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Chapter 1 
 

1 

 

“Did I tell you I’m off on holiday next week?” I sat eating my lunch in the staff 

room.  I was as giddy as a school girl.  “Did I tell you Vince?” I asked excitedly.  I hadn’ t 

told any of them how terrified I was at the prospect of flying.  Just for now, that remained 

deeply buried.  Plus they would only take the Mick.   

In just a weeks time it will be the Easter holidays, and I can’ t wait. 

“Mike,”  he said sternly.  “You’ve told me so many fucking times that I want to 

slap you until you fucking cry like a baby.  Do you get my drift?”  He snapped. 

“Sorry!”  I said.  “Just excited I guess.”  

“Just remember, some of us aren’ t so fucking fortunate,”  he yelled as he stormed 

out.  I watched him go, expecting the door to slam, but it didn’ t.  It pulled itself closed, 

slowly.   

I’d really put my foot in it this time.  It got me a little upset and I had to take off 

my glasses to rub my eyes a little.  I shook my head, I felt like a right old royal prick. 

“You could be a little more considerate,”  Vanessa spoke.   

“ I didn’ t realise.”  I said hanging my head in shame.  Only 2 women I knew could 

make me feel such shame, one was Vanessa, and the other, my wife Carol. 

Vanessa had been working here for ten years now.  She was a Mathematics 

teacher.  It had been a long time since she’d looked youthful, and now her blonde hair 
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was turning grey.  The wrinkles were now deep crevices that moved like fault lines in the 

earth.  I didn’ t believe she’d been using night cream at all. 

“Do you want a cuppa?” Vanessa asked.  I sighed heavily. 

“ I suppose.”  I let out.  “ I’d better catch up with Vince later and apologise.”  I felt 

so guilty.  I had forgotten all about his wife…she wasn’ t his wife anymore.  That was his 

problem. 

“You better, or I won’ t let you live it down.”  Vanessa said, flicking on the kettle.  

It had recently boiled, so it was finished in no time at all.  I watched as she poured it into 

the cups and looked back at me.  I watched for a moment, expecting her to speak to me.  

She didn’ t.  She brought my team over when it was ready. 

“ I feel so stupid.”  I said. 

“You should.” Vanessa replied, chuckling.  “We only had that discussion 

yesterday.”  She was referring to a discussion a couple of us had been having regarding 

Vince the other day.  “Sandra was taking bets I think.”  

“Really?”  I asked.  “Who was favourite?”  

“You!”  She said, masking her smile by sipping her tea. 

“Am I really that predictable?”  

“Do you even have to ask?”   She was right, of course.  I put my foot in my mouth 

often, and the majority of the time it was just so damn embarrassing.  Like the time I 

asked Sandra if she was pregnant.  Turned out she was suffering from depression and had 

been eating a lot.  Ouch! I was absolutely mortified. 

“Thanks,”  I said taking the tea.  “ I forget, are you off anywhere nice?”  
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“Sure!”  she said.  “ If you idea of a terrific holiday is spending your time at your 

mums where all she does is go on about potatoes and how I should be more lady like.  

Bloody old hag, it makes me want to just strange her.”  I chuckled at her obvious 

discontent.  “ I’ ve been looking forward to it all year.”  Her voice was full of sarcasm.  “ I 

can’ t wait until summer.  I’m off to Spain then, and I’m so excited already.  Isn’ t that 

sad?” 

“Sure is.”  I said laughing. 

There was a long silence as we both supped at our teas and dreamt of our 

holidays.  I’d already told Vanessa how much I was looking forward to the holiday.  I’d 

also told her, in confidence, just how terrified of flying I really was.  She said it was 

nothing to worry about, plenty of people felt the same.  I wasn’ t so sure.  Everyone I 

spoke to said I was being irrational. 

Me?  Irrational?  Don’ t be stupid! 

“Do you fancy meeting up when you get back?” Vanessa asked.  “We could 

maybe get together and throw a party.  I’ ve got twister.”  She chuckled.   

“ I’ ll ask Carol,”  I laughed.  “You know what she’s like.”   Vanessa laughed and 

nodded too.  “Her diary is always all over the place.”   

Carol worked in the local library part time, but was mostly off roaming the 

country on promotional tours or spending her time writing or in lunch meetings with her 

agent.  We’d met back in college, and we’ve been together ever since. 

