Lesson 1
Using an extract from ‘Ice Palace by Robert Swindells’ 

Objectives
To be able to describe a life-changing event.

To be able to develop ideas in the form of a short story.

To write a story which includes a series of linked events.

Lesson plan - build up to writing 

Read extract as a whole class. 

Identify character which the story will be about. 

Note the setting and how it is described.

Focus on the phrase ‘but most of all they remember him in winter because they are not afraid of winter anymore.’
Discuss ideas about what winter could have been like and together list words/phrases which could be used to describe it. Identify how the short story would need to describe an event where Ivan was a hero.

Have the children read any books where there was a hero? Do they know any heroes from history?

Discuss how ideas about these heroes could be used to write their story.






Lesson 2
Using an extract from ‘Hangman by Julia Jarman’ 

Objectives
To identify how a character’s feelings/situation are portrayed.

To examine the effectiveness of short/simple sentences.

To be able to write so as to portray the feelings of a character.

Lesson plan - build up to writing
In pairs, children to read the extract and, as they do so, focus on any words/phrases they can identify which help to build up a picture of the character Danny.

As a whole class, examine the words/phrases found. 

Discuss their effectiveness.

Do they make us feel as if we know the character? 

Examine closely the middle part of the extract. 

Why have the sentences been written this way?

Discuss where the children may want to use this style in their own writing.

Who is Nick?

Why would this character be described as ‘the rat face’? 

Discuss the relationship Danny may have with this character which causes him to be described in this way.

Identify ways in which this extract could be continued. 

Explain how the continuation of this piece could be entitled ‘Escape’.

Discuss ways in which the escape could occur.






Lesson 3
Using an extract from ‘Kensuka’s Kingdom by Michael Morpurgo 

Objectives
To be able to write in the style of an author.

To be able to identify the narrator of a story and explain how it

influences the readers’ view of the events.

Lesson plan - build up to writing 

Read the extract as a whole class. 

Discuss the characters in the extract.

In what way had the person put themselves at risk? 

What were the consequences now facing them? 

Focus on the way the extract has been written. 

Who is narrating the story?

How do we know this through reading the piece? (use of first person)

Discuss how this piece could have formed part of an account the person had written.

Discuss the way the extract should be continued (in order to keep it in context).

Identify together ideas about what could happen.

Set up the scenario of how the character has lived to tell their ‘ship wrecked’ tale.



Lesson 4
Using an extract from ‘Skellig by David Almond’ 

Objectives
To examine the way in which an author builds up suspense.

To understand how language helps when visualising a scene.

To be able to use words/phrases to describe a character.

Lesson plan - build up to writing
Read extract together as a whole class.

Discuss the way in which the sentences have been written in order to build up suspense.

In what way has the writer been successful when building up the scene?

Identify the setting in which the thing was found.

What effect does describing small creatures, dust, cobwebs and rubbish have?

Discuss the way in which the author has written--- the character using a range of their senses.

Brainstorm ideas about what the character had seen. 

List words/phrases to describe this.

Discuss questions which the character may ask in the next part of the extract and how they may choose to react.

Explain how the children may want to continue the extract using the title ‘Mysterious Person/Creature’.











Lesson 5
Using an extract from ‘Jacqueline Hyde by Robert Swindells’ 

Objectives
To be able to identify differing behaviour types.

To be aware how italics can be used in a text.

To understand who is narrating a piece of text.

Lesson plan - build up to writing
Read the extract in pairs with the children being asked to look for characteristics of Jacqueline.

As a whole class, identify the different ideas.

Discuss then the different ways which people can behave and list words/phrases which could be used to describe a specific type of behaviour.

Note how some words have been written in italics and discuss the effectiveness of this.

Explain how this is the start of a book.

In what ways has the author tried to engage the reader’s interest? Highlight the narrator of the story and how the extract should be written.

Examine the phrase ‘mysterious old bottle’. 

Why use these words?

Does this help to focus the reader on what the story is about?

Discuss as a whole class what could be in the bottle and ideas about the effect it could have.


Lesson 6
Using an extract from ‘Off The Road by Nina Bawden’ 

Objectives
To be able to identify a setting and examine the way language is

used to describe it.

To note how adverbs can be used for effect.

To examine sophisticated forms of punctuation.

Lesson plan - build up to writing 

In pairs, children to read extract.

As a whole class, identify the characters and setting. 

What do we know about the characters - list words to describe them.

Discuss the setting.

In what ways is this setting different to just a normal forest? Examine the words ‘The trees won’t hurt you...”

Why do you think that Tom was scared to touch the fence? 

What did he think would happen to him? (the tree didn’t grab him) Highlight how the adverb ‘nervously’ has been used at the beginning of the sentence for effect.

Children to put forward ideas about the forest - what it’s like/dangers etc.

Discuss then how these ideas could be incorporated into their piece of writing.

(Depending whether it is considered a necessary focus, attention could also be drawn to the use of dashes and semi-colons).





Lesson 7
Using an extract from ‘Pictures in the Dark by Gillian Cross’

Objectives
To examine the use and effectiveness of descriptive vocabulary

and verbs.

