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was. They crept into the living room and dad was sitting in his armchair watching 
television. They tried to be as quiet as possible as they entered the sitting room. 
Jack knelt down to look under dad’s armchair. However he could not see Jimmy 
and so he stood up once again. Suddenly dad heard Jack and he turned around 
and asked “What are you doing?” 

“Nothing. I was just looking for my pen.” Dad shook his head and turned to watch 
the television once again. Then suddenly Jack noticed that Jimmy was crawling on 
dad’s back. “There you are” said Jack. He did not mean to say out loud but he forgot 
that his dad was still sitting on the armchair. “Where’s who?” asked dad. But before 
Jack could say anything, his dad must’ve felt the spider on his back as he jumped 
up. He looked over his 
shoulder and saw that 
the tarantula was on his 
back. Dad jumped and 
started screaming. “GET 
THE SPIDER OFF MY 
BACK!” he kept shout-
ing. He jumped out of 
his chair and the spider 
fell on the floor. Mum 
slowly picked up the spi-
der and placed it safely 
in its cage. Dad was furi-
ous that they had kept it 
a secret from him. Jack 
and mum apologized to 
dad and they told him 
that Jimmy would be 
returned to school the 
next day. Jack couldn’t 
help but feel that Jimmy 
staying at school was for 
the best.  
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heart was thumping as he placed the lid back onto the tank. He ran out into the 
garden but there was no sign of the spider. Jack looked to the right and left and 
still there was not sign of the spider. Then he looked towards the kitchen door 
and saw that he had left it open. He shook head in panic. 

Jack ran into the kitchen and looked under the table, chairs, cupboards and 
even the fridge. And still there was no sign of Jimmy which made Jack panic 
even more. Just then his mum walked into the kitchen and saw that Jack was 
under the table. “What are you doing under the table?” she asked in surprise. 
Jack explained to his mum what had happened and she also started to panic. 
Then both Jack and his mum started looking for Jimmy all the while trying their 
best to keep it a secret from his dad as he is very afraid of spiders, “Jimmy” they 
whispered as they looked under the sofa and the bed. They even placed food 
on the floor hoping that he will come for the food so that they could catch him. 
Jack in all the bedrooms and mum looked in the bathroom and in the attic. 
There was only one more place to look and that was the sitting room where dad 
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Jack’s dad was afraid of spiders. He didn’t like them at all. That’s why Jack’s 
mum had to bring home the tarantula in secret just for the weekend so that 
Jack could see it. It was a secret between Jack, his mum and Jimmy the taran-
tula. Jimmy normally stayed at mum’s school but Jack really wanted to see him. 
Jack’s mum is a teacher at a school and when she came home from work; she 
decided to hide the spider in their garage. When dad arrived home from work, 
Jack tried to pretend that everything was normal. He found it very difficult as 
he kept thinking about Jimmy who was still in the garage. He tried to find an 
excuse so that he could go to the garage to check on Jimmy the tarantula. He 
had already been to the garage earlier to feed the tarantula. At five o’clock Jack’s 
mum had asked him to take the rubbish outside and for once he was keen to do 
it. While he was outside he took the chance to see Jimmy. He could hardly be-
lieve his eyes. The lid of the tank had not been put back on properly and Jimmy 
had escaped. In fact Jimmy was nowhere to be seen in the garage and Jack’s 
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a troll. The troll said “Would you like to join me for dinner. It’s going to be very tasty.” 
He ran as quickly as he could and the troll followed. He ran towards the bridge and 
as he was crossing it, the rope snapped but Jub-Jub still held onto the rope. SPLASH! 
The troll fell into the water. When Jub-Jub climbed the rope to the ground he noticed 
that the troll was behind him. He must have climbed the rope to follow Jub-Jub. Jub-
Jub ran as fast as his legs could carry him but the troll was still running after him. 
Jub-Jub heard some noises behind a bush. He removed all the twigs and leaves to 
see what was behind it. He saw a brown door with gold handle. However, before he 
could investigate the surroundings in greater detail, he noticed that the troll was 
getting closer and closer to him. He quickly ran towards the door and entered. He 
quickly closed the door behind him so that the troll could not come in. There he saw 
another elf. “Hello. My name is Bobby” said the friendly elf. “I’m Jub-Jub” he replied 
“Let’s be friends.” 