“Maybe we could hire a yacht or something.”  

“ I really don’ t think so.”  I said laughing.  “Did I not tell you the boat story?”  She 

shook her head.  “ It was around five years ago, my brother was getting married…” 
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“You have a brother?”  She asked.  “You’ve never spoken of him before.”  

“We don’ t really get on.”  I said.  “There was always a lot of sibling rivalry 

between us two, and we just went our separate ways.  Anyhow, missus…” I trailed off.  

When I started back up, there was a smile brewing on my face.  “He was getting married 

on a yacht and I said I’d be there.  Well, I didn’ t realise Carol got sea sick.”  The smile 

grew.  “ It was awful.  Right in the middle of the brides vows Carol stands up and clutches 

her face.  She made it as far as the stairs before throwing up all over the place.”  

“No!”  

“Well, then she went ahead and passed out on us.  It took three of us to move her.  

My poor darling.”  

“Were there carrots?”  she asked 

“Of course.”  We both laughed. 

The bell began to ring, knelling the end of lunch hour.  It was back to work until 

three thirty when we were realised from the duties of looking after the kids.  It’d be gone 

six before I headed home though.  I had far too much to do. 

“See you later!”  I chimed, heading out the staff room and down to class.  I knew 

my class would be waiting there eagerly.  They were as eager as a sane man attempting to 

walk across a hot and baron desert bare footed. 

 

2 

 

I arrived outside my classroom.  Thirty-five pupils stood there waiting for me.  

Usually it was the other way round.  The majority of them were chatting excitedly with 
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their friends, and some of them just fucked about, playing games that could only be 

deemed as childish.  One of the girls was stood on her own, playing with her hair.  That 

was Jessica.  She was a really sweet girl, but she didn’ t really get on with the other pupils 

(or rather that the other pupils thought she was weird and fucked up).  She’d had her 

share of problems, I can tell you that much, and to a certain extent she was fucked up, but 

the therapy was helping, so I believe.   

Six and a half months ago, I found Jessica in a sorry state.  She was huddled under 

the stairs crying uncontrollably.  For a moment I looked at her, and then I asked her to 

come with me.  We went straight into my classroom.  I could see she wanted to talk to 

someone, but I also knew she hated being a burden.  I would have done the same for any 

of the other pupils.  It came with the territory.  Unfortunately most the time it was petty 

squabbles amongst friends, but I knew this was different.  Something was up big time. 

I sat her down at one of the first desks.  For obvious reasons I knew I shouldn’ t 

lock the door, but it was really important that Jessica and I were not disturbed.  She 

continued to cry. 

“What’s wrong?” I said, sitting down next to her.   

She shook her head at me and continued to cry.  She now let out ragged bursts 

every couple of seconds. 

“What’s happened to you?” I pressed.  “You can tell me anything, you know that 

don’ t you?” 

“Yes!”  she nodded. 

“What’s happened to you, sweetie?”  She wiped her eyes and blew her nose hard.  

It was awful, but I tried not to wince.   
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“ It happened last night.”  She said with a quick sob.  “My mother was out, so it 

was just me and my stepfather.  I don’ t get on with him that much.  He is nasty to me.”  

“How?” I asked, sitting up. 

“He calls me stupid and fat, and tells me I am the devil.”  She spat as she spoke the 

words.  I heard the venom in her voice.  She really hated this guy. 

“Oh?” I said.  “Have you spoken with your mum?”  I asked, trying to be as 

resourceful as possible.  “Maybe he just needs talking to?”  I offered.  It felt lame almost 

to suggest such a thing. 

“She doesn’ t believe me.”  Jessica shook her head.  The tears had stopped now, but 

she was still shaking.  I’d have liked to put my hands around her to comfort her, but it just 

wasn’ t appropriate for me to do such a thing.  “She said I was just trying to stir trouble 

with them.  She told me that if I didn’ t stop making things up she’d have to throw me out 

the house!”  

“Would she do that?”  I said 

“ I think so.”  She said.  “She was being serious as far as I could tell.”   Somehow I 

got the feeling that this was off the point.  This was almost an irrelevant lead in the 

investigation. 

“What happened last night?”  I asked, trying to get back on track. 

