
Why did it feel he was nearing the gallows? 
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He wandered aimlessly through the house seeking any form of distraction to avoid the 

inevitable doom.  Why did it feel like he was nearing the gallows?  It was Saturday and Nick 

was putting off doing his homework; just the thought of it made him shiver with fear. He 

didn’t just hate his homework, he feared his homework, well more accurately, he feared his 

homework book! Let me tell you why… 

 

In year six at some boring school in the middle of nowhere, Nick was refusing to take his 

homework book from today’s supply teacher, Miss Salt; this is because he had planned an 

exciting weekend that didn’t include homework!  Nick had immediately disliked Miss Salt, she 

was only there to cover Mr Bunting who had been knocked out by a donkey hoof to the 

head on Bridlington beach with his family. Nick didn’t think supply teachers should give 

homework, particularly if it was comprehension or in Nick’s words ‘pooprehension’. He told 

her exactly what he was thinking, she gave him an angry glare, with half closed eyes, tapped 

his homework book twice knowingly and tucked it under her arm where she kept it until she 

handed the book to his parents at hometime. Nick stuffed it in his bag and whined and 

moaned about how unfair it was to get homework the week before the summer holidays, all 

the way back to the exciting onion topped windmill he called home. 

 

When he got home, Nick ran up the stairs to his room right at the top of the windmill and 

kicked his bag out of sight under his bed. He got changed into his pyjamas, like he did every 

Friday night ready to watch TV, play his Nintendo switch and generally pig out. On the way 

out of his room he half thought he saw his homework book on his desk, but didn’t give it 

another thought and went to the kitchen to get snacks before hitting the sofa to chillax.  In 

the kitchen he thought he caught a glimpse of his homework book near the microwave, he 

shook his head and looked again but it wasn’t there. On heading into the lounge he thought 

he saw it on the coffee table, but again, blinked and it had gone.  He was starting to get 

concerned. During the evening, he thought he saw it next to the downstairs toilet, on top of 



the sweetie jar, by the back door and laying on his parent’s bed; he was beginning to 

wonder if he was having hallucinations. 

 

Saturday didn’t start well for Nick; he fell down the stairs from his room, like he’d been 

pushed. His phone fell into the toilet, but he didn’t remember having it with him, in fact, he 

remembered putting it on charge in the lounge before bed the night before.  A pint of milk 

fell out of the fridge whilst Nick was getting a yoghurt and as he sat eating it, one of the 

bulbs in the kitchen exploded over his head, filling his yoghurt with sharp points of glass.  

With each bad thing that happened, Nick had noticed the book was always there. 

 

As the day went on things continued to go badly for Nick, his friends went out without him 

claiming he had text them to say he had diarrhoea, even though his phone was still not 

working and he couldn’t even spell it; his bike had punctures in both tyres so he couldn’t 

catch them up, he asked his parents if they could drive him there but the problem was that 

when dad reversed the car out of the garage, both of the back wheels came off and rolled 

into the river.  Just like earlier, whenever bad things happened the book was never far away, 

like this time it was under the porch but this time, unlike before, it stayed there like it was 

waiting for something. 

 

Back in the house, Nick was worried that the bad things happening were getting worse and 

more often, he tried to tell his mum and dad about the book and his suspicions but they 

didn’t seem to hear, the book was there again; he turned to point this out to his parents and 

saw that they were frozen and their eyes were blank!  In fear he ran to his bedroom to lock 

himself in but then realised that his homework book had beaten him to it and was open on 

his desk “oh no!” said Nick “it’s the ‘pooprehension’“.  He knew what he had to do “read the 

text” he said like he was in pain “answer the questions”. 

Half an hour later, “done!” said Nick in triumph. He felt a warm breeze, his phone was back 

in his pocket and his mum shouted up the stairs to see if he wanted some breakfast. He 



looked out of the window and saw the car in one piece, parked by the garage and his friends 

walking up the drive. Nick looked at his phone, it was 10 o’clock Saturday morning, he 

looked at his home work book and saw that it was finished. Running downstairs he thought 

“weirdest weekend ever!!!” 

 

Six weeks later… 

 

It was Nicks first day at high school, the year sevens where shown into the hall to be 

introduced to their head of year.  He froze, the lady in front of them looked strangely 

familiar “Hello year sevens, I am Mrs Pepper and I am the person you find if you have any 

questions”; Nick put up his hand, “Do you have a twin sister?” “No” she said giving him a 

knowing look. Nick gulped fearfully, he would be behaving beautifully at high school! 