The two elves soon became friends which meant that neither of them ever felt the 
need to cross the bridge in order to look for a friend.  



The Elf Woods
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Once upon a time there lived an elf called Jub-Jub. Jub-Jub was a very lonely elf. 
He was short and fat with pointy ears and a big and bushy beard. He lived far un-
derground with his parents. To get into their home, you must go through a small 
arched door in an old, gnarled tree trunk. One sunny morning Jub-Jub went to the 
edge of the river to gather some water. When he got there, he took some water but 
he really wanted to cross the bridge to the other side even through his parents had 
told him not to. However, he still wanted to cross the bridge as he was very curious 
and wanted to see what was on the other side. All he wanted was a friend and so 
he ran over to the other side of the bridge. He slowly walked over the very shaky 
bridge and when he reached the other side; he saw signs that read KEEP OUT. As he 
was walking he heard a loud rustling noise behind him. He quickly turned and saw 
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takes off her blue sleeping cap and I grin showing my sharp teeth. Then smell 
of the freshly baked bread is still making me hungry. I go to the kitchen and the 
grandmother forgets that she has met the wolf and she goes back to sleep. In 
the kitchen I saw a bowl of home-made tomato soup. “Yuck” I say “I hate tomato 
soup.”  I see the bread and I reach out to take it and then I think “I shouldn’t eat 
it because I must leave room so that I can eat the grandmother.” Then I tip toed 
back to the grandmother’s room. Now is my chance. I must eat her…

Tick tock, tick tock… It is getting very late now. I slowly creep up to the bed 
again. Grandmother’s gentle snoring is making me feel sleepy. Just then the 

little ginger cat comes out from under the bed. Crunch. “Ouch” I scream. The 
grandmother’s clever little ginger cat bites me on the tail. I scream as I run 
out of the house and back into the woods. “Never again” I shout “I will never 
go back there again.” Grandmother and her cat look at the wolf running away 
and she started laughing. She patted her little ginger cat and said “Well done 
Biscuit.” The little cat meowed.  



What the Wolf Saw
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All at once I see the grandmother’s little cottage through the leafy trees. I 
start to creep up to the door and I lift up the wooden latch and tip toed in. In-
stantly I could smell the freshly baked bread.  “Mmmmmm” I said quietly. Then 
my stomach starts to rumble quite loudly, I go into her bedroom and I see the 
grandmother sleeping in her bed. Her little ginger cat scampered under the 
bed shaking. I walked slowly towards her and I accidentally trip over a ball of 
wool. I fall and land of her bed which woke her. “Who’s there?” she said. She 

Taken from the story ‘Little Red Riding Hood’
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However, Ben’s parents were fast asleep to hear anything. He called for them 
again but still there was no answer. Then Ben thought that he would have to 
deal with the lion himself. And so Ben took the lion to the bathroom. He brushed 
the lion’s teeth till it was as white as the snow outside. Then he crept into his 
parent’s bedroom and took one of his dad’s pyjamas. He put the pyjamas on 
the lion to make him more warm and comfortable. They then went back into 
Ben’s room and snuggled up in the warm bed. Soon Ben and the lion became 
good friends and Ben was never frightened of the lion again. 
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Ben is five years old. He lives with his parents and his dog Gold-
ie in a small farm in Scotland. The farm has a lot of cows, sheep 
and chickens. Ben has dark brown hair and has big blue eyes. He 
is quite small for his age and he is pale with bright pink cheeks. 

He loves his parents and his trusty dog Goldie. He also loves 
playing with his farm animals. He enjoys feeding the farm ani-
mals with his dad but the only thing that frightens him is the lion 
that creeps into his bed at night. Then one night the lion crept up 
the stairs and opened the door to Ben’s room. His paws and nose 
were as cold as ice from the snow outside which was continuous-
ly falling from the sky. He snuggled up next to Ben in his warm 
bed snored loudly. Just then Ben woke up and he jumped out of 
his bed which woke the lion. The lion gave a big grin to greet his 
friend. Ben shouted “Mum, Dad. There is a lion in my bedroom!”