“ I was late home, and he started on me straight away.”  She said.  I watched her 

face as she spoke.  “He yelled at me saying I’d been with my little boyfriend, and that he 

was a male pig.”  She looked like she was about to cry again.  “ I was only 15 minutes late, 

and that was because of the bus.  I tried to tell him but he wouldn’ t listen.  I don’ t even 

have a boyfriend and he just got angry.”  
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She stopped for a moment, shaking her head.  She looked down at her feet and 

started to chew on her bottom lip.  I waited for her.   

“He asked me if I’d let my puff boyfriend touch me.  I told him I didn’ t have a 

boyfriend.”  She looked up at me.  “He grabbed me and shook me yelling that I was a 

lying bitch just like my mother.”   She shook her head in disbelief.  “He yelled and yelled, 

and then he pushed me to the floor…” Jessica began to cry. 

“What did he do then?” I wanted to know. 

“He touched me.”  She said looking back at her feet.  “ I tried to scream, but he 

held his hand over my mouth.  He told me he would show me what a real man felt like.”  

She spat her words.  “ I kicked him, and bit down on his finger, but he wouldn’ t let go.  

He just laughed at me and dragged me into my mum’s room.”  

“ I can’ t believe this.”  I said shaking my head.  This was just wrong, all wrong.  

This just shouldn’ t be happening.  It was no wonder Jessica was in such a state.  She had 

every right to be upset.  She’d come to the right place, that’s all I could think. 

She isn’ t even sixteen! My mind screeched. 

“What happened?” I asked reluctantly, already knowing where we were heading.  

I had to hear her say it.  It just had to be done, as much as I wished it didn’ t. 

“He wrapped one of his ties around my wrists.”  She rolled up her sleeves to show 

me the red marks around her wrists.  I felt like crying the moment I saw them.  This just 

shouldn’ t be happening, I thought.  Jessica was snivelling now, cried out I guessed. 

“Fucking animal!”  I shook my head in disbelief 

“He undressed me, and felt me up.  I tried to scream and yelled at him to stop, but 

he kept saying he was going to teach me a lesson.  He said he would show me what a real 
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man was like.”  Through the tears, I could see her eyes swollen red eyes.  All the life in 

them had been drained by the ordeal. 

She shook her head.  We sat there in silence for a few minutes.  I was studying 

her, watching to see if she might be lying or joking.  I saw no signs at all.  She was upset 

and withdrawn, far more than I’d ever seen in her before. 

“Please, sweetie.”  I said.  “What did he do to you?”  The tears began to well in her 

eyes again, and she started to look back at her feet.  I touched her face, and lifted her 

chin.  I smiled at her.  “Just tell me what he did, and then this will all be over sweetie, I 

promise.”  

She nodded, and fought back the tears. 

“He raped me.”  She said. 

“Fucking hell!”  I said, putting my hand to my head, and fighting back the tears.  

“You know I have to ask this, as much as I don’ t want to?”  She seemed to understand and 

nodded.  “You are telling me the truth aren’ t you?”  

She looked up at me, her eyes gazing into mine with hurt and anguish.  I could see 

the pain, the hurt and suffering.  Jessica had been through hell, and now I was asking her 

if she was lying to me.  She understood though, and I could see this too. 

“He raped me, and then told me I was even worse than my mum.”  She cried. 

“Fuck!”  I said, standing up.  “You poor thing,”  I took her in my hands, fuck being 

appropriate.  “You did a very brave thing today.”  I said, she began to sob harder.  “Shh 

now, it’ s alright, you’ re safe now.”   A couple of minutes passed.  “Come with me to the 

principal’s office.”  I said.  “ I need to make a call.”  

She pulled away from me very suddenly. 
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“No, you can’ t tell anyone.  You mustn’ t.”  

“Jessica.”  I said in a very stern voice.  “ I have to.” 

“No!”  She said.  “See this is why I didn’ t want to talk to anyone.”  

I wasn’ t sure what to do now.  After all that I’d just been told, I couldn’ t just 

ignore it.  I couldn’ t and I wouldn’ t.  This left me in a very awkward predicament.  I 

either called the police with or without Jessica’s permission. 

“Do you know what will happen if we don’ t call the police?”  

There was silence. 

