Essay Competition Winners 2011

‘The Titan Beetle’, by George, (Form 6)
Thwaaack! Jack spun round on his heels and landed a blow into the smelly, old, rotting tree stump at the bottom of the garden. He was still furious about the row with his parents. “Stupid parents! They don’t understand the pressure on me,” Jack muttered. Yet again, the tree took a hit and a piece of bark went flying, smacking into the window.

Where the bark had come off, it left what, at first, looked like a jet black twig. But, suddenly, it started to twitch and jerk. It wriggled like a worm, but it wasn’t a worm. Fighting back the tears that were on the edge of his eyelid, like a dam about to break, he fished around in his pocket for his penknife and with ease, used the flat of the blade to lift the remaining bark. The rotting mass gave way without a struggle, Crack! To his horror and surprise the most immense beetle he’d ever seen, fell, with a thud, to the floor. It plodded clumsily across the lawn, its vast, metallic, black thorax glistening in the sunlight. “What do I do?” Jack questioned himself. He couldn’t tell his mum or dad because he was still cross with them… who could he tell? He sat and pondered for a while.
Later he returned with his next door neighbour who also happened to be his best friend. “Dave, look at this,” whispered Jack, slowly. They crept into the garden quietly. Everything was still, except for one thing: the gargantuan black blob in the middle of the flower bed at the north-westerly end of the garden. “Come on, we’ve gotta catch that thing!” shouted Jack, over-excitedly.

“Woooh, that’s big!” exclaimed Dave.
“Yep.”

They sprinted across the backyard and selected an ice-cream tub (the largest they could find,) Jack’s dad’s fishing net and a pair of metal tongs from the garage wall. They returned to the flower bed, like two racing hounds.
There it stood, swaying in the cool breeze, a titan in size, the beetle. “Wow! It’s beautiful,” repeated Jack. “Come on, Daydreamer!”
Dave thrust the fishing net forward, thus partially containing the beetle. But not for long. Using its gigantic jaws, it latched on to a strand of net and thrashed its head from side to side, consequently tearing it apart. 

“Quick!” 

In an instant, Jack reached for the tongs, and, with all his might, tried to wrench the vast beast off the ground. It held like superglue. Finally it gave way. Placing it in the rather large ice-cream tub, Jack shut the lid and punched a few holes in the top with his penknife.

“Now what do we do?” asked Dave in expectation.

“I know, let’s go to the old man at the end of the road. He seems to know everything…”

“Ur… what man is that?” butted in Dave.
“Ye know, the guy that lives at the end of the road, in the shack, the old rickety one by the traffic lights. He’ll know what to do with it!”

Knock, knock, crash! Dave knocked twice on the door before it came off, since its hinges had rusted and shrivelled like a prune. Inside the old shack, the two boys were greeted by that same old man, who seemed to appear out of nowhere. Everything about him was ‘seem’. He seemed to appear. He seemed to know everything. He seemed to be smiling.

“Boys!” exclaimed the old man. “What brings yer here on this fine day?” The smell of rotting wood descended from the rafters. 

“Um, we came to show you something. We wanted to find out about what’s in this box,” replied Jack, speedily.

“Let’s have a look then.”

Jack whipped the lid off the box to reveal the beast.

“Great Scott!” shouted the old man, jumping up and down.

“Is it rare?” questioned Jack.
“Is it rare? It doesn’t even live in this country! It lives in the South and Central American rainforests. It’s the biggest beetle in the whole world and it can snap your finger off with one bone-breaking bite with those huge mandibles!” the old man yelled explosively.

“There’s your answer,” Dave sniggered.

“Shut up,” Jack sulked.

“It’s called Titanus Giganticus, or Titan Beetle,” continued the old man. “Tell you what, boys. You run along home and keep that insect under control. Do you understand?”

Ring, ring… ring, ring… “Hello? Who’s this?”

“Mr Jones, the old man who lives…”

“Oh, so what can I do for you?”

“You won’t believe what I’ve found…”

“Come on, Dave! A snail would beat you in a race,” Jack called as he dipped under a sign and turned one hundred and eighty degrees to face his puffed out friend. “You’re a tomato,” he jeered. Dave was too tired to answer. As they swerved round the corner and belted across Jack’s drive, Dave suddenly skidded to a halt, scuffing his trainers in the process.

“Jack, look!”

He turned his head to see a van with the words ‘TCC News’ and another reading ‘National Wonders’ and more and more vans. They were news vans, loads of them. They were pouring in; a swarm of news reporters.

Meanwhile, Jack’s parents were still depressed. “What a perfectly ridiculous idea,” said Jack’s mum crossly. 