To examine the way the author develops the scene.

Lesson plan - build up to writing
Children to read the extract in pairs focusing/highlighting the different words/phrases used to describe the creature and how it was compared to a dog.

As a whole class, list these words and also examine the different verbs which have been used.

Brainstorm words which could be used to describe an unusual creature - in terms of its appearance and movement. 

Discuss how the type of setting described would also help to give further information about the creature (in the case of the extract, this being along a river bank).

Children then to write an extract ‘The Unusual Creature’ or alternatively they could use the extract provided to continue the

story.


Lesson 8
Using an extract from ‘Out of the Darkness by Nigel Hinton’ 
Objectives
To be able to structure a piece of writing

To be able to use a range of descriptive vocabulary (including

similes).

Lesson plan - build up to writing
In pairs, carefully read the extract and highlight words/phrases which give ideas about the characters’ feelings.

As a whole class, discuss these highlighted words and note the effect they have on the text.

How do they make the reader feel? 

Identify some simple sentences in the extract. Why have they been used?

How does this help to add to the effectiveness of the extract? 

Discuss the setting in which the extract has been set (you may want to draw the setting as a simple picture/diagram). 

Brainstorm as a class ideas about what could happen. 

Explain how the children may want to consider the extract using the story title ‘Trapped’.







Lesson 9
Using an extract from ‘Tug of War by Joan Lingard’ 

Objectives
To analyse how tension can be built up.

To examine the feelings of a character.

To note the effect of complex sentences.

Lesson plan - build up to writing 

Read extract together as a class.

Discuss the events which occurred - from fishing to being in the farmhouse.

Note the build up of tension which grew in the search for safety. Highlight the way in which powerful verbs were used and how the sentences had been developed to increase effect, e.g. ‘They went streaking across the riverbank, across the field, feeling that their lungs would burst.”

(At this point, could speak about the war and the effects it had -tension and change of life which took place).

Brainstorm words/phrases to describe the feeling of Tomas. Discuss how this event would be a familiar occurrence to him. Children to write an account of another event/experience similar to this which happened to Tomas.



Lesson 10
Using an extract from ‘The Prisoner by James Riordan

Objectives
To examine the effectiveness of specific terminology.

To examine more sophisticated punctuation marks.

To highlight and compare contrasting sentences.

Lesson plan - build up to writing
Children to read the extract in pairs highlighting any unfamiliar words and descriptive phrases (similes/metaphors).

Discuss any unfamiliar words which have been noted as a whole class. Note the way specific words which have been used -  explain to the children the effect of using such terminology within a piece of writing. Examine the way in which language was used to build up the event e.g. ‘one moment all was as quite as the grave’ and ‘an eerie silence’ to ‘noise loud enough to wake the dead’ and ‘the death rattle of machine gun fire’.

Comment on how the characters Tom and Iris felt about the events which were occurring.

Discuss why the children had such an attitude. (You could compare this extract to that from lesson 9).

At this point the use of more sophisticated punctuation marks could be noted. This would depend on where the class focus/areas for development lay.

Focus on the use of sentence structure.

Note how some sentences are simple for effect while others are complex and include detail (some of which is very specific). 

For writing purposes, this extract could be used in a variety of ways. It could focus around a story title e.g. ‘The First Night of the War’. 

You could use it for an account of events or as a diary extract.

Turn your face into the east wind, and if you could see for ever you would see Ivan’s land. It is a land where summer is short and pale like a celandine; winter long and cold as an icicle. Ivan does not live there now for he grew old long ago, and is gone. But the people of the pine-woods remember him. They remember him all the time, but most of all they remember him in winter because they are not afraid of winter any more. They have no need to be afraid, because of something Ivan did when he was very small.





Taken from ‘Ice Palace by Robert Swindells’





Long ago, in a faraway land called the North East Pole (now Ivan’s Land) there was an evil lion who went by the name of Nick the Naughty. He ruled the land. In the summer he slept, but in winter he awoke and ate half the population of the Pine Woods (Namekians).


So one summer a Namekian broke into the castle. He was killed by


Nick’s assistant.


The next summer Ivan said he would kill Nick. So Ivan set out on a journey. He travelled for about six days when he met Leo the Lionheart. He was a strong lion. They travelled to the east of the North East Pole and Leo said, “Where exactly is this Ice Palace?”


“I don’t quite … “ said Ivan when he was interrupted by a crash. There, in a huge crater, was a spaceship. A man got out of it. It turned out that his name was Goku and he was a warrior who had special powers and could fly. He came from Planet V, ejected somewhere in space and he had come to kill Nick.


About three days later the brave heroes came to a computer station. They went inside, there was a man called Mr. Pen.


“Oh, you must be Goku, Ivan and Leo.” he said.


“Yes,” Ivan replied.


“Well King Pumpkin’s been kidnapped by Nick.” Mr Pen gave them directions to the palace.