“He will do this to you again.”  I said.  “And if he doesn’ t do it to you, he’ ll do it 

to your sister.”  Her sister Josie was 2 years younger.  Jessica looked after her little sister, 

protecting her, and I knew she wouldn’ t let her stepdad touch her little sister.  “We need 

to tell the police now.”  

She stared at her feet and remained silent. 

“Do you understand we have to inform the police immediately?  We have to, or 

he will do it again.”  

Nothing.  There was just an empty silence. 

“Get your coat.” I said “Who’ve you got for class now?” 

“Miss Francis.”  She said.  That was Vanessa.  “ I’ ll just go let her know I’m taking 

you to the hospital, alright.”  She nodded.  I left the room and came back six minutes later.  

“Come on.”  I said. 

Jessica sat in the principal’s office whilst I made the call in the secretary’ s office.  

I came back a couple of minutes later and sat with Jessica. 
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“ I’m here for you, and I’m going to get you through this.”   She nodded, but 

remained silent. 

When the police arrived their questions were horrid.  They asked her if she had or 

had not consented, although I added that this mattered little as she was under the age of 

consent.  Even I felt they were twisting events to make it look like it was her fault.  They 

probed her life, asking if she had any reason to make this up.   

They said she would have to be taken for some tests, and that they would get her 

in contact with some support groups.  They left soon after to investigate and follow up. 

The following day I received a box of Cadbury’s Roses, delivered to my front 

door, with a bouquet of flowers.  Carol thought I was a hero, but I told her that everyone 

would have done the same. 

A few days later her stepdad was arrested and was formally charged. 

 

3 

 

I let the mob of pupils into my classroom, and taught them the standard lesson 

plan I’d set the previous night.  This time they were learning about paragraphing and 

sentence structures.  They were a first year class, but being the top set they could handle 

this sort of stuff.  Jessica was one of the brightest, along with Suzie.  Since the event they 

had become best friends and often sat together.  I had an open seating plan and let the 

class arrange themselves.  I only had to move them if they were causing a trouble and 

disruption. 

John was trouble.  He was our resident class clown. 
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Chapter 2 
1 

 

I didn’ t finish marking until just gone six.  Time had gone quickly.  I grabbed my 

coat and a plastic box of unmarked books and left the classroom.  I passed Jeremy the 

caretaker on the way out. 

“See you later.”  I said.   

“Take care.”  He said, looking up from the floor polisher. 

I arrived at the library at half six.  I sat in the car for a couple of minutes 

unwinding.  I’d finished the majority of my marking, just one lot of books left to look 

through. 

Sighing, I let the stress roll out of me.  It had been one of those days again.  I 

needed a stiff drink to clear my head.  I crossed the street, walked up the steps and into 

the old Library building. 

“Alright Mike.”  The security guard said.  “Here to see Carol?”  

“Sure am.”  I said and walked past him.  “Catch up with you later.”  

“Righto.”  He said, and then he was gone.  I got on the escalators and rolled up to 

the first floor, and then onto the second.  Carol was often to be found in the Horror 

section.  Most of the work she did was Horror or thriller.  Of course, she had written two 

crime novels and was currently on the third in the series, but I don’ t want to give any of 

that away. 
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I walked round a large stack of books, and spotted Carol sitting on the leather sofa 

with a book in her hands.  The library had closed just over half an hour ago now.  I 

admired her legs, remembering how I loved touching her skin.   

“ I’m looking for a book on spiders.” I said, smiling from above her. 

“Okay.”  She said standing up.  She didn’ t even look away from the book.  She 

was too engrossed in the book to notice who I was, or the time.  “ If you go on up to the 

third…” She looked up and the penny dropped.  “Sorry.”  She said, chuckling.  “ I didn’ t 

recognise you for a moment there.”  

“You daft thing.”  I said.  “Come on then, it’ s time.”  

“Blimey.”  She chuckled.  “Time does fly.”  

Fly! I thought.  Shit! 

“Oh doodles!”  Carol saw my face drop.  “Sorry, I didn’ t mean anything by that.”  

“ I know you didn’ t, baby.”  For some reason I’d got into the habit of calling her 

baby.  At first it had felt odd, but affectionate, and now it just felt contrived and stupid.  It 

just slipped out all the time.  “ I just want to forget about it.”  

