed freely, welling up amongst his lashes and cascading down his reddened face over the ridges of his cheeks onto his lips, wetting them, slightly encouraging his thirst.



As he continued to meander, staggering slowly, the pain in his eye became a sullen throb and his thirst a dull ache in his chest. Struggling to fight fatigue, his lids began to droop, causing him to stumble [and] losing his balance, he fell slowly into the depths of a marsh. The soft, liquid mud slid through childish hands and engulfed his short, rotund arms and torso. 

the quagmire began to ebb in time with his breathing, as he had seen the soft grass expanding with the slumbering of his father and small brother hours before. The mud slowly rising caused the boy to cry. The cry dwindled into small gasps and was smothered by the lapping mud.



Teacher’s comment

What a chilling story. The impact is amazing - it’s frightening.

I think the way you established the tension between curiosity and danger was marvellous, and I also liked the disturbing contrast between the normality of the family outing and the ending.

It doesn’t bear thinking about.



(Watch punctuation, at times it lets you down)





[23]The Pool That’s Open to the Big Sea [Y6]

I brought Mikki, Keiea and Shanon to the blue pool. And when they got changed, one of them went in with her knickers and vest. They jumped in with a splash. The lifeguard told the girls they have to stay in the shallow end - and “Do not go down to the deep end!”



Shannon jumped in and ignored the lifeguard and went straight down to the deep end. While she was underwater, she saw a hole in the deep end. Shanon swam under the hole. It opened up to a big open sea. She was shocked and scared; she was frightened.



She was getting out into the sea and then suddenly she saw a giant fish. She tried to swim back but the water was carrying her further away.



“Go back and look after your friends!”



The weight of the fish broke me [her?] into bits and they never saw them again.



The moral of this story is ‘Do as you are told.’



[24]The Runaway Tiger [Y4]

At the Zoo one day, a man who works there was showing the people all of the animals.



As he got to the tiger, something serious happened.The tiger jumped over the fence and made everybody scream when it was running away. 



The man who works there was so angry that his face went red hot because he couldn’t finish showing the people the Animals. He was running after him shouting “Come back! Come back!”



When he was in the woods chasing him, some other men heard about the escaping tiger so they took their nets to try and catch it. They went to some woods to find him.



They suddenly heard something running, it was the tiger and the man running after it. They helped him catch it. One of them caught him by surprise and got him by the head and dragged him all the way to the zoo.



Then he was happy because he can work there again.



[25]The Secret Island Castle [Y6]

Tom went to the beach for his holiday and was walking around. He sat down by a hill of sand and watched children playing. Tom punched the sand and it fell down. There was a castle and Tom went closer to it. There was a drawbridge and Tom could see inside the castle.



There was gold inside. Tom didn’t know what to do. He crept up to the drawbridge, then it shut up. Tom fell backwards - he couldn’t believe it. He walked away. Then the drawbridge opened up again. Tom ran back to the beach to his Mum who was lying down.



A couple of days later, Tom told Robert about the castle. Robert didn’t believe him but tom persuaded him to come and see. Tom went through the hill with Robert. Tom pointed out the castle. There was gold inside. Robert ran towards the castle.



Tom shouted “Stop!”



The drawbridge shut up and Tom just missed the water. 



Robert said “How are we supposed to get inside?”



“I don’t know,” said Tom.



Robert then had an idea. He ran back through the hill. Two minutes later, he came back with swimming trunks on. He dived in. The drawbridge was still open and Robert climbed in. He asked Tom to come with him but Robert stayed.



Ten minutes later, Robert came back. He just said “There’s lots of gold in there, Tom, come in!”



Then the drawbridge was moving up. Tom shouted because robert was still in there. The drawbridge was down [again] but Robert wasn’t there. Then suddenly Robert popped up from the water.



“I thought you were still in the castle,” said Tom.



“I was, but I jumped in the water,” said Robert.



The drawbridge moved up and didn’t come down.



When they went home, Robert found a note on his bed. It said ‘Dear Robert, You were clever getting into the castle and Tom was smart finding it. I give you and Tom this piece of treasure each, to keep.’



Tom ran upstairs [and] Robert showed him the letter.



“Who wrote the letter?” said Tom.



“I don’t know,” Robert said.





[26]The Secret of Adventure Island [Y6]

One sunny day, I was walking along, looking forward to going to Portugal tomorrow with my Mum and Dad. I got up early next morning to catch the ship. We caught the ship just in time.



We were sailing along, then next thing I was unconscious. When I first opened my eyes, my eyes felt like lead. I looked around and in front of me was a jungle. Then suddenly I heard this voice saying “Ha, ha, ha! Soon this whole rain forest will be mine, all mine! Ha, ha, ha, ha!”



I followed him to this building, I followed him in. Then suddenly he turned around as if he knew I was following him. Then he shouted “Get him!” He raised the alarm - I ran for all I was worth but it was no good. He has about 15 guards and he soon caught me. He had my Mum and Dad and all the other passengers.



Just then, I kicked him in the shins and then I got a gun. I said “Hands up!” I was a gun that makes you go to sleep. I shot him and the guards.



I freed the passengers and we ran for our lives. We used their phone and we dialled 999 and in a matter of minutes the police came. They arrested the thieves and we were safe - even though it was a close shave!



[27]Time Travel [Y6]

“... and here is our most valuable piece of science, a time machine.”



For the first time, Laurie glanced up. He was in the bristol Science Museum, which is built on an old Victorian railway site and has two floors. He had thought it would be so interesting but it had turned out to be as boring as boring can be. But now he’d heard something interesting - a time machine! 