“Why would he want to be a news presenter?” questioned Jack’s dad in dismay. He moved to his rocking chair, sat down, turned on the TV and switched to TCC News. The screen flickered, there was an electronic buzz and an image appeared on the screen.
“Today we have an amazing insect that has been found in the UK: the biggest beetle in the world, which, until recently, was found only in South and Central American rainforests. And now we talk to the guy who found it. Jack, how are you today?”

The next few seconds in the living room of Jack’s house were full of shock. Then Jack’s mum broke the silence. “That’s our Jack…” 
Ring, ring… ring, ring… “Hello? Who is this?” asked Jack’s father.

“We would like to ask your son, Jack, to present our ‘Nature Collectors’ TV programme…” He dropped the phone, more silence…

The old man sat back in his chair. He smiled a brief smile. “I seemed to be asking Jack for a spot on a TV show.” He smirked. He seemed to be behind it all along.
‘The Quest for the Golden Cheese’, by Kieran, Form 6
Bob was an albino mouse. He lived in a white cage, in a white room, in a white building. Every morning he woke up at five am, had a drink, ate and then went for a run in his wheel.

But today, Bob was still asleep. He was woken by the creaking of the un-oiled door. The man that had come in was Professor Bronson. He was carrying a cage. He set it down next to Bob’s. There were what looked like three small fluffballs. Bob plodded over to gape between the bars. He noticed that one was bigger than the others.

Professor Bronson picked them up, unlocked Bob’s cage and put them in. Only now did Bob realise that they were mice!

The three mice uncurled. A small, brown mouse scurried over to Bob (who was looking rather perplexed) and squeaked, “Hello! I’m Cheesy! That’s Meesy!” He was pointing to a big, black mouse. “And that’s Fleesy!” He pointed to a rather bad-tempered looking mouse. “Who are you?”
“I’m Bob,” Bob answered.

That night, Bob heard the front door open and close. Then he heard muffled voices, but he was too far away to hear all of it. “Haven’t paid… taken away… jail sentence!” Bob looked round to see that Fleesy had woken and heard what had been said too. “Looks like we won’t be here much longer,” Fleesy wheezed. Cheesy and Meesy had obviously heard as well because they woke up.
The next day, a strange man wearing filthy dungarees came in, picked up the cage and walked to the door, picking up various things on the way. When he reached the main door, he pushed it open and walked out into the dazzling sunlight. He opened the cage door and tilted the cage. 
Meesy managed to cling on to one of the bars, but couldn’t hold on. The four mice scampered into a blueberry bush. 

They didn’t stop until they reached an empty field. “What was that about?” asked Cheesy.

“I hate the Council!” yelled Bob.

“What are we going to do now?” questioned Meesy.

“I don’t know,” answered Bob.

They stayed in the field that night and half the next day, until they heard a sound like a swarm of bees and the splintering of wood. There was an old, abandoned farmhouse on the outskirts of Colmouth, so they headed for that.

“So what are we going to do?” Bob questioned as they were searching the barn. 

“We have to find somewhere we know is safe,” said Fleesy.

They searched the barn for another twenty minutes until a sudden shout from Cheesy: “Hey, guys, over here! Look what I’ve found!” They hurried over. What he had found was an old, crusted piece of paper with a worn picture. “It’s a map,” exclaimed Bob.

“But what does it lead to,” asked Meesy.

“I don’t know,” replied Bob, as he studied the map. After a few hours, he discovered that it lead to the ‘Golden Cheese’. “Come over here,” he yelled.
“So where is it then?” asked Fleesy.

“Lands End, Cornwall,” said Bob.

“Where are we now?” asked Cheesy.

“Salisbury Plain,” replied Bob.

They stayed in the barn for a while until they heard a sound like a herd of elephants. It was a bulldozer, and there were lots of them. Meesy pointed to a sign which read,

‘Coming Soon! Salisbury Football Stadium’.

“They’re turning this place into a football stadium!” That’s the last straw, thought Bob. He’d never liked football, and neither had Professor Bronson.
“Let’s get out of here!” demanded Fleesy.

“You’re right, let’s go!” Cheesy added. They ran on until they were feeling incredibly tired and hungry. There was a small fruit stall on the corner of the road. Meesy stole a few glistening, green apples. After they had eaten, they found a place to hide and slept.

When they woke up, they realized that they had fallen asleep on the back of a truck. It must have been travelling through the night because there was a sign saying ‘Lands End’. “We’re here!” exclaimed Bob. “Lands End!”. The four mice slid to one side as the truck turned a tight corner. When it stopped outside a small shop, the driver got out and Bob realized who it was. It was Professor Bronson!

Bob, Cheesy, Meesy and Fleesy jumped off the truck and landed right next to him. Bob squeaked. The professor looked down. “Bob! Cheesy! Meesy! Fleesy!” he exclaimed. “I’m so glad to see you.”
Bob looked up at the sign. It read: ‘The Golden Cheese Shop’. He turned over the map and read what it said on the other side. Oh bother, he thought.

