
I saw a dark shadow in the distance, it moved quickly like a peregrine falcon 
in the sky. The figure swooped in front of me, her ginger hair flapping in the 
wind. I couldn’t see her face because of the dark jacket with a hood was 
covering her face. She watched me in the moonlight but said nothing. She 
suddenly walked past me, her light blue trainers treading softly on the hard, 
dry pavement. She didn’t look back. 

I walked home by myself, my brown hair blowing in the wind. I was 
humming the song I had listened to on the bus. I got to my house and 
opened the door, the small, cramped hall opened up in front of me. The 
dusty, blue, ripped wallpaper was hanging off the walls, I took off my red 
coat and ballet shoes. I rushed up the stairs, and opened my mum’s door. 
She lay on the bed barely breathing. Her plain, pale, pink pyjamas were still 
on and her brown, messy hair was scrunched up in a ponytail, which was 
nearly coming out. 

“Mum?? Mum??” I asked, shaking her, checking she was alright. 

“Hello…. Have you got my tablets?” She asked, her blue eyes blinking open. 

 “Yes mum of course I have! I wouldn’t let you….” I answered, not finishing 
the sentence. My eyes then focused on the creaky, rusty wooden planks, not 
looking her in the eye. 

“No… of course you wouldn’t darling.” She said, though still weak she sat 
up. I sat next to her and gave her the packet. She took it with frail, 
trembling hands and took a tablet out and swallowed it. I looked at her 
again and saw the worry in her eyes, and I felt a pang of guilt. 

“I need a sleep.” She mumbled. Then she lay on the old dirty bed that hadn’t 
been washed for years. I left her sleeping there, then I walked slowly to my 
bedroom. The door was broken and didn’t close, but when mum was well 
and happy she and dad painted it a bright yellow. I touched the peeling 
paint and remembered the past instantly. The pictures flashed back at me 
like an old fashioned film.  

Dad was there and he was laughing and I was laughing and mum was too. 
Then suddenly another picture was forming, the girl was there! Then I 
realised I had seen her before, she was there that night when mum got ill, 
she was holding my mums hand and with the other hand she was wiping 
the blood from her face. I was there too and I was crying, then I looked 
round to see my dad drive away into the black night and then when I turned 
around mum was all alone, no one else was there.  



I suddenly snapped back to the present, I was crying and resting against the 
dirty wall. I wiped the tears away quickly and went down the rusty, metal 
stairs.  

“Mum, I am just going outside for a minute.” I called up the stairs and put 
on my grubby shoes and my jacket. When I had closed the door behind me I 
ran, as fast as I could.  

I arrived at Emily’s house and peeked inside the shiny windows, she was 
watching the TV. I went round to her massive back garden and pulled my 
hood up. I trod to the back door and knocked on it three times at once. I 
heard the green, polished front door open, and a voice was saying, 

“Who is it? Is this some sort of joke?” Then at once the brown, shiny back 
door opened and Emily’s face appeared in the doorway. 

“Come in…” she mumbled, her eyes darting inside. I stepped in and pulled 
my shoes off, then carried them with me tiptoeing after Emily. I heaved my 
tired body up the red carpeted stairs and flopped onto the thick creamy 
carpet at the top.  

Emily looked at me like I was crazy then she sighed loudly and closed her 
grey eyes. She then moved to her bedroom door and opened it. I followed her 
graceful body as she went in. She then sat down on the bed and I sat down 
next to her. 

“You can’t keep coming…. Someday they will notice……I don’t want you to 
get in trouble for trespassing…” She said, looking down at the fluffy pink 
rug.  

“Why?? This is the only place I feel at home, don’t you get that. Don’t you 
like me anymore?” I replied and started was feeling angry towards her. She 
doesn’t know how it feels! She doesn’t feel the guilt every time she looks at 
her mum! She wasn’t there when it happened! I got up and stormed out of 
the door, making footsteps that echoed around the house like loud music. 
There was a thump! I suddenly noticed what I had done and turned to 
Emily, shocked. She stared back at me wide eyed, then glanced at the glass 
vase scattered around on the creamy carpet. Footsteps then pounded up the 
stairs, and a voice called, 
“What was that noise, are you all right?” I looked at Emily and she 
whispered, 
“Hide!” I then I ran to the bed and dropped underneath it. The door opened 
and her dad appeared and Emily went over to him and said, 
“Nothing it just fell!”  
“What fell?” He said suddenly, with a worried expression on his face.  
“The glass…vase….” Emily said, blushing and looking at the ground.  



“Are you alright?? You have never broken anything before?” He asked 
peering at Emily, an anxious expression on his pale face.  
“Yeah… I am fine dad…I’m just a bit dizzy and I knocked into it…” She lied, 
blushing a bright fiery red.  
“Oh…ok just lie down for a bit...” He sighed, with a disappointed frown on 
his face. 
“Ok…” She replied, and started heading to the bed. She lay down and looked 
around the room for me. Her dad left, his heavy footsteps thudding on the 
carpet. Once I was sure he had gone I slid out from under the bed and 
turned the handle on the door quietly. I looked back and saw Emily’s back. 
“Don’t come again if you do I will....” She said, staring at the wall filled with 
cute puppy posters on it. 
“How do I care and please can you call me by my name please not just you 
all the time!!” I replied, anger flooding through me.  
 
I was soon out of the house and I walked quietly home, the full moon giving 
me light. I didn’t walk home, I just walked. I looked down at the dry 
pavement as I was walking, seeing glimpses of my ballet shoes.  
Suddenly, when I turned the corner, I saw a gang of boys lounging around 
on a dustbin, one of them was cracking his knuckles and another the 
scrawny one and was staring his peering blue eyes at me. I shivered. I just 
kept walking and kept my eyes on the pavement. One of them jumped in my 
path, blocking me. I   Suddenly the girl appeared out of nowhere and tackled 
him to the ground. She mouthed “run”. I ran all the way to my house 
without looking back.  
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