Just before the palace there was a tin army. Goku wiped them out easily. Then all three of them killed three android guards. They got to Nick. Goku smashed the case. Leo gave one of his claws to Ivan and he stuck it through Nick’s heart. They freed King Pumpkin’s head from the cage and went home.


The three heroes all got a medal and they renamed the North East Pole, Ivans Land, because he killed the evil Nick the naughty lion.


Goku went back to Planet V and Leo went with him. King Pumpkin ruled well and the people of the Pine Woods were never scared again.





It was a cold, cold night. It was like an ice cube. Everyone on the island was too scared to go to sleep. But down in a drain there lived a monster, not like any old monster because if you touch the monster you will die. Then you would get gobbled up by the monster. Even if you touched the monster with a stick you would die. The monster had four heads and four eyes. He had a mouth so big you could fit a house in it. Everyone said that he had a cold heart.





On the island there was a king and every week he puts everyones name into a box and he pulls a name out and who ever the name is they get sent down the drain to try and kill the monster. One day when it was cold once more, the king pulled a name out of the box and he called out, “Ivan, where is Ivan?” And then a hand raised up above the crowd of scared and worried people. So Ivan packed and said good-bye to his family and then he was gone, no one could see him.





Ivan walked slowly, looking everywhere and there was the monster. He suddenly jumped up and got ready to snap at him. Then lvan got a jacket and wrapped it round him and drew his sword and got the monster right in his cold heart. The monster cried with pain.





When Ivan reappeared and he announced that he killed the evil monster he was awarded a medal. Now it is always summer on the island and everyone can sleep properly at nights. They come out at days and some people have made a statue of him standing next to the monster.





Danny just didn’t know where he was, or what he was doing here. Wherever he was it wasn’t nice at all. It was as cold as an ice cube and as black as night (even though it wasn’t really).


He leant forward and touched his tender leg. It hurt terribly badly and he just couldn’t do anything about it. It felt as cold as a snowball and hurt like a knife stabbing right through his heart. Danny couldn’t take any more, he had to get out!


He leant over to his left side and tried to stand up. But it didn’t work, he just fell to the floor in a heap. He sat there gripping his leg in pain and as he did that he wept, alone in a cold, dark place where no-one could help him.





Danny woke up startled by the sound of a crash of thunder and a bolt of lightning. There was a storm and Danny could feel little droplets of rain coming in through the creeks and cracks of the tiles on the steep roof.  He backed away from the cracks, using his hands to drag his legs.


The straw he was lying on was starting to get on his nerves, it was itchy and scratchy and it was all up his T shirt.


It was still very dark and Danny couldn’t see anything apart from the light sneaking through the cracks. Danny reached out his arms and started fumbling about to see if he could find anything to use to get out.


After a long time searching through the straw Danny finally found something useful, a saw and a long piece of rope.


He lay down on his back trying not to itch. He could still hear the rain pittering and pattering outside. In his head he was thinking of ways to escape with a saw, a piece of rope and a screaming leg. Nothing popped into his mind for ages, until he had an excellent idea which he could have thought of ages ago!


The plan was to saw a hole big enough for Danny to fit through and then tie the rope to something sturdy so it wouldn’t fall through. And if all that went according to plan, Danny would then climb down the rope and through the hole, and then be out in the open air, where he would walk to safety and everyone will live happily ever after!


But it didn’t work like that. It wasn’t as easy as he thought. First of all he had to put an arm and a leg into sawing that silly hole. Second, he had to find something sturdy to tie the rope to.





The attic was full of junk, old wooden chairs, hay stacks. Gradually the room filled with light and the wind wasn’t quite so violent.  Danny tried to stand up, as he couldn’t he decided to slowly edge towards the door, sliding along the floorboards. Suddenly Danny remembered his nightmare. He huddled silently on the floor with his knees up to his neck trying to keep warm. His mind was trying to work but Danny was too scared to think. He cautiously went closer to the trap door. When he reached it Danny gave one almighty heave and amazingly the trap door flung open. Danny quickly thought about what he was going to do. He knew it was stupid but he wanted to be daring like Toby.  Danny jumped, he let out a scream as he hit the floor. It felt like a thousand daggers were being thrown into his leg.  Danny winced in pain, he tried shouting for help but his voice was nothing more than a mere squeak.





At home Danny’s mum (Laura) was terrified. She didn’t know where Danny was and this was his third day missing. Her head was whirring with questions . . . Where is he? Is he alright? Will I ever see him again? Laura wasn’t the kind of person to give up easily but she was beginning to lose hope for her son Danny.





Back in the kidnappers house Danny had landed in the kitchen. He stood up on his good leg and sat on a hard wooden chair. Danny was scared, he felt pathetic that he couldn’t have stopped Nick (the kidnapper). Danny wondered whether Nick got anyone else, like his sister Anne or his mum. He was worried for them as well as himself.





Danny woke shivering and groped in the darkness for his bedside lamp. Couldn’t find it. Couldn’t find covers to pull over himself, only scratchy things. Then he remembered or half remembered though he couldn’t see anything, but he could hear the wind whistling round his head and feel his foot hurting. And what was that other sound? It took him a few seconds to realise it was his own teeth chattering. He was cold too.