There is a Lion in my Bedroom
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she reached out her hands and grabbed 
onto the pylon. And suddenly her hands 
slipped on the ice and she fell screaming. 
Luckily she managed to grab onto the 
pylon again and she sighed with relief. 
Suddenly the door of the cable car flew 
open and she could not believe that it 
was the big bullies from her school. They 
had convinced her earlier to climb onto 
the cable car. She began to climb down 
onto the ground. When she got down 
onto the ground she ran straight to her 
parents. She spotted the bullies and 
started laughing and thought that the 
bullies were going to be in the cable car 
for a long time.    
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They set off in the cable car up the mountain. The ski-
ers sensed that they were coming and began to fidget 
nervously, their skis knocking together like skittles hit by 
a bowling ball. In the crisp, still air every sound was mag-
nified. Linda was really anxious. Her breathing coming in 
short, sharp gasps. Oh, it was so weird…to be suspend-
ed in mid-air. She clung on like grim death, her knuckles 
white with the stream of holding on to the strap hanging 
from the cable cars roof. Suddenly the car stopped…

Linda held on very tightly, hoping that she would not 
fall off. The cable car hung in mid-air. Linda was hoping 
that someone would come and rescue her and then she 
started screaming in for help but no-one could hear her. 
Suddenly she spotted a pylon. Her nose turning pink, 
her skin turning pale, her knuckle turning white and her 
hands turning slowly as cold as ice. It was a very cold win-
ter. The cable car had broken down. She was very fright-
ened and the only way out was to climb along the wire 
to get to the pylon. She was very afraid of heights and 
this did not help at all and she tried not to think about it.  
Her hands very frozen and as she got closer to the pylon, 

The Cable Car
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she called and thirteen-year old Sam ran straight to her. Sam said “It looks like 
a…Sapphire!’’ Unexpectedly, the ice-cream van came round the corner. “Come 
on Julie’’ said Sam. Julie found it strange that an ice-cream could come into a 
secluded beach. The man in the ice-cream van had a suspicious look on his 
face. Nevertheless, Julie took out her purse from her pocket when suddenly 
they heard the sound of evil laughter behind them. They turned and saw a man 
dressed in black placing the shiny blue sapphire in rusty brown bag. “Run after 
him” screamed Sam and they both ran after the strange man. Finally they caught 
up with the man and Sam captured him. Julie took the brown bag and took out 
the blue sapphire and she also found a red ruby, a crystal and much more jew-
els. “They’re Jewel thieves. Both of them” screamed Julie pointing at the strange 
man being held down by Sam and the man in the ice-cream van. Julie called 
the police from her mobile phone. Both men were arrested and the jewels were 
returned to their home at the National Museum.

Sam looked at Julie and said with a smile on his face “We should be detectives 
and solve crimes.” And both Sam and Julie burst into laughter as they headed 
home. 
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Sam and Julie clambered over the cliffs. 
The wind in their hair and their faces turned 
pink with excitement. They were enjoying 
their summer holidays on a small remote 
island, and they just couldn’t wait to get to 
the little secluded beach below. Just then 
twelve-year old Julie stopped dead in her 
tracks. Something was glinting in the sand. 
She bent down to take a closer look. “Sam’’ 

The
Lost

Sapphire
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her calling after me. Her voice made the 
hairs in the back of my neck stand up. 
She was yelling at me to never enter her 
premises and I thought to myself that 
I would not go near her house as from 
then on I believed that it was, in fact, 
haunted. 
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The jaggy nettles stung my ankles as 
I walked up the neglected, crumbling 
path. I knelt down to peer through 
the rusted, dull, brass keyhole as there 
were no windows. Inside the house I 
saw a dusty, old, empty wardrobe with 
dirty cobwebs inside. I looked up and 
saw a broken light on the ceiling. The 
bulb had smashed and was surround-
ed by cobwebs. I kept looking through 
the keyhole and I noticed that an old 
vas had smashed into pieces and bits 
of glass were scattered all over the 
dusty floor. There stood, at the side 
of the room, a dusty table. On it was 
a dirty table cloth and an old vas. In 
the vas were the crumbling remains 
of what used to be brightly coloured 
flowers. All of a sudden my heart be-
gan to thunder as I heard the raised 
voices of Mr. and Mrs. Twit. 

