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The Mystery by Cathy MacPhail 

“I hate that Mr. Knox.” Sue was grinning like an idiot when she said it. Very creepy. 

It occurred to me that Sue looked very happy for a girl who had just been expelled. Of course, I’d been 

expelled too, and it was all her fault. Always her fault. 

“What’s so funny?” I asked. 

Sue bit into her grease covered nails. Honestly, she was mingin’. You would think she was the motor 

mechanic instead of her dad. 

“Let’s just say, that’s the last time he’s going to give me into trouble.”  

I could see old Knox heading for his car. Sue began to giggle like a witch. “In fact, it’s the last time for 

everything for him.” 

In that second I knew what she’d done. I raced out of the school and just stopped old Knox from 

getting into his car. “I think you should check your brakes, sir.” 

I saved his life that day. He was so grateful. I knew I had been reprieved. No expulsion. Not this 

time.  Sue was swearing at me as she was dragged away. I had no sympathy for her. What a stupid 

thing to do. Tamper with his car, leaving clues everywhere? The oil on her fingers meant she hadn’t 

worn gloves. There would be fingerprints. Her fingerprints. 

I would have been much cleverer. I would leave no clues when I got rid of him. 

Sue wasn’t the only one who hated Mr. Knox. 

The Dragon by Angie Sage 

Talmar looked out of the tiny arrow slit at the top of the castle tower, watching the Besiegers far below 

finishing the trebuchet—a giant catapult. It would not be long now. 

The siege had turned Talmar into a watcher. She had watched her mother and her little sister being 

locked into the safe room. Talmar was terrified of enclosed spaces. 

She had bitten someone and run to the top of the tower. Fast. 

Talmar had watched her father patrol the battlements. She had watched the arrow that flew in a 

perfect arc towards her father. She had watched her father topple backwards and fall on the wrong 

side of the castle: the outside. She had heard the rest. The Besiegers made a particular noise when they 

ate their prey. 

Now something was watching Talmar: her baby dragon sat in the palm of her hand watching a tear 

run down her cheek. 



Talmar held her hand up to the arrow slit. “Fly free.” 

Talmar watched her dragon fly high. She saw it settle on top of the trebuchet, and then she heard it 

call: skreeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeee! 

Talmar saw a dark shape appear on the horizon. 

She watched it coming towards the Castle. She watched the mother dragon swoop down to pick up her 

baby, flames roaring, talons grabbing. 

She watched the Besiegers flee in terror. 

Talmar watched the castle gates open, the people pour out and the celebrations begin. Soon she would 

stop watching. Soon, but not yet. 

(247 words) 

The Lie by Irfan Master 

‘It’s the truth.’ 

‘You telling me, you saw a briefcase in those woods?’ 

‘That’s what I said.’ 

‘And you saying, there’s summat in the briefcase?’ 

‘Yeah.’ 

Two boys standing nearby, curious, edged closer to Samir and Zain. 

‘Hear what Samir said?’ 

‘Yeah, you saying it’s true?’ 

‘I said it was.’ 

‘What could be in it? Cash?’ 

‘How comes police missed it?’ 

‘Don’t know.’ 

Samir turned to see three girls approaching up the hill. 

‘He saw a briefcase, in there,’ said Zain pointing at the woods. 

‘Nah, really?’ said Sara, moving closer to stand in front of Samir. 



‘Yeah, but, it was earlier this morning …’ 

‘Think it belongs to that man…?’ 

Samir shrugged and took a step back. He looked at his watch. 

‘He was really rich. Probably money you know.’ 

‘Why didn’t you tell anyone?’ 

‘Not sure.’ 

‘What else you see?’ 

Samir looked at his watch again, at the expectant faces crowded around him. 

‘I saw a shoe, some papers, errm … something in the long grass, shiny… like a watch…’ 

‘Why didn’t you pick it up?’ 

‘Didn’t feel right.’ 

The light was fading. They stood in a horseshoe around him. Close. Close enough for Samir to see his 

face mirrored in all of their eyes. 

