 down and just give up, rather than go raving mad but she could not. It was as if someone else had control over her brain. Someone else wanted her to run, so she ran.


Her mind was in a whirl. She could not think straight. Her eyes were blinded by hair flying across her face but she still ran on and on. Suddenly the cave wall loomed up in front of her, blocking her path, and as she stopped there was a grinding noise and then a crash. Whirling round she saw that a part of the cave wall had been cut out, put on springs and moved so that it now blocked her retreat.


Now that there was nowhere to run she came to her senses and tried to think, but then her thoughts were narrowed down to one thing. She had to get out of that chamber. Looking round. she started visibly, for glaring at her from out of the gloom was a pair of large, staring eyes. The eyes belonged to the body of a young man who seemed to be propped up against the wall, but on closer examination she found that the man was pinned onto the wall by huge steel spikes that came out from the wall.


The girl drew back, terrified lest that was going to be her fate too. A crunching noise made her body rigid. With nerves taut, she listened again. The noise started once more and she stared at the wall unable to believe that the wall was moving gradually towards her. Very slowly it came on and equally slowly the girl backed away until her back was against the wall. It was horrid watching the spikes coming closer with one of their victims still there to show what they could do. They were only a foot away now. Slowly they came on until they were touching her face. She turned her head side ways, trying to scream but the fear was choking her. On the spikes came and she closed her eyes as the spikes pierced her skin. It was agony made worse by the slowness. Her eyes dimmed, blood started from her wounds and it gushed from her mouth. With one last sigh she went limp and the wall moved back to its former position, but it had one more victim pinned onto its blood-stained spikes.



Ann Dellaquaglia, IIA. Girls.

IT CAME

The long waves crashed emptily on the great expanse of lonely beach.

FROM
Seagulls cried, their harsh calls echoing among the barren cliffs. And there,

NOWHERE
amidst all this desolation, it stood. It had appeared, suddenly, from 
nowhere and no one knew what it was. Ugly and mechanical, it spoiled


the wild beauty of the scene. People came to examine it, to peer at it, but


none offered any definition, any explanation. But inside, something living


pulsated. They all knew that. It radiated life. There was nothing to


indicate what kind of life, hostile or friendly; but life was there. But now


they had left it, No-one thought of posting a guard. And the moon shone


down, flooding it with a strange, white warmth. Slowly, slowly it began to


move, pulling itself along. As it moved its pace became faster and its steps


surer. The water grew nearer, agonisingly slowly. And over the cliffs


came two humans, spectators of the finish. They saw it moving, but did


not at first understand. Then with a huge sigh, and a great ripple of water,


it sank below the waves. No one ever saw it again-and no-one knows


what it was.





Jeanette Shepherd, 5B1 Girls

.

LOCKED IN

Bill must have blacked out during the game, unnoticed by the yelling


crowd, for now he was alone in the vast stadium where, only an hour ago,


thousands had been screaming for joy as the New York Yankees chalked


up more " homers."



There was an eerie sense of tranquility in the air and the whole stadium


seemed dead, the only sign of former life being the immense amount of


litter which was strewn over the terracing. His first thought was of con


triving a means of escape, so he walked towards the large railing-gates