I heard the crackling of the fire and 
the sounds of a running tap. I could 
hear the grating sounds of rats scrap-
ing and scattering in the corner of the 
room. Then the fire had burnt out and I 
could clearly smell the fresh smoke and 
I could also smell a raw chicken lying 
on the dusty table. I could also smell 
the dust on the old and rotting furni-
ture. I could hear footsteps, smashes 
and crashes. Just then Mrs. Twit came 
into the room. Her pale face and her 
long and pointed nose made her look 
frightening and she smelt of rotting 
cabbages. An old man with a walking 
stick entered the room. He was frail yet 
he also looked frightening. It was now 
getting very dark outside and Mrs. Twit 
saw me spying on them. She hurriedly 
came to open the door but it was too 
late as I was already running towards 
the old and creaking gate. Then I heard 

The Twit,s House
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“What do you mean? What Gods?” said Rosie rather frightened.
And suddenly the volcano in front of them erupted and red hot lava came 

sliding down the mountain. Rosie’s mouth fell open as she stared, in shock, at 
the volcano. She could hear someone calling her name in the distance but she 
was too shocked to move. She turned and saw Spartacus running at top speed 
and out of sight. 

“ROSIE!” shouted Daisy. Rosie turned to where Daisy was standing and she, 
too, saw the bright light. They did not have to say anything as they knew instant-
ly what it was. They looked at each other and they both ran towards the bright 
light. Suddenly they were lifted off their feet. They were surrounded by bright 
lights as they started to fall into the unknown. Falling…falling…

Rosie opened her eyes and she found herself in her attic with Daisy. She looked 
at Daisy and saw the expression on her face and she new instantly that it was 
not a dream. They could not believe what had just happened. The light in the 
box was giving a faint, yet shimmering and hypnotising, glow. They quickly shut 
the box and locked it. Rosie placed the key in her pocket and said “Let’s keep this 
between us. Let’s keep it a secret, ok?”

Daisy nodded and stared at the box as if frightened of it. They decided that 
they would hide it in Rosie’s room. Daisy helped Rosie carry the box to her room 
and they placed it under her bed. They then returned to the attic to pick up 
some boxes of old games, films and CDs. “Girls” shouted Rosie’s dad. “Coming” 
replied Rosie. “What took 
you so 

long?” asked Rosie’s dad 
as they entered the gar-
den carrying the boxes. 
“Nothing. It’s 

not like we went to 
Pompeii!” said Rosie. The 
girls both started to laugh 
as Rosie’s dad shook his 
head and began to empty 
the boxes onto the table. 
Once they had stopped 
laughing, Rosie looked at 
Daisy and they smiled at 
each other and were both 
thinking of the mysterious 
box lying under Rosie’s 
bed. They knew that it had 
opened up a whole new 
world for them to discov-
er. This was just the begin-
ning of their many adven-
tures. 
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stood up quickly from the ground 
to look at each other. They felt very 
dizzy from all the spinning “Are you 
alright?” asked Daisy, looking fright-
ened. “I’m fine, you?” Rosie.  “I’m fine, 
too. Where are we?” said Daisy, looking 
at the surroundings for the first time. 
They both looked around. There were 
cartwheels trundling on cobblestones, 
markets selling fruits and vegetables. 
And mostly there were people wear-
ing tunics, stolas and togas of various 
colours, they turned around, suddenly 
Daisy spotted a mountain which was 
not too far away. On the mountain she 
noticed, to her horror, what seemed to 
be a volcano. 

“Rosie look over there” shouted Dai-
sy pointing to mount Vesuvius, “Pom-
peii” Rosie said “we’re in Pompeii”. 