Eyes open.


He was in a black pit.


Eyes closed.


He was in a black pit.


It made no difference except that when he closed them the rat-face came closer, getting more and more like Nick’s face the closer it came. So he tried to keep awake, but must have fallen asleep again, because when he next opened his eyes, the black was turning to grey.   Here and there light was creeping in, between the tiles in the pitched roof.





Taken from ‘Hangman  by Julia Jarman’





I crouched down. ‘Come on, Stella,’ I said, rolling the ball from hand to hand. ‘Come and get the ball.’ I felt the boat turn a little in the wind, and I knew then I shouldn’t have left the wheel. The ball rolled away from me quite suddenly. I lunged after it, but it was gone over the side before I could grab it. I lay there on the deck watching it bob away into the darkness. I was furious with myself for being so silly.


I was still cursing myself when I thought I heard the sound of singing. Someone was singing out there in the darkness. I called out but no one replied. So that was what Stella had been barking at.


I looked again for my ball, but by now it had disappeared. I knew then I had just lost a great deal more than a football.


I was angry with Stella. The whole thing had been her fault. She was still barking. I couldn’t hear the singing any more. I called her again, whistled her in. She wouldn’t come. I got to my feet and went forward. I took her by the collar and pulled. She would not be moved. I couldn’t drag her all the way back, so I bent down to pick her up. She was still reluctant. Then I had her in my arms, but she was struggling.


I heard the wind above me in the sails. I remember thinking:


this is silly, you haven’t got your safety harness on, you haven’t got your lifejacket on, you shouldn’t be doing this. Then the boat veered violently and I was thrown sideways. With my arms full I had no time to grab the guard rail. We were in the cold of the sea before I could even open my mouth to scream.





Taken from ‘Kensuka’s Kingdom by Michael Morpurgo’





I looked down through the wilderness. I waited for ages, listening to Dad’s bathwater banging its way through the pipes. I got my torch off the kitchen shelf. My hands were trembling. I went out, past Ernie’s toilet, the fire, and the dead pigeons. I stood at the garage door and switched the torch on. I took a deep breath and tiptoed inside. I felt the cobwebs and the dust and imagined that the whole thing would collapse. I heard things scuttling and scratching. I edged past the rubbish and the ancient furniture and my heart was thudding and thundering. I told myself I was stupid. I told myself I’d been dreaming. I told myself I wouldn’t see him again.


But  I did.





Taken from ‘Skellig by David Almond’





I could just see his hand vaguely sticking out from behind the mouldy furniture. He had one hand resting on the side of the rotting sofa and both his legs were stretched out straight.


	I reluctantly tiptoed a little bit closer and peered over the sofa and there to my horror I saw what I had seen yesterday, but at night he looked much more frightening.


	His eyes in the dark were glowing red and his face was cracked and a shining white. In the daytime he had sat upright, leaning against the wall, but now in the middle of the night he was lying with one arm on the sofa but the other held out in front of him.


	He looked like he was going to grab me and pull me down. I flinched at this thought and started back, but the distinct image of him lying like that stayed in my mind.


	I was really petrified now. I was just about to run out of the garage when I thought about how ill this thing was. I needed to help him even if he was frightening but how could I? I decided that I must tell a friend or my mum and dad but I didn’t think they would believe me.


	I slowly walked back to the house. I put down the torch, tiptoed to my room and dreamt about how I could help the thing in the garage.





I looked at it, my legs were rooted to the ground. It looked like a person, it moved. I put my hand on my heart, my heart was beating so fast I thought it was going to pop out of my chest. I shone my torch on him. He screwed his eyes up, then he opened his eyes. I jumped. I wanted to run away but I couldn’t. He moved the torch away and shuffled back into the wall. The whole thing made a huge cracking noise. I ran out as fast as I could and tripped over the door step. I got back up and ran in back to my bedroom.





The next day I went down stairs to get my breakfast, when my dad asked how did I get that graze on my knee. It was from when I tripped up the other night but I told him I fell out of bed. I was going to tell dad but then the phone went and he rushed to get it. I looked at the garage and thought just one peak won’t hurt, so I did.





I got to the window and peeked through. I couldn’t see much because the windows were all dirty. I went to the door then I stopped and thought. I couldn’t do this. The whole thing could collapse. I put my hand on the door knob. I could see my hand trembling. I shut my eyes and turned the knob. The door swung open. I heard a crackling sound or a breaking sound but it was silent apart from the squeaking from the door.





I stepped in, there he was. I went nearer. I trod on a bit of glass. It made a smashing sound. He turned his head and glared at me, then froze. I opened my mouth to scream but nothing came out. His face was as pale as chalk. His eyes were completely black. I could see my reflection in his eyes.





�
One bright summers day I went out my room and down the stairs to the garage. I saw the reflection coming through the broken windows.





