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Sally’s Rope Trick

 

A girl called Claire tripped over her skipping rope and fell
against the door sending it flying open and smashing against the
wall. Behind her the rest of the class burst into the room,
shouting and laughing, to escape the rain that all at once had
started to fall. Sally was a bit annoyed at this disturbance, she
hadn’t joined the others outside to play but had stayed at her
table pretending to read but really having a little nap. Just then
the bell went to mark the end of break and Miss Pringle came into
the classroom accompanied by a person that Sally had never seen
before.

“Settle down,” Miss Pringle said, but when nothing happened she
tried: “Be quiet!” a great deal louder so that she could be heard
above the din that the children of her class were still making.
When the class was quiet and everyone was sitting in their chairs
she continued.

“I am very happy to introduce Mr Ramji who is going to talk to
you about his home in India.”

Mr Ramji was a small, dark skinned gentleman with bright eyes
and a greying beard. He wore what some of the class though were a
pair of white pyjamas tied at the waist and a pair of sandals on
his feet. During the lesson he talked about his home town of Bhupal
in Northern India, how he lived, what job he did and the food that
he ate. The class found it very interesting as while he was talking
he would tell jokes and show them some magic to keep their
attention. Just before the dinner bell went, Mr Ramji said: “Thank
you for being such a good class, it will soon be lunch and so time
for me to stop talking but I will not say goodbye just yet as I
will be joining you in the dining hall.” He then pointed to a
wicker basket at his feet, “I will be leaving my basket here,
please leave it alone, it is my own private possession.”

Saying something like ‘now please leave it alone’ was just the
wrong type of thing to say to Sally. Sally was the sort of girl
that if she read a sign saying ‘Do Not Touch. Wet Paint’ would
touch it just to make sure that it really was wet and then for the
rest of the day would have to walk around with red or blue or
whatever colour fingers.

Even though Sally very seldom missed lunch and was
nearly always first in the queue, she hung back until she was alone
in the classroom. When she was quite sure that the coast was clear
she crept up to Mr Ramji’s basket and very carefully lifted the
lid. She peeked inside and then screamed for she saw, or thought
she saw, a snake coiled up asleep in the bottom. When she had
recovered slightly she risked another look. She lifted the lid just
a little and took another look. She realised that what she had seen
wasn’t a snake at all but just a length of old rope.

She was just about to put the lid back on the basket when she
was almost sure that she saw the rope move, so she didn’t; she sat
back on her heels and waited to see if anything would happen. Sure
enough, very slowly and steadily the rope rose out of the basket
and climbed stiffly into the air until eventually it was standing
up straight, like a pole, almost touching the classroom
ceiling.

Sally had heard about this sort of thing before – this ‘Indian
rope trick’ and she thought that it was just that, a trick. She was
determined to find the invisible cord hat she was sure had pulled
the rope out of the basket. She stood up and peered at the top of
the rope but as she couldn’t see anything she stood on a chair but
she still couldn’t see anything. She tried climbing on to a table
but she still couldn’t see and so there was only one thing
for it; she would have to climb the rope.

She jumped off the table, walked over to the rope and gripped it
tightly with her hands. It felt firm but she gave it a tug just to
make sure. As it didn’t immediately fall down she started to climb.
Up and up she went until eventually and un-eventfully she reached
the top. It was funny up here, she thought that looking down she
would be able to see all of the classroom laid out below her like
the view of field from a mountain, but she couldn’t. It was just
very quiet and white. A sort of milky, cloudy white. Still, at
least she had got to the top and at the top, well, that’s all there
was, the top of the rope. She waved her hand over it a bit but
there was no cord, there was nothing, the rope really was standing
up on its own. Amazing! she thought, it works, wait until I tell
the rest. So, more quickly than when she had climbed up, Sally let
herself back down to the ground.

 

Bring! Bring! a bell went as a man on a bike swerved around
Sally, startling her so much that she sat plump down in the dusty
ground. Dusty ground? What had happened to the classroom? Looking
round, Sally saw that she was in the middle of a bustling
market.