“We’ve got some books and hypnosis tapes.”  She offered.  She’d offered them 

before, but I didn’ t want to know.  I couldn’ t bring myself to read about it.  I’d seen 

enough crashes on the news to know that planes were bad, and not meant to be in the sky. 

“Come on.”  I said.  “Let’s just leave it.”  

“You have to confront it sometime.”  Carol said, tilting her head. 

“ I know, but not now.”  She shrugged her shoulders, and started for the staff 

room.  I stood there for a moment, remembering why I’d developed my irrational fear of 

planes and flying. 
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I was five when my father took me to see the Southport air show.  I remember it 

being on the beach, but you couldn’ t see the sea.  It was windy, and there were bursts of 

squally rain.  Back then I’d liked planes.  I liked watching them do the loop to loop.  I 

thought I wanted to be a pilot, but after that day, never again.   

The sky was alive with various planes.  It was all very fantastic. 

“ I like this.”  I said smiling.  It was entertaining, and much better than playing 

wars with my little toy soldiers.  “Seeing the planes loop and spiral and rise through the 

sky excited my desires.  “When I’m a pilot, I’ ll be able to do that.”  

“Sure you will.”  My dad smiled, happy that I had ambition, but more that we were 

bonding and closer than ever. 

The event progressed. 

Two fighter pilots took to the sky, zooming and whizzing.  I could see myself up 

there flying one of them.  It would be so great.  My dreams soon turned sour, and all too 

soon for me. 

One of the planes shot off and circled so it was facing into the other one.  Then 

they both began to rise in the Sky.  I guessed they were going to do some loops and pass 

each other by, but I was not ready for what happened.  I was not ready in the slightest. 

They both rose in the sky, and began to head over the top of the loop.  That bit 

was fine, but as they came down, they hit each other.  There was a loud explosion and a 

giant fireball in the sky.  Everyone sucked in deep breaths and jumped back frightened 

for their lives.  Some protective parents dived for their children.  My father was not one 

of them.  He stood there not believing what had just happened.  . 
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The fireball fell to the ground, scattering burning debris across the beach.  My 

father did not run.  I did.  I ran like hell, ran all the way back to the car.  When my dad 

finally caught up with me, it was too late to repair the damage. 

I shook my head.  This was crippling me.  How could I do it?  How could I live 

up to the promise I had made Carol?  How could I live if I shattered Chris’s dreams?  My 

son had been waiting for months. 

Shit! Fuck!  I shook my head, and turned my thoughts from the evils of flying. 

I caught up with Carol by the time she reached the staff room. 

“Come here.”  I said.  “Doodles needs huggles.”  

“Aw, my poor baby!”  She said, coming to my rescue.  I fought back the tears and 

wrapped my arms around her, and kissed her.  I loved Carol, and would do anything for 

her, and she knew it.  I didn’ t just speak the words, but I acted upon them, and flying was 

just one of those times.  I was doing this for her. 

I kissed her, and we shared our lips with each other.  My heart was warmed with 

fire, and I felt my worries and fears burning away, for now at least.  I don’ t know who 

said this to me, but they were very wise.  The right kind of kiss from the right person can 

solve all problems. 

 

2 

 

I sat down and waited as Carol got her coat from her locker.   

“ I won’ t be a minute.”  She said, popping into the toilet.  I nodded. 
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On the table in front of me there was a bunch of magazines and papers.  I picked 

up one and started flicking, but there was nothing of interest for me.  I dropped it back 

onto the table and neatened the pile. 

Carol cam back out a couple of minutes later.  She’d let her hair down, and had 

her scrunchie on her wrist.  

 “Time?” She asked.  It was almost quarter to seven.  I showed her my watch, and 

she sighed.  “Come on then, let’s get our wheels on.”  

“ I’m parked across the street.”  I said “as always.”  

“Do you fancy going to Shaffees.”  She asked.  “Get a steak or something?  I just 

don’ t fancy cooking tonight.”  

“Now that’s a plan.”  I said.  “ I was going to suggest a takeaway, what about 

Chris?”  Carol laughed, knowing my obsession with Chinese takeaway.  It was cheap and 

very filling food. 

“Samantha was making dinner for him at hers tonight.”  

“Great.”  I said.  “Let’s go then.”  

“Night.”  Steve said as we passed by.  Carol showed him her badge, although he 

knew who she was.  A few moments later we were in the car and buckled up.  I started 

the engine and we drove off.  