I heard a light breathing sound coming from the right, so I went in the direction of the breathing. I opened the hingeless door and saw two gleaming eyes. I froze with my spine chilling back. I felt the effect of it breathing. I mumbled to myself, “I want to get out of here.”





My mind heard groaning and footsteps chasing after me. I thought it was a big object. I saw the yellowish sparkle from the sun reflecting and bouncing off the wall as I ran.





I didn’t know that the wall started to crumble. I said to myself that it was impossible that there was an object in our garage and I certainly didn’t think that there was actually two gleaming eyes staring at me. I went to my room and looked at the big garage. I thought that it is waiting for me at the front door of the garage.





	The girl was lying there as if she was dead. She didn’t seem to notice me as I silently tiptoed through the door, or as the wind thrashed violently through the window. The glass had been shattered a couple of years ago. Her clothes were dusty and ragged and all she had to keep her warm was a holey blanket. The atmosphere was dark and gloomy and the garage stunk of old furniture.





Cautiously, I walked over to her. I felt a little more relaxed now the wind had calmed down a bit. I saw her carefully open her eye lid and quickly close it again as if the sight was too terrible to look at.


“It’s only me,” I said reassuringly.


“Oh,” she replied as if not knowing what to say.


“I bought you this,” I told her as I reached carefully into an old carrier bag and pulled out a big blanket. “It was mine when I was young,” I explained when I saw the puzzled expression on her face.


“Thank you,” she squeaked nervously.


“I’d better go now,” I said, suddenly feeling a little uncomfortable.





	That night I couldn’t help feeling extremely sorry for her. Lightning lit up the sky like fireworks and thunder bellowed like a mighty god. I could hear rain hitting the garage roof like pebbles rattling in a bottle. In the next room I could hear my sister’s heavy breathing as she slept in a nice, warm, cosy bed. I must have drifted off because I woke up and found the sun streaming through my curtains and light pouring into my room. I quickly got dressed and had breakfast. It was Saturday so I didn’t have to go to school.


As soon as I’d finished thoroughly brushing my teeth I rushed out the front door after telling my dad I was playing football. But I didn’t go and play football like all my other mates. Instead I crept into the shed, trying to ignore the terrible creaking and groaning it was making. I eagerly peered through the old furniture with the musty smell. The girl was there again. She looked like she hadn’t moved, like she was as stiff as a robot. She tilted her head back and looked at me through squinted eyes and mumbled quietly, “Nice day isn’t it.” I quickly nodded in agreement and sat down on the hard wooden floor.





He was lying there sprawled across the floor as if he was dead. Cautiously, I moved towards him and gently touched his back. He jumped a bit and then looked up at me with sad, distressed eyes and an extremely pale face.


“What are you doing poking me in the back and startling me!” the creature asked indignantly.


“I’m sorry, but I wasn’t sure if you were alive. I’m the person who got the shock,” I replied.


“Well you shouldn’t be in here anyway, disturbing me!” he shouted in his cold, steely voice.


He slowly sat up, but then suddenly he fell back down again with a crash. I felt as if the building was going to crumble under his weight. Thankfully it didn’t. I went over to him and sat him up against the wall.


“Who are you and how long have you been here?” I queried.


“I’m called Arthur Skellig and I’ve lived here all of my life, except I used to live in the house. Then I decided to move to the garage,” he answered.


I could hear Mum’s car pulling up into our narrow driveway.


“Arthur, I’ve got to go now. Do you want me to bring anything when I next come?” I asked.


“Yes, I would like you to bring water. Cold water, straight from the tap,” he said.


We said our good-byes and then I departed from the garage. Hurriedly, I ran back into the house before Mum and Dad noticed that I’d been gone.


When I walked in through the back door Mum and Dad were sitting at the dining table, talking in low whispers.   I couldn’t hear all that they were saying but I distinctly heard the word ‘hospital’.


Quietly I walked into the room. The expressions on their faces told me that something was very wrong.


“What’s the matter?” I asked, trying to sound very casual.


Dad answered. “Well, your Mum’s sister. Auntie Mabel, has been taken to hospital, so your Mum’s going to have to look after Jack and Lucy.”


I tried to hold back tears, but I couldn’t. My eyes felt as if they were going to explode like a time bomb, and eventually I couldn’t hold back tears any longer. Streams and rivers ran out of my eyes.








He was just where I had left him last time. He looked pale, almost as if he was made of china. A spider was scuttling across the floor and, like an eagle, he ate his prey.


“Hello,” I said. No reply


“Hello,” I said. No reply


I was getting annoyed.


“Go away,” he croaked. He was ill, very ill. I asked him if he wanted anything but he did not reply. I did not want to leave him, but I thought he was getting agitated. I turned round to leave when I heard a small groan.


“Fifty-seven and twenty-three.” I turned back round to see him moaning with pain.





I wanted to ask him what he meant but I thought against it because he was in enough pain already. I whispered, “I have to go. If my dad finds me or you in here, goodness knows what he might do.” I tiptoed past the tea chests, the old sofas and Ernie’s old bed. I stepped out of the garage and into the moonlight. The atmosphere out there was a lot different to being inside the garage.