She was speechless, her mouth 
dropped open but no words came out, 

she looked like she was about to faint, Rosie knew they were in Pompeii because 
she learned about it at school. Rosie fell to her knees at the shock of finding out 
that she is in Pompeii. Just then a young boy carrying a lyre stopped and helped 
her to her feet; she got up and looked at the boy who was wearing a blue tunic. 
He had brown eyes and dark brown hair. The kind faced boy introduced him-
self. “I’m Spartacus and I’m the son of the greatest and most well-known black-
smith.”

“I’m Rosie and this is Daisy” said Rosie pointing at Daisy. 
“Where are you from and why are you dressed like that?” asked Spartacus look-

ing suspiciously at the girls. Rosie and Daisy looked down at themselves. Rosie 
was wearing light blue denim shorts and a yellow T-shirt, whilst Daisy was wear-
ing dark blue denim trousers with a light blue T-shirt.

“What’s wrong with our clothes?” asked Daisy defensively placing the hands 
on her hips. 

“The people of Pompeii are not going to take too kindly the fact that you girl 
have stepped into their city looking like aliens” said Spartacus with an angry 
tone.

“We look like aliens? Why don’t you take a look in the mirror!” shouted Daisy.
“How dare you.....” began Spartacus but he was stopped as everything started 

to turn black. They looked up and saw that dark cloud began to fill up the skies. 
All around them people were packing up the markets and stalls, grabbing the 
children’s hand and they were running indoors.

“The Gods are angry” said Spartacus still looking up into the sky. 
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Rosie took the last of her old books off of her bookshelf. It was a sunny day 
and Rosie was helping her dad with the jumble sale that they were putting on 
in their garden. Rosie is a ten year old girl, she has green-blue eyes, long brown 
hair, and she lives in a grand white house in the countryside near a big loch 
with her parents.  

“Okay”, said Rosie’s best friend Daisy, “Here’s some of your old toys”, and she 
handed the box to Rosie. Inside the box were a few Barbie dolls, a rag doll, 
stuffed toys, and a doll’s house. 

“Hey, do you remember when I got this?”, said Rosie holding up the rag doll. 
It had blue eyes, blonde hair, and it was wearing a red dress. 

“Let’s take them out to the garden”, said Daisy. 
In the garden there was a little blue table under the shade of a beautiful 

apple tree. After they put the boxes on the table, they went upstairs to the at-
tic. The stairs creaked as they made their way up the steps. They opened the 
attic door and started putting old costumes into boxes. Rosie’s dad was already 
sorting out some paintings and frames. 

“Dad, we’re running out of boxes” said Rosie.  
“Okay, then I’ll go get some next door from Mr and Mrs Phillips” he replied.
BANG! The door flew shut. Rosie could still hear her dad’s footsteps as he 

was walking down the creaky stairs. Just then Rosie spotted a bright yellow 
light behind some board games and an old and torn sofa. “Come and help me 
Daisy” said Rosie, pulling back the old sofa.                   

They found a big box. It was brown and it had pretty golden latches, but it 
felt very rough. On the box there was a dusty gold key. Rosie reached for the 
key but Daisy stopped her.                

“Don’t”. Cried Daisy “who knows what might be in there”. 
“We’ve got to find out!” cried Rosie eagerly.
She picked up the key, which was surprisingly heavy, and placed it into the 

keyhole.
Rosie turned the key with a click, she struggled to open the heavy wooden 

lid, “wow this is heavy!” cried Rosie. Finally she managed to open the lid but it 
turned out that there was nothing inside the Box.   

Rosie looked at Daisy with her eyebrows raised, “See, what harm did that 
do? I told you…” But before she could finish her sentence, there was a bright 
yellow light, brighter than before. “Argh!” cried the girls. And before they 
could do anything else, they were being sucked into the box like a vacuum 
cleaner. They were falling and falling into the box. All around them they could 
see nothing but bright lights. And a split second later the spinning and the 
lights stopped and they fell onto a dusty, and surprisingly warm, ground. They 

A Trip to Pompeii
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