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A typical night. Same old routine. Amy laid in her bed, ready for slumber after her bedtime story (story 

time was her favourite part of the day). As she felt the back of her sparkly clean teeth with her tongue, 

she was wondering what this night would bring her. Story time was the only good thing about nightime; 

there were too many dancing shadows and eery creaks in the old floorboards. "Just one night without a 

nightmare, please," she pleaded to the empty room. Nightmares were common; she didn't know why she 

had them - she had the perfect life for a 5 year-old. 

"Good night sweetheart," shouted mum from the kitchen downstairs as she was preparing dinner for 

tomorrow. She often did this in her exhausted state; it saved time the next day. Amy could just about hear 

her in the left wing. She felt isolated. 

"Night, night, mummy, see you in the morning. 

Tomorrow was the biggest day in her life to date. Tomorrow was the first day of school. So much to look 

forward to. Or worry about. Either way, Amy was excited and looking toward to having some real friends, 

instead of her tribe of soft toys that cluttered her playroom. 

Outside the large oak window, the wind was howling and the rain was dancing on Amy's windowsill. Amy 

was sleeping, her hands up above her head and her mouth wide open. Tonight, she was in a deep sleep. 

Nothing would disturb her tonight. Surely? 

At exactly 1.11am, a sleepy little 5 year-old woke from slumber, yawning as she tiptoed to the bathroom 

along the long, decorated halls. She never usually woke up to use the bathroom, not for at least 2 years. 

As the solid bathroom door slowly creaked open, a chlaustrophobic smell filled the nighttime air. Had 

daddy left the window open again? Amy proceeded to wash her hands. The water was ice cold,afterall, it 

was mid-winter. The shock of the icy water made sure that Amy was now wide awke. She could still 

smell the air, but this time, it didn't smell like the wintry air seeping theouhg the windows from the farm, it 

smelt like smoke. 

"It's just a nightmare," Amy whispered to herself. "It's just a nightmare." 

Amy tiptoed back and as she passed the spiral staircase that connected the left wing with the floor below, 

she caught sight of what looked like a sparkling ruby at the bottom of the stairwell. She rubbed her eyes 

cautiously, and all of a sudden she wide-awake and struggling to breathe. 

"Fire! Fire! Fire! Mummy, daddy ... help me, there's a fire, I can't breathe!" 
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Amy, stood shaking at the top of the spiral-staircase, wanting to run down the stairs to safety. Trapped. 

Crackling stairs. The smoke was now filling the air more quickly than before, rising above her like a cloud 

in the sky. Except it wasn't beautiful. The extreme heat had caught the stairs and rendered them useless. 

The stairs were made of the finest quality oak, just like the windows, and had been varnished to make 

them look shiny. While they looked extravagant once, now they didn't. The varnish on the stairs was 

crackling like an egg in a pan. Amy could hear it. Clearly. She stood at the top of the stairs, shouting for 

help, but no one heard her; the house was just too big. Someone was coming for her, surely? 

Her dainty little legs could not support her little body anymore and they crashed to the ground. Black. 

Nothing. 

Amy woke up to machines beeping like she had never heard before. Her eyes reluctantly opened to 

mummy and daddy standing by her side. "Sweetheart, how are you feeling?" 

"My throat hurts, mummy." 

"It's okay darling, you're going to be okay" whispered mum in a regretful tone. 

"What happened, mum?" asked Amy in a croaky yet curious voice. 

"I am deeply sorry, Amy. I fell asleep while preparing dinner. The fire, you being here . .. it was my fault. 

am so sorry." 

Amy didn't get to enjoy her first day of school with everyone else. She did make a speedy recovery and was 

soon home again, enjoying playing in her clutteerd playroom. Only this time, she wasn't enjoying the 

company of her soft toys, she was enjoying the company of her new friends that she had met in the 

hospital. Amy was thrilled to discover that these friends were in the same class as her when she finally 

enjoyed her first day at school. 

2/2 