The guard finished his memorised chatter and moved on but Laurie stayed put. He wanted to find out more about this time machine.He slowly walked towards it, wary at first - then pulled the air compressed door and went in. Inside there was a cushioned bench which he sat down on.There were so many buttons waiting to be pushed and on his right a lever with a handle. 



“Hm, this looks interesting,” he thought. He pulled it and before he knew what happened, the whole thing was shaking and rumbling. Suddenly he shot up, up - so far that he felt a ginormous CRASH! “Oh no, I’ve gone through the roof!” he yelled. He looked around until he saw the year set. “Oh my God...” It was set for the year 2179!!!!!



Laurie passed out.



When Laurie came to, he came to the conclusion that he’d stopped. “Well, here we go...” he carefully opened the door. He was in a big warehouse with, from what he could see, crates and jars all ready to be loaded. Then the door opened and four lorries drove in. Strange men got out.

“Hey, what’s that over there?” said one.



“Don’t know, looks like some sort of flying machine, let’s go and have a look,” said another.



They began walking slowly towards Laurie.

Laurie panicked. “AHHHHHH!” Laurie screamed. He jumped back into the time machine and began fiddling with the time button. Meanwhile, the men were coming closer and closer. 



“Got it!”



The machine jolted and sprang into life. Whzzzzzzz....



“Ah,” Laurie breathed a sigh of relief. He slowly got out and rejoined the group. But when his Mum asked him what happened, he just said “Nothing.”



[28]Tom at Terror Towers [Y3]

Once upon a time there was a nine year old boy called Tom. He and his Mum always argued. One day his mum made him so angry he ran away.



He ran through a spooky forest. He felt scared, so he ran through the forest until he got to a broken down castle. It was a spooky castle but he decided to explore it.



He ran over the creaky drawbridge and opened the big wooden door.The inside seemed worse than outside. There was cobwebs everywhere. In front there was a staircase. Tom decided to go up the staircase. At the top was a door, he went in the door.



Tom screamed! There was a ghost!



Tom ran out of [the] door, down the staircase, out of the big door, along the drawbridge, through the forest and back home.



“Sorry, Mum” said Tom.

“That’s all right,” said Tom’s Mum.



[29]Tonsilitis attack [Y8]

I awakened with a nurse by my  side. She told me that I was not to eat or drink anything because I was having my operation in the evening. The operation was to have my tonsils out and I wasn’t feeling too brave about going. She also told me that my mum had gone home and that she will be back at 10.00 am.



The time came, my mum was there. The nurse came over to me and kept hitting my hand trying to find my vein. She found the vein and put a blob of cream on it; she also put some clear tape. I gathered that’s where she would put the needle when I go down to theatre.



The nurse told me to put my head back and try and relax. Hours had passed and the nurse woke me up to tell me I was going down to theatre - laid on my back, watching the lights flash past. The last thing I can remember is the injection going into my arm and then counting 1,2,3 up my arm.



I awakened after 24 hours and I couldn’t talk. My throat was really sore and it didn’t feel like anything was missing. Before I went down the nurse said that I might have to have gromits. I was relieved, because I really liked swimming and if I had gromits, I would have had to wear a swimming hat.



Then the next day came [and] I went home. I still couldn’t talk very well but I was glad to be in my own bed.



[30]What It’s Like To Win The Lottery [Y6]

On the outskirts of London, not too far away, stood a wood called Humpy. In the middle of this wood stood the cottage of Firtree, which was the household of the Hodgeons. It wasn’t really a 100% cottage, nor was it very nice to live in. The paint was peeling, tiles were missing off the roof, the chimney was bent, the windows were broken and the lawn hadn’t been cut for years.



The family that lived in the house consisted of three people: Mum, the cheerful housewife, Dad, the droop, and little George, the only down to earth person out of all of them. Mum was the cheerful soul, running the house like a machine, washing clothes in the well, cooking bits of food they had - and whatever condition they were in, she’d always look on the bright side of life.



Dad, the droop of the family, spent all day in a chair, with his eyes glued to a portrait of his father, which hung above the fireplace. Dad also had this big frown on his face. All the time it was there. Even when they were happy, he’d be the opposite of smiling. The frown stuck to him like an insect sticks to sap.



‘Darling Georgie’, as his mother called him, was the only sane person in this house. Every night he prayed before going to bed, that his dreams would come true - and that was to have a better life.



The only thing that this strange family has in common with each other, is that they’re all poor - but they all save up for something. Something big. And that was the lottery. Every night, this family emptied the pockets for any petty cash to go in the savings box. Dad had a small job in a book publisher’s factory, packing all the books in boxes to be delivered to the shops. But a book packer doesn’t get paid much.



Eventually, the family saved £1.00, enough to buy a lottery ticket. Dad went up to the village to buy it from the retailer. Mum very carefully put it behind the clock on the mantlepiece. Finally, Saturday arrived and the family watched the draw on the pub television.



“And the first ball,” said Gordon Kennedy, “is number 6.”



“Ooh! We’ve got that one!” said Mum.



“And that one,” when the second had been drawn.



“And that one, and that one, and that one. Oh, please, let’s get the sixth ball... Yyyyes!” cried Mum. “We’ve won! Oh, ten million pounds! Hooray!”



Mum grabbed George’s arms and the two started dancing around. Dad took a little flag out of his pocket and said droopily “I’m happy. Hooray.”



The next day, the family bought a great big manor in Central London. Then they went shopping. They bought video games, dresses, a Rolls Royce, a TV and much, much more. At the end of the day, they settled comfortably down in the silk beds.



Suddenly, there was a loud knock on the door. Mum got up sleepily and opened it....
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