I thought of him, what was he? Why did he feast on spiders and why did he live in a garage’? When I looked at him I was not scared. I was amazed, astounded, even mesmerised. When I was with him I felt there was magic in the air.





I went to bed drifting in and out of dreams about him. I had started to call him Skellig! I dreamt he had wings and was a bird. I dreamt that he had gills and was a fish. I dreamt he had fur and was a cat. But I knew only one was right.





He was as fragile as a bird, he was as thin as a fish and he sounded like a cat. I couldn’t tell what he was. He was like magic.


Skellig was a mystery!








Hi. I’m Jacqueline Hyde, and I know what you’re thinking.


You’re thinking two things. One, Jacqueline’s a bit of a mouthful;  I bet she gets Jackie. And two, that name’s familiar somehow.


Jacqueline Hyde. It reminds me of something.


I’m gonna leave you to think about number two, and you’re dead wrong on number one. I never get Jackie. I’m not a Jackie. Jackie sounds sort of tomboyish and it doesn’t go with my image. My good girl image. You know the type. Always polite. Never late. Keeps her clothes and shoes clean. Always gets to give out the books at school and help visitors on Parents’ Evening. The sort of kid who gets adults saying, Oooh, isn’t she good. Sugar and spice and all things nice. In other words I’m the sort of kid who makes other kids want to throw up.


Perhaps I should say I was. I was that sort of kid, till . . . well, look - I’m going to tell you about this crazy stuff that happened to me after I found the mysterious old bottle in Grandma’s attic. I don’t suppose you’ll believe me, and quite honestly I don’t give a toss. The old Jacqueline would have. Oh, yes. The old Jacqueline used to burst into tears if an adult so much as suggested she might not be telling the truth. Anyway, I’m going to tell it exactly as it happened and you can please yourself.





Taken from ‘Jacqueline Hyde by Robert Swindells’





Gandy stared at him. The colour went from his face; so did the anger. He took something from his pocket and tossed it on the ground between them - a key on a worn piece of leather. He said, ‘You’ll need this. Keep it safe. The trees won’t hurt you, nor the fence. It’s fear they rely on.’


Then he was gone, pushing his way through the trees, trampling the undergrowth. Tom stood, stiff and still, listening until there was nothing to be heard but the small sounds of the forest; hushed sounds, snaps and swishes and flutters and sighs. Nervously, he put out a hand to touch a tree. Nothing happened. The tree didn’t grab at him. But he couldn’t believe it was friendly.


He wanted to go home very badly. If only he hadn’t been so rude to Gandy. It wasn’t Gandy’s fault that he had suddenly grown old and mad. He needed to be taken care of, not insulted by his horrible grandson. If Tom couldn’t look after him, at least he could say he was sorry.


As he stooped to pick up the key, he said, under his breath so nothing hostile could hear him, no tree, no wild creature, ‘Wait for me, Gandy, I’m coming.’





Taken from “Off the Road by Nina Bawden”





Tom raced on, past the trees, which he was still fearful of, and towards where Gandy had gone. Once Gandy was in sight Tom slowed down to a walking pace. Tom had almost reached Gandy when, within the blink of an eye, he had disappeared. It looked as if he had walked into a tree, but that was impossible.


Tom ran forward to where Gandy had stood just a few seconds ago. Fearfully, Tom walked around the tree, but still there was no Gandy to be seen. Tom couldn’t believe what he did next, he hadn’t wanted to, but he had to. He pushed both arms out in front of him and pushed them against the tree.


As he did this he had the most amazing feeling ever. His fingers and toes were shaking, and it felt as if his body had an electric buzzer attached to it. Tom closed his eyes, and when the buzz stopped he cautiously opened them again, scared of what he might see.


When he opened them he seemed to be in a cave. It was dark and dismal, with water dripping from cracks in the ceiling and from the dirty pipes.


Tom was shaking like a leaf as it flutters down from a tree in autumn. He felt as if his feet were stuck to the floor as he shuffled along the path. He started to call out. “Gandy! Gandy! Where are you? Its Tom and I’m really sorry.”


At this last word ‘sorry’ Gandy emerged from an opening at the end of the tunnel, his eyes brimmed with tears of love and affection for his grandson Tom.


Tom ran over to Gandy and gave him a massive hug, and a cheesy grin. Tom couldn’t believe how rude and stupid he had been towards his grandfather.


After the apologies were over, the reality was back and with them they brought one gigantic question - Where were they and how do they get out?


Gandy and Tom wandered around for a while longer to try and find their way out, when Tom felt something burning inside his pocket. It was the key.


As he touched Gandy to show him the key, the buzzing feeling came back to Tom. This was good news for him, because last time it took him to the tunnel so, hopefully, this time it would take him home.


He was right. They were standing by the tree they had been pulled into. Their adventure had come to an end.





It was silhouetted against the white gate, straining upwards to sniff the air. Its long body, balanced on the short back legs, would have reached above his knees, and the tail that propped it steady was thick and muscular. No dog had a tail like that. And no dog had such a small, rounded head, with ears set close against its skull.