There was a man holding a squawking chicken up by its back legs
and calling out in a strange language, and a lady standing next to
a stall piled high with fruit and vegetables who was trying to sell
something large and yellow that looked a bit like a giant lemon to
an old lady who was squeezing it and arguing. There was a man
sitting on a mat behind dishes full of what looked like different
coloured sand and weighing some of it on the tiniest scales that
Sally had ever seen. There was a stall with a lady whose arms and
shoulders were draped with lengths of silk of red and green and
yellow and all sorts of colours that Sally didn’t know the names
for, and there was a man pushing a barrow stacked high with
newspapers who was shouting out the headlines and waving one of the
papers in the air. There was a stall with cakes and pastries on it
that were shaped into circles and balls and squares and even
triangles and they all looked very tasty, reminding Sally that she
was missing lunch, and through it all, walking slowly and stately,
came a cow, looking as if it owned everything. There was a young
girl, who was about the same age as Sally, walking very carefully
and straight as on her head she was carrying a stack of wicker
baskets (a bit like Mr Ramji’s) that seemed to go on far ever and
ever. Then a boy, who was chasing a small goat, skidded into a
table full of copper pots sending them crashing and clattering to
the ground and falling onto the goat making it bleat and bleat and
the boy cry and all the baskets falling onto the man selling pots
and pans and it was JUST – TOO –MUCH for Sally who quickly climbed
up the rope that was still standing upright out of the basket.

At the top of the rope she was once again in the peace and quiet
of the milky whiteness. She waited until she had caught her breath
before letting herself slowly down again, but when she reached the
bottom she had another shock. She wasn’t back in the classroom at
all, or even in the market; she was in a small, very dark space.
After a little while her eyes got used to the darkness and she
could see that she was in a cave of some kind. It was a very odd
cave though a the wall, floor and ceiling all looked as if they
were made out of giant strands of spaghetti.

Very carefully Sally crawled towards one side to try and find
out where she was. When her outstretched hand touched a wall she
stopped and looked out between the ‘spaghetti’ strands. The cave
seemed to be surrounded by a vast plain made out of kind of hard
shiny earth. Nearby were the trunks of giant trees, some of which
had square trunks. She looked up but was too close to be able to
see their tops. Sally became aware that there was a thumping sound
coming up from the ground and then to her horror she saw the feet
of a large, no bigger than that, huge?, no bigger still. She saw
the feet of a GIANT giant coming towards her.

She quickly turned around and sat with her back to the wall. Now
she noticed that the wall curved and that the cave was shaped like
a basket. A basket? Oh no! She was thought, I am in Mr Ramji’s
basket. I must have shrunk, or maybe the basket got bigger and I’ve
fallen inside with the lid shut on top of me.

All of a sudden the strange cave started to shake throwing Sally
about so much that she hit her face on the side. She looked out
again and realise that the tree trunks she had seen were really the
legs of her classroom’s tables and chairs.

The rocking got worse and worse until poor Sally’s head was
spinning and for a minute she fainted. Then all at once she woke up
and there was Mr Ramji standing over her shaking her by the
shoulder. He smiled down knowingly at Sally and, taking her by the
hand, led her to the basket. He lifted the lid and when Sally
looked inside she saw a snake cured up at the bottom, fast
asleep.

The worse thing of all though, was that she had missed lunch and
nobody ever believed her when she told them why.
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A short piece about three children on Christmas Eve.

The style may strike as unusual, this is because it was written in
a way that would make it easy to sign to deaf children.
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A short piece about sharing and working together. The style may
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TRIumph is a science fiction story for children (over 10
yrs).

Three planets, three creatures, a robot and one impending
disaster. Together they may be able to succeed.

Rush, Quizzle and Hope all live on separate planets. Each has an
adventure but in the end they must work together.

NB. This edition of the book has been printed on Nearth in GSE
(Galactic Standard English)
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