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The following morning, Bill couldn’t stop rubbing his eyes. 

“What’s up with you?” Freddy asked as they walked into school. 

“Not much sleep,” Bill yawned. “I was watching… something on my phone.” 

That sounded better than admitting that he’d spent the night worrying. Bill was 

convinced his writing would be rubbish and nothing to do with what they’d been asked to write 

about, and he’d be humiliated. He’d come up with a plan: 1. avoid Miss Fisher and 2. avoid Miss 

Fisher. 

“Bill!” It was Miss Fisher calling from the staffroom. So much for his plan. “Come here 

for a moment please.” 

“What did you do?” Freddy muttered. 

Bill tried to look casual, which wasn’t easy with bright red cheeks. 

Leaving Freddy, he slowly came to a halt in front of Miss Fisher. She gave him a quick 

smile. 

“I’m just marking.” She gestured to the pile of booklets. With a sinking heart, Bill could 

see his lying on the top. “Your work Bill… ” Miss Fisher paused. “It looks a bit different.” 

Bill swallowed. “I, um, got a new pen and I’ve,” he coughed, “been trying really hard.” 

“That’s good to hear,” Miss Fisher nodded. “A new pen?” 

Bill nodded. 

“Can I see it please?” 

Very reluctantly Bill took the pen from his pocket and, holding it tight, lifted it just 

enough so Miss Fisher could get a brief look. 

“That looks like a very special pen,” observed Miss Fisher. 

“It is,” Bill croaked. 

“Can you write something for me,” Miss Fisher pushed a pad towards him. “Anything 

please.” 

Bill hesitated. 

Miss Fisher looked about. “Why don’t you just copy down one of these book titles?” She 

nodded at a pile of books beside her. 
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Bill skimmed the titles. He chose the shortest one—Snow—and copied it in his beautiful, 

flicked handwriting. 

Miss Fisher’s smile grew wider, and Bill sensed her relax. “That’s beautiful, Bill. You’ve 

made tremendous progress!” 

Bill couldn’t help himself—he grinned back. 

“Could you copy a longer title?” Miss Fisher asked and settled back to watch Bill write: 

Crash! A book about lightning. 

“It’s like watching an artist at work.” Miss Fisher looked delighted. “I’m really proud of 

you Bill. You must have been working very hard.” 

Bill’s grin dimmed a little, and he slipped the pen away. 

“I mustn’t keep you any longer, and I need to mark your work. I’ve only read the first 

few sentences.” 

Bill hurried away to his next lesson. Maybe it wouldn’t be so bad after all? Even if he had 

written rubbish, Miss Fisher was really pleased with his handwriting. 

Running around the corner, he bumped straight into Molly. 

“Careful,” complained Molly, picking up her bag. 

“Oh, it’s just you,” Bill muttered and went to leave. 

“Hang on,” Molly grabbed his arm. “You got up so late Dad had to go to work, and I 

never saw you either.” 

“Molly, I’m going to be late for history.” 

“Pardon me!” Molly raised her eyebrow. “I’ve got drama club after school, and Dad says 

you need to get the milk and bread. We’ve run out.” 

“Okay,” said Bill as he tried to leave again. 

“Write it down!” 

“What!” 

“Bill, I mean it. I’m not having you forget and then I have to go later.” 

“But…” 

“Write it down.” 

Bill could see his sister wasn’t going to back off. 

“Fine!” He pulled his pen out and scribbled across the back of his hand: Milk bread. 

“Satisfied?” 

“Indeed I am. You may go now.” 

Bill rolled his eyes and, as he ran past, knocked Molly’s bag off her shoulder again. He 

laughed at her yell of protest and just made it to history in time. 
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As the day went on, Bill didn’t get a chance to use his pen again. He was just finishing his 

lunch when an older boy came up to him. “Mr Cliff wants to see you now,” he told Bill before 

wandering off. 

Bill, who had been enjoying his chocolate pudding, suddenly felt sick. 

This must be about his writing. If Mr Cliff, the head teacher, wanted to see him, then this 

was going to be a lot more serious than he thought. 

“Are you going to tell me what’s going on?” Freddy demanded. 

“I… I don’t know,” Bill mumbled, reluctantly pulling himself up. 

“Do you want me to come with you?” Freddy asked. 

Bill shook his head. If he was going to be yelled at, or even worse, then he didn’t want 

anyone else there. Even though he took the longest way possible to Mr Cliff’s office, he still got 

there too quickly. The door stood wide open, and Mr Cliff waved him inside. 

“Sit down, Bill.” Mr Cliff smoothed down his red tie. Bill sat. 

“Did you manage to finish your lunch?” 

Bill nodded. 

“Good, good. I wanted to talk to you about some writing you did for Miss Fisher 

yesterday.” Mr Cliff tapped the booklet in front of him. 

Bill gurgled. 

“I’ve read it, Bill, and I must say… ” Mr Cliff paused. “It actually made me cry.” 

“Oh no,” thought Bill, hanging his head. “It was so bad it made a man cry.” 

“It was just so sad.” 

“That’s right,” thought Bill. “My writing is sad and rubbish.” 

Mr Cliff sighed. “And so beautiful.” 

Bill jerked his head back up. 

“You’ve written such a tragic story, and you’ve done it beautifully. It’s quite the best 

thing I’ve read in a while. Where did you get the idea from?” 

“Oh,” Bill’s mouth went dry. “Just… thinking and em… thoughts… really.” 

“I see, I see,” nodded Mr Cliff. “Well, Bill, I must say congratulations are in order. You 

got top marks.” 

Bill’s eyes widened. It was okay after all, more than okay—it was awesome! He’d not 

written rubbish, but something brilliant. He grinned from ear to ear. 

“Oh, Bill, I meant to ask—what did Freddy and Molly think about being in your story?” 

This was news to Bill. “I… haven’t told them.” 

“Perhaps that’s best,” Mr Cliff chuckled. “They do both come to a gruesome end.” 
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“Er, yes,” Bill agreed. 

Suddenly the office grew dark. Mr Cliff looked puzzled and crossed to the window. 

Bill jumped up and followed him. Outside, swirling in the air, were great white 

snowflakes. 

“But it’s June,” said Mr Cliff, scratching his head. “You don’t get snow in June.” 

The sky grew darker still. A huge flash of lightning cracked across the sky, followed by 

another and another. Mr Cliff jumped back. “That’s weird,” he muttered. 

Just then, the caretaker knocked at the door. “Here, Mr Cliff. A great lorry just rolled up 

with a delivery they insist is ours!” 

“Oh?” said Mr Cliff, distracted by the snow and lightning. 

“They’re trying to unload huge barrels of milk with bits of bread  

floating in it!” 

Bill slowly looked down at his hand. It was still written there: Milk bread. 

  