For perhaps ten seconds, the creature stayed upright, turning its head from side to side to scan the river bank. Then it dropped on all fours and headed towards the water. The bank was high and steep on that side, and Charlie waited to see whether it would jump or clamber down.


It did neither. Instead, it slid, head first, down a strip of bank that was worn bare and smooth. There was hardly a sound as it hit the water, and it disappeared under the surface immediately.


A few seconds later, it came up, a hundred metres downstream. It was swimming fast, but the only thing that was visible above the water was the flattened top of its small, neat head. It would have been easy for Charlie to miss it altogether.


Except for the ripples it left behind, running out towards the bank on both sides in a wide V-shape.





Taken from ‘Pictures in the Dark by Gillian Cross’





The roof of the cave sloped down and they bent double and kept going until they could go no further. They got on their hands and knees and squeezed themselves against the back wall and waited.


Liam’s heart was beating fast and he could feel Leila’s body rocking with the pulse of her blood. They stared at the cave entrance with the young vulture’s head and body silhouetted against the light.


There was the sound of sliding footsteps. An indistinct voice. Then silence.


Liam and Leila stopped breathing.


The footsteps came again and they knew that the men were heading towards the cave. They heard a scrambling noise then the top of Nayeem’s head came into view. He put his hands on the flat rock of the entrance and lifted himself up to look into the cave.


They froze.


He seemed to be staring straight at them.


‘Can’t see,’ he said. ‘Give me a push up. ‘


‘Come on, we’re wasting time. They’re down at the river,’ the driver said.


‘Shut up and let me check! Push!’ Nayeem ordered. Then he braced his hands on the rock and started to haul himself up into the cave.


Liam got ready. He had made a mistake. His instinct had let him down and they were trapped. There was just one thing he could do -charge at Nayeem and hope to knock him backwards out of the cave. If he ran full tilt and went over the edge with him they might just catch the driver and all three of them would crash down the side of the canyon towards the river. It was the only hope, the only way of giving Leila a chance to escape.


Liam took a deep breath and tensed his muscles for the dash forward.





Taken from ‘Out of the Darkness by Nigel Hinton’





Liam was just about to charge out of the cave on top of the two men, when suddenly a hand grabbed him from behind.  He managed to stifle a scream.


He turned to look behind him and to his welcoming surprise he found that it was Leila. She held a finger to her lips, and then she made beckoning movements with her hand. Liam willingly followed her towards the back of the cave, because he really hadn’t been looking forward to charging out of the cave.


Suddenly, Nayeem seemed to grow to a tall size as all of his body emerged into the cave. As he tried to stand up he hit his head on the roof of the cave. He stumbled backwards onto the vultures front left claw.


The air was filled with the shrill, petrified screech from the vulture. Then silence. Not a thing made a sound. Then just as quickly as the noise had stopped if started again. It was the sound of Nayeem and the driver tumbling down the hill with the vulture soaring above them in the air, screeching again.


Liam and Leila had been huddled together at the back of the cave all through this dramatic incident.


Slowly and carefully, Liam edged towards the cave entrance to see what was happening. All he could see were the two men climbing into their landrover. and then driving slowly off into the distance.


“The coasts clear,” said Liam. “I guess my instincts turned out to be right again. In the end”


“Yeah,” breathed Leila. “That was a close one. We need to be a lot more careful now. I think that we should move on to another country. What about Italy? I have some relatives there who could look after us for a while.”


“I suppose we could,” answered Liam. “I mean it’s you that need to do this, not me.”


So they gathered up a few things and then, as evening became night, they travelled down to the harbour and got into a boat. They rowed away from the shore and they were off.  But little did they know, this wasn’t a wise night to be sailing.





Liam stepped forward, there wasn’t a sound. He ran forward and heard someone stagger, then a yell. “Aaaaah!” All was as silent as a grave. Liam didn’t dare to move until he built up the courage, and slowly tiptoed to the cave entrance where he saw two gleaming eyes. he jumped backwards, but then realised that it was only a vulture, but he was still scared. He looked back at Leila and smiled. Then he turned and started to walk out of the cave, there was no-one in sight. Then he heard a faint sound and looked down the canyon. He could see the body of Nayeem under the gushing waves. But where was the driver? All of a sudden Liam ran into the cave where he saw Leila huddled on the floor. He called to her and they ran out of the cave.





Someone grabbed Leila and Liam from behind and put a cloth over their eyes.


“Help,” Leila shouted.


They were put into a car and they travelled over a bumpy road after what seemed like hours. The car came to a halt and Leila and Liam were carried out. The driver seemed to be taking Liam and Leila up a ladder. He dropped them on the floor then locked the door. Leila was scared at first but then took off her blindfold. There was no-one there so she shook Liam


“Where are we?” asked Liam.





He took a deep breath and ran as fast as he could.   He felt the wind rushing through his ears. Just then he heard, very faintly, the voice of Nayeem yelling, “They’re here!” but before he could finish his sentence Liam jumped out on him and pushed him out with all his might. It was Bedlam. There were arms and legs everywhere, pushing and pulling. Liam’s head was splitting and he thought he would have to give up all hope and stop. One more push he thought. He had to save Leila, but then he fell.





