The secluded school was shadowsy
and filled with distant, moving
shaopes. Light shone throuwgh the
Adirty windows, covered with mud; the
griound was heing smothered with
filthy footprints. Thunder echoed
around the concrete plaiyground;
Lightning danced around the sky.
Alex felt isoclated, as if he were
tropped inside the remwote school for
all eternity. He stuffed his young
teacher Mr Olivers kReys into his hack
pocket as he scrabhbhled for the

xvintage light switch. As he flicked it

on, a damp light bhurst into action.



“Womw,” Alex wheezed. "This is ..
Adifferent.” He had expected shiny,
wooden tohbles, plastic staotionary
holders overflowing with pens and the
lead tips of pencils - just as it used to
he. He had exven went into the modern
staffroom which, when he was a child,
children were forhidden to go into. “So
this is what the teachers were hiding
Jrom us!l” he gosped as he spied on
outside throuwgh crocked, glass
wind.ows. Howewner, as he explored the
Victorian school more closely, he
reolized thot his decrepit school could
not he more different than it used to he

decodes aqgo.



