Adam's Story

;_ames was a CLeeLg LOg Wl’lO La‘te(l l’liSlﬁOI‘g. Le also

hated Loring museums and Ijoring historical t hings.

To ]ames, Iooring Lis]torg and Loring historical ]tlﬁngs
were the worst mosl l)oring {Lings in the world.

A]so, ]ames {Lougl[]c Momlag was {Le worst Jag 0][
lil’le Weelc. Toc]ag was Mon(]ag, worst Iuclc. Even
worsl ]ucl<, on {Lis Momlag jc]1e SCLOO] La(l arrangeel
a mueum lrip.

‘AaaaaaaarrrrrrLLLLLL !,’ ]ames screecLe(J to
Lis mum anel cléwl.

His mum and dad were l)usg mending the

Was]ﬁng machine.
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Did you hear someone screech ?, said ]ames S
mum.

Tt was me !, shouted ]ames.

His mum and dad came ruslling into the ]iving

room.

His mum was Lrea][lling hard. "What's wrong 'd
]ames exp]ainetl that he had another si"g Ijoring

exjtra—l)oring museum trip.

‘OL,’ said his dad.

]ames’ (la(l (lroppe(l Lim 0][][ at SCl’lOOI. H ]ames
Lacl Ilacl a La’te hsjt, {or certain sclmol WOIIICl Lave

been on it. Par’cicu]arlg the Iooring parts.
The museum was an OH, creepy loui__(ling. The

I‘OO{—E[IGS were IOOSG (some Were even ][a_ Iing O{) dIlCl

the glass in the windows was cracked. W hen the




children entered the old, sme"g loui](ling, everyone
CougLe(l.
This place smells like old ][arjcs,’ wLisperecl

]ames.

‘Stop that !, hollered the teacher.

W]len jc]wg enl:eretl {Le museum,s ][irsjt room, ][Le
Class wenl one way an(l ]ames went {Le ofLer. He
][ouncl Limsel][ in ]tlle Tu(lor section. Here {Lere were
mocle]s 0][ King Henrg WH, VH etc aml a
magni{ieen‘c suil 0][ armour. TO ]ames, ]tlle room {elj[

OICI Iﬁ)lll: IlOlI ][Le SpOOl(y OICI. He’cl never Lelievecl iIl

gLos‘cs, so the p]ace was Just Loring old.
]ames looked in the g]ass cabinets bul 0][ course

’ !
wasn l: IH{GPGS{GJ, SO Le move(l on {O l:lle nexjt room.

Then, CRASH !



"What was that ?,’ ]ames multered under his
breath. He ’tip—’coe(l around the corner 0][ the corridor
onlg to ][incl the suit 01[ armour running rapic”g

towards him.

‘Aaaaaaarrerchhhhh 1) screamed ]ames. ‘He]p '
Help !

He sprinjce(l back the way he d come and down
the stairs, then into the S]torage Room which was
‘Sjta][][ Onlg.’ It was dark, he stumbled over some
boxes to the back 0][ the room. He looked up,
squinting in the dark.

It was then that the knight came in.
Ol dear...