He felt himself falling, down, down he went. His face bleeding as he went and he landed crash on some very hard rocks. He only felt a blistering pain in his whole body and then slowly his eyes shut.





He woke with a start. I must have been unconscious he thought. And then he remembered Leila. I’ve got to go he thought. So he started to get up but he didn’t get very far before he shrieked in agony, “Aaaah! I must have done something bad,” he sighed because his legs throbbed with pain. His plan had gone totally wrong. Not only had Leila probably been captured, he had been knocked off the cliff instead of Nayeem. How would he ever get back up to the top now.  And then he noticed the river.





He could go downstream to the other side of the cliff and there he might be able to get help! So, because he couldn’t walk (or swim), he looked around for things to make a raft. There were a couple of twigs but that would never have held his weight, although he had grown quite thin over the last few days having not had much food. Any way, he crawled off on his stomach to the forest area to see if he could find anything better than a few twigs.





To be continued ……….





Nayeem scrambled back up the rock once more and this time got in. He jumbled around as if he was looking for a needle in a hay stack in the middle of the night.


Suddenly, squawk! Nayeem must have tripped over the vulture’s nest because before he could get out the big mother vulture had come into the cave and started beating Nayeem vigorously.


Nayeem managed to get down and shouted to the driver, “Come on, let’s get a move on, they must be miles ahead of us now.”


“The car is back there though, shall I get it and meet you on the main road?” the driver questioned.


“Just leave it and follow me, we have wasted enough time already” roared Nayeem.


Liam and Leila were still in the cave and they overheard what Nayeem had said and it had given Leila a great idea. They got out of the cave and Leila grinned. “Liam, you know you said you would help me, well will you try and drive the car for …..”


“What?” Liam spat.


“Will you drive the car for me? It is basically our only way of getting out of this place, please. I wouldn’t ask if I didn’t need help.” Liam felt so sorry for her he just shrugged and said, “Oh, all right.”


They ran up the hill together looking towards a rather expensive looking Rolls Royce. Liam was now sixteen and had always wanted a car, so now was the time to start even if he was under age and didn’t have a key. The doors were open so they jumped in. Liam used to watch his father drive so he had a rough idea on how to get the car going. He used a paper clip in the end. He geared up and pressed the throttle down. The car revved into action. They were off. Leila was so happy she gave him a peck on the cheek.


Liam knew where an abandoned castle was around here, so they could stay there for the night.


The next morning Liam woke to find the car missing. Some old drunkard must have cruised off in it.





At that moment, they heard the whine of aircraft overhead and saw, coming in low, half a dozen US fighter planes.


‘Run!’ cried Tomas.


They hardly had time to drop their lines and the hooked fish and take to their heels before the world erupted round them. This is what hell must be 1ike, thought Tomas, as he ran panting, faster than he’d ever run in his life. They were running for their lives. They went streaking up the riverbank, across the field, feeling that their lungs would burst. The rat-tat-tat of machine�gun fire was loud enough to split their ear-drums. Bullets were  flying in all directions. They heard the whistle of a bomb and in the next instant saw it explode in the middle of a flowering apple tree in the Mann’s orchard. The tree was cleft in two: in the ground was a huge crater.


They reached the farm gate and collapsed against it. They had stitches in their sides. Their faces were brick-red. They couldn't run any more. They couldn't get their breath. Bullets were bouncing off the cobblestones in the yard.


‘This way!’ someone was yelling at them. It was Tomas's father, from the door of the farmhouse.





Taken from ‘Tug of War by Joan Lingard’





The bomb fell in the middle of the night. Such a clear, still, starry night too. But this was wartime. September 1943. Adolf Hitler was at the door, pounding away at Britain’s defences.


One moment all was as quiet as the grave. The next there was bedlam, noise loud enough to wake the dead.


The air-raid siren sounded the alarm.


Then an eerie silence. The lull before the storm.


Next came the distant drone of bombers approaching like a swarm of angry bees.


Almost at once the anti-aircraft guns started up.


The cheery boom of the Bofors guns merged with the death rattle of machine-gun fire. It was like the War God Thor running an iron spike across the sky’s corrugated roof.


Another pause.


Then came quite a different sound, one which the ground watchers silently cheered: a flight of Spitfires thundering up the sky to intercept the foe.


Now began a desperate fight against time: to prevent the bombers releasing their deadly load.


But in the boundless night sky nothing could stop each and every German plane. The fighters might wing a Heinkel, even shoot one down; yet some always got through.


That meant the inevitable sound people dreaded: a bomb falling ... and exploding.


It announced its coming clearly enough. But there was nothing you could do to stop it blowing you to smithereens.


To ten-year-old Tom and his thirteen-year-old sister Iris, war was serious fun. It was the greatest game ever invented. Danger made it so exciting.





Taken from ‘The Prisoner by James Riordan’











