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	Text Field 2: Travelling though time
	Text Field 1: The clock struck midnight, it was the start of a new year and suddenly everything stopped. The whole world paused like it was frozen. Big Ben’s clocked stopped working, people stood still like statues, was I the only one seeing this? I turned around, everyone was staring at me, everyone! I went up to each person and said, “hello are you okay?” No reply! Everyone was like statues, what is going on? From the distance I hear a call, “Matilda, Matilda” Where are you, who is that? It wasn’t a voice I recognised. I walked towards the voice. It kept calling my name “Matilda, Matilda.” It got louder and louder until I reached a very old-fashioned looking person. “Who are you?” I ask. “I’m Roger” replied the boy. I stood in shock. “Roger? As in my Mum’s dad? But you’re a little boy” “Yes my darling, I’m your Mum’s Dad” I stood with my mouth wide open, how, why? “I’ve come to meet you finally and hear how you are” It seemed odd, this little boy is my Grandad who passed away years before. I had always longed to see him and talk to him. It was a dream, it must be a dream! But I didn’t want to wake up from it I wanted to sleep forever so I could spend time with him and finally tell him everything I ever wanted to tell him. Me and Grandad spoke about my life, all the things I’ve been doing, all my achievements. I told him how much Mum missed him and how she spoke every day about him, so I knew a lot about him already. He said how proud he was for us all and how he watched us in everything we do. We spoke for a very long time. In the distance I could hear chiming. “Its time” said Grandad “Time for what?” I reply. “Time for me to go” I burst out crying, why? why now? All I wanted was to spend time with him, but I understood that our time was up and that I had been so so lucky to see him. The clock continued to chime louder and louder, we said goodbye. “Remember I’m always watching and I’m always here” Grandad put his hand on my heart, a tear fell down my face. I watched as he disappeared into the crowd who were slowly starting to move. I ran after him, but he was gone.

“Love you Grandad” I whisper.

“Love you too” I hear. 
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