Friday 7th May 2010

W.I.L.F ~ ? , “” ! ‘ ABC . ,Which , That , Who
W.A.L.T~ write my story set in India

Another boiling day in India when the sun sparkles like a golden coin that glimmers and glows. People were bustling to and fro all yelling and bellowing. There are noisy honks and beeps of annoyance from people driving bright and shiny cars. A smell of exotic dishes and citrus fruits fills the air, perfect to tempt people. There are clothes hanging from stalls, swaying slightly in the breeze. Amongst the people in India are some small children, living in a tiny cottage…
The names of these two children happen to be Netta and Radal. Netta, who has long locks of flowing blonde hair, has deep-set blue eyes that sparkle like sapphires and seem to almost smile at you. Her dark red lips are the colour of rubies and she has a scent of lilies. Radal has dark hair, the colour of a sleek raven and melting, chocolate brown eyes. He wears frayed, ragged trousers and a jade-green top with a miniature picture of a cricketer on it. Both children are sunny, polite and well mannered and they are friendly and generous. There is a quite a gap between their ages as Netta is 12 and her little brother Radal is 7. They are staying with their grandparents.

Netta  crept into her little brothers room tentatively as he was still fast asleep. Sunlight streamed  into the cramped bedroom and Netta was almost tempted to wake him up. Almost. She walked down stairs and sat on a creaky chair. She fiddled with the ancient tablecloth  wondering  where her grandparents were. Just then they burst in carrying a shopping bag each. “Grandma , Grandpa where have you been?” Netta  questioned curiously. Grandma  Ashkanali  and Grandpa Ranal had flushed red cheeks and their hair was windswept. Meanwhile Radal had come downstairs, wondering what all the fuss was about. The grandparents handed them a shopping bag each. The children peer eagerly into them and find some beautiful ornaments. The children stared open-mouthed at them for a minute before fingering them. Netta gazed at the sparkling pink lilly that had such an intricate design on it and Radal was wide-eyed at the flamboyant cricketer he was holding. After that they thank their grandparents and everyday they take them everywhere.

It is a few days later and the children are happily playing with their ornaments. “I’m going to take mine to my all-time favourite place!” exclaimed Netta.

“Me too,” replied Radal. The children hurry off to their favourite places to play. After a few hours they meet back together. “Where’s my ornament?” asked Radal.

“Where’s mine?” asked Netta. The children burst into tears and go home.

Netta and Radal take their grandparents to where they had been playing. Netta went to Lilly Corner where they searched through all the lillies until they found the right one. Radal produced it and they all cheered. Then they went to a cricket display and Grandpa noticed the ornament in the middle of two others. They all thanked each other and raced home.

When they arrived home they found a beautiful house with fabulous toys. “Surprise!” shouted the grandparents revealing them everything they wanted. The children rummage through everything and think it’s all a dream. They look amazed at their grandparents who explain the whole story. The children look so amazed that they make everyone in the family laugh and they don’t stop very quickly. Now the children have an amazing house that they live in forever after.