“ I love you.”  I said out of the blue whilst we were stuck in traffic. 

“What made you say that?”  She asked, looking at me. 

“Nothing.”  I smiled.  “ It just came to mind.”  

“ I love you too.” She said.  “ It’ s eight years in October.”  

“Blimey.”  
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“ I think we should do something special this time.”  

“Yeah.”  I smiled.  “You’re probably right.”  

“Of course I am.”  

Eight years!  That’s a long time, I thought.  I’ ll have to find something really 

special this time.  My mind drifted off to when I’d first met Carol. 

I’d only just arrived at my halls, and was busy running back and forth between the 

third floor and the car when I passed a nice looking girl in the hallway.  She’d just come 

out of her room. 

“Hi.”  I said, passing her.  And then I was gone.  That was the first time I met 

Carol.  As love stories go, it’ s not the greatest, but I felt something in that moment as we 

passed.  I still felt that something, only now I knew what it was.   

Love. 

It was two weeks before I finally met up with Carol at a party.  It was my mates 

birthday bash, Wayne Sawyer.  He was already drunk by the time I arrived and I found 

myself unable to stand the person he had become.  I spent half an hour listening to him 

giving his loving feelings before I stepped outside for a breath of fresh air. 

How ironic that my breath of fresh air was Carol. 

There she was, standing with some other guys I hardly knew but had seen around.  

The moment I set eyes upon her, my heart leapt, and I was suddenly ready to stay at the 

party a little longer. 

“Hi.”  I said, offering my hand.  “ I’m Mike.”  

“ I know.”  She smiled with such charm.  “You’re in my halls.”  

“Sure.”  I laughed.  Silence fell, and I felt a little uneasy.  “So…” 
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“ I was wondering if you wanted to dance.”  She said, chuckling at my feeble 

attempts to ask her out.  I wasn’ t much of man then.  If still found it hard to talk to girls, 

let alone ask them out. 

“That would be good.”  And we went inside. 

“ I’m Carol by the way.”  She said, “And I love to dance.”  I wasn’ t drunk enough 

to dance, but I didn’ t really get the choice in this situation, and it was always the same.  If 

Carol danced, I danced with her. 

The night finished nicely, and I spent the night lying on my bed, smiling and 

thinking about the girl I fancied.  How innocent I seemed now, looking back.  I hadn’ t 

even recognised the feelings in my heart. 

I smiled to myself as I parked the car. 

“What are you smiling at?”  Carol asked as I got out the car. 

“Just remembering.”  I said, and we entered the restaurant Shaffees. 

We took a seat in the window and looked over the menu. 

“What will you have?” I asked. 

“ I think I will have a char grilled.”  She said 

“Sounds about right.”  I chuckled.  There wasn’ t much else on the menu but steak 

(it was after all a steak house).  We waited to order, and as we did, I began to ask Carol 

about her day. 

We ordered, and as we sat there in the silence I could see Carol’s mind clocking 

up the questions to ask me. 

“What were you remembering?” 
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“The first time we spoke.”  I said, stretching my hand across the table and taking 

hers.  “At Wayne’s party.”  

“Oh yeah.”  She smiled.  “You weren’ t much of a dancer.”  

“ I’m still not.”  And we both laughed.  “ I loved you even back as far as then.  How 

shy and innocent was I?”  

“Oh, so terrible.”  She chuckled.  “ It was a nightmare, but do you remember our 

first date, that restaurant.  You were like a completely different person.”  I nodded.  It was 

true.  We’d met up the day after the party and chatted for a while.  I still had very little 

courage and struggled to try and ask Carol out, so she ended up doing it for me.  We set a 

date, and that was that, except it wasn’ t.  Something snapped inside of me, and the 

innocence seemed to be broken.  I was a completely different person.  I’d come out of my 

shell. 

That night was fantastic.  I’d taken her to some restaurant or other, and we’d had 

some food and drink, and I really felt connected to Carol.  We seemed to build up a bond 

right away. 

The trouble for me came right as the date ended.  I walked her to her door, and 

that’s where the new Mike vanished and left a quivering mass standing by Carol’s door.  I 

shook my head, I wished I’d taken her in my arms and kissed her, but I hadn’ t. 

“We didn’ t kiss for ages did we?” I asked. 