‘Let’s go see,’ said Zain. 

As one they stepped forward. They turned to look at him. 

‘You coming?’ 

Samir stared into the dark and tangled mess of trees. He couldn’t see a way back out. 

‘I’ll be right behind you.’ 

The Haunting by Alyxandra Harvey 

“I hate these events.” Bridget said to Peony. Her stomach grumbled under her corset. “They’re all the 

same and the only thing to eat are tiny pastries.” She longed to be in the country where the air wasn’t 

yellow and there was actual food. 

“Will you dance, Miss Glass? “ 

He had surprisingly wide shoulders for a London dandy. His hair was so dark it looked wet. She 

hesitated. Her aunt warned her that the waltz was dangerous; something about the spinning and the 

proximity to a male chest. 

Peony gave her a shove. “Go on, Bridget.” 



“Yes, do, Bridget,” he drawled. “Unless you’re too tired?” 

Though she knew she should have simpered, Bridget snorted. “I pulled a lamb turned wrong in the 

womb last week. I think I can manage a dance.” 

He grinned. “You’re not like the other girls, are you?” 

His hand was steady on her waist and his eyes were melancholy, wicked. She didn’t know his name, 

his family, his character. 

And frankly, she didn’t care. 

Her aunt was quite correct. The waltz was dangerous. She wanted to be nowhere else but caught in 

this kaleidoscope of colours and candlelight. 

When dawn broke, he walked away through the crowd. 

She smiled all the way home, until she saw the morning newspaper. She recognized the face on the 

front page; that dark hair, those cheekbones. She’d danced with him all night. 

Jacob Stratford’s dead body was pulled from the Thames at midnight last night. 

The Game by B. R. Collins 

The party is loud and so hot the walls are wet. Ed passes me a drink and shouts in my ear, ‘You’re in, 

aren’t you?’ 

‘What?’ 

‘Eyes right,’ he says. ‘On Rachel. Everyone’s doing it.’ 

‘But – ’ 

‘Don’t spoil it. It has to be everyone.’ 

I look away, take a gulp of my drink and nod. Ed squeezes my waist and leans past me to tell Anna. 

His breath smells sour. 

‘OK,’ Anna says, laughing. ‘Fantastic. Is she here yet?’ 

I stare through the doorway into the boiling mass of people. Yes, she’s here – just coming through the 

door, her face anxious and shiny. She bobs sideways, trying to catch someone’s eye, and I see her say, 

‘Hello...’ 

Someone calls, ‘Hi, Rachel! How’s it going?’ She looks over her shoulder, confused, following their 

gaze; then steps to her left, trying to make eye contact. Beside me Ed snorts with laughter. 

I drink my coke. When I look up, Rachel’s seen me. She waves, beaming with relief, and pushes 

through the people. With an effort I drag my gaze to the side, staring over her shoulder, and smile as if 

I’m looking straight at her. 

‘Hello,’ she says. 

‘Hi, Rachel.’ 

‘Lovely party.’ 

‘Thanks.’ 

Ed and Anna are giggling. I don’t see Rachel’s expression change, but somehow I know it has. 

‘Oh,’ she says. ‘I see...’ 

She turns away. But before she does I meet her eyes, in spite of myself; and I’m there, reflected in her 

eyes, tiny. 



The Flight by Gennifer Choldenko 

“India?” I flick the fringe on my sister’s vest. “What’s going on?” I’ve never been on a flight with this 

many bumps. “When is this going to end?” 

She shrugs, not the least bit concerned. She is more upset that she can’t text because you’re not 

allowed to use your cell when the plane is in the air. 

But hey wait. I push open the blind again. It looks as if we’re landing. We hit the runway hard, the 

tires bump and hit, bump and hit like the ground has come up too soon. 

My mom must have gotten these tickets cheap. Maybe pilot-in-training flights are half price because 

this pilot has no idea what he’s doing. I’d have done a better job than him. At least we landed, though. 

I look over at India. 