“No.” She smiled.  “But that was for the best, and made it all the more special 

when we finally did.  I nodded in agreement, although I still wished I had taken her in my 

arms and shown her just what I’d felt. 

We ate our meals in silence, and by the time we left I was tired. 
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“ I think I’m going straight to bed.”  Carol said as we got in the car. 

“ I’ ve got some books to mark.”  

“When don’ t you?” She retorted. 

By the time we got home, I wished I was joining Carol in bed, but I really needed 

to mark this one set of books.  I needed them for the morning, and this was my last 

chance. 

“ I’ ll meet you up there soon.”  I said, as Carol headed for bed.  She mumbled 

something, and was then gone.  I popped open a bottle of wine and poured myself a glass 

and set myself up at the dining room table.  

With a sigh, I sat down, took a sip of wine and then began to mark. 

 

3 

 

I set the books out in two neat piles, and began working my way threw them.  

There were only two pens I needed, and most of the time it was the red one, which I used 

for corrections and such like.  The green one I used for good comments.  I hated handing 

back books with just red marks everywhere, it was awful. 

The first two books I marked were awful, and the green pen had very little use.  

Then I came to Suzie’s book. 

Suzie was by far the brightest girl in the set.  She was very talented, and very tidy 

and efficient.  Her book was always well kept and neat.  If you picked it up, you could 

tell she took good care of it.  It was a breath of fresh air looking through her work. 
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I opened up her exercise book and began flicked to the last lesson.  We’d been 

doing creative writing.  I rarely used the red pen on her work, and found myself 

scribbling wildly in green.  I looked at the neatly underlined title at the top centre of the 

page, and the date to the right. 

Often in creative lessons, I set a title and a quick brief for them to follow.  This 

lesson had been no exception.  I’d given them the title Witch.  All I specified was that 

there would be an event that changed a neighbourhood.  I was looking forward to Suzie’s 

story.  It would be so much better than the usual from everyone else. 

I’ ll read you the opening paragraph. 

Of all the houses in all the streets across the world, they ended up moving in next 

to me.  I’d lived alone on the street for over five years, and it had been a very quiet place.  

That was, until they moved in.  I’m talking about those strange folk that moved in at 

number 29.  The day they moved in, the whole street changed overnight, and not for the 

better. 

As first paragraphs go, it wasn’ t perfect, but it wasn’ t so much better than a lot of 

rubbish I knew I’d be reading very shortly.  I continued reading, until my wine was done, 

and then I went to the kitchen to refill.  When I came back, I finished reading Suzie’s 

story.  At the bottom of the final page, I scribbled in big green writing, fantastic, A* 

I went upstairs and woke Carol. 

“What?”  She asked groggily. 

“You have to read this.”  I said, and handed her the book.  She wiped her eyes, and 

took the book from me.  She was done within a couple of minutes.  Carol sat up and 

yawned. 
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“So?” I asked. 

“ Is this Suzie?”  She asked, closing the book and reading the name on the front.  

“She really does have the beginnings.”  

“That’s what I thought.”  

“You’ ll have to develop her.”  Carol said.  “She really does have talent.”  

“ I know.”  I smiled; after all, she was my find.  “She reminds me of you.”  I said, 

and began thinking back to the days when we’d first met.  Carol had told me she wanted 

to be a writer.  I said I’d love to read some of her work, and when I did I told her how 

wonderful it was.  And I’ve never looked back.  Carol and her work were as wonderful 

now as the day I found them. 

“Ah, thank you doodles.”  She smiled, and hugged me.  “What you going to do?” 

“ I’ ll come up with something.”  I said, and nodded. 

“Good.” Carol said rolling over and pulling the cover back across her chest.  “ I’m 

off back to sleepy town.”  She winked and without another word, she slipped into sleep. 

That night, I couldn’ t sleep.  No matter how hard I tried, I just couldn’ t drop off.  

My eyes kept wide awake, and my mind just raced like some crazy horse in an open field.  

It ran and ran, and never stalled.   

I kept thinking about Suzie.  I kept on thinking how I could help her draw out that 

talent and present it perfectly.  It was almost four in the morning when it came to me, and 

still I did not sleep, for I now had to plan it all out. 

My plan would come into action on the last day of school before Easter. 

The last day of the term came all too soon, and the plan came into action. 

 