Her forehead has worry lines. She peeks at her cell. “It’s only been an hour,” she whispers in my ear. 

“Time change?” I suggest. “Mom said it was an hour difference. Maybe your cell changes time zones 

automatically.” 

She nods hesitantly, then raises the window shade to peer at the sky. It’s night now, except for this one 

patch of blue -- a puzzle piece from the wrong puzzle. 

“You should call Mom,” I suggest. “Now that we’re down, you’re allowed.” 

She clicks open her cell and hits the home icon, listens for a minute, then shoves the phone in my 

ear. The number you have reached has been disconnected. . .  

The Joke by Celia Rees 

Our guest author this month is bestselling teen writer Celia Rees. Celia has written a 247tale with her 

audience in mind but remember you can interpret the theme as widely as you wish. 

Hi Julie, 

Darren Spencer wants to invite you to MyPlace! 

The MyPlace Team 

Allow Reject 

Darren Spencer saw u @ FriendsPlace and really liked u hope u’ll come over 2 visit 

Julie Warner luv 2 

Darren Spencer Gr8! cu @ MyPlace! 

Darren hoped u liked ur visit weve got so much in common!!! J cant w8 to visit urs 

Julie Warner invites Darren Green to MyPlace 

Darren had a gr8 time!!!!! Awesome!!!! Thanx!!!! Mayb we cld meet up outsideMyPlace in reel space? 

[D&J “” 1 to 1] 

Darren Cool! Ur the best thing 2 happen 2 me 4 longest time. [“”1 to 1] 

Darren thanx for sharing no how you feel life can b hard school sucks 4 me 2 [“”1 to 1] 

Darren never met any 1 I can rel8 2 like u think I love u 2 [“”1 to 1] 

Darren my life sucks so hard u r the only gd thing without u I got no 1 [“”1 to 1] 

Darren u r braver than me checking out cant take anymore c u on the otherside we will b 2gether in 

heven 

From Darren’sPlace 

Soz Daz mate 

Sorely missed. RIP 

Page Not Found – Return home 

ADVERTIZER ONLINE 

In connection with the suicide of 15 year old Julie Warner, school girls Tracy Briars and Lorna Davis 



confessed to having created a false MyPlace account in the name of Darren Spencer. ‘It was a just a 

joke’ they told police. ‘Only a joke.’ 

Money by Jim Carrington 

‘We were meant to be back at two, Max.’ 

I shrug, hold up Assassination Day.  ‘I wanna buy this game.’ 

Johnny rolls his eyes.  I join the queue anyway.  I need this game. Being a cold-hearted contract killer 

is how I relax. 

The queue moves slowly.  I get my wallet out.  Only my pockets are empty.  I panic, check my 

backpack.  My stomach sinks.  I step out of the queue. 

‘What’s up?’ 

‘I can’t find my money!  Lend me twenty quid  …’ 

Johnny pats his pockets, shakes his head.  ‘Skint mate.’ 

I sigh, look around the shop and make a decision.  I hide the game in my bag.  ‘Walk with me calmly…’ 

Johnny gives me a look.  ‘Max…’ he pleads. 

I walk, heart pounding, palms sweating.  We pass the security gates and a siren wails. 

‘RUN!’ I shout. 

Johnny looks horrified. 

We peg it from the shop, through the high street and the back roads, only slowing down near the road 

Mr Blake parked on. 

I don’t know why – maybe it’s the adrenaline – but I laugh like mad. 

Johnny shakes his head.  ‘You’re mental.  We could have got caught.’ 

I shrug.  ‘We didn’t though.’ 

Mr Blake scowls and taps his watch as we approach the minibus.  ‘You’re late!’ 

‘I was buying something, sir.’ 

Blake raises both eyebrows.  ‘Really?  What with?’ 

I raise an eyebrow sarcastically.  ‘My money.’ 

Blake puts his hand in his pocket and pulls my wallet out.  ‘This was on the bus, Max.’ 

I gulp. 

© Jim Carrington 

 


