What Happened Next?

Mrs Dixon had six children.

She was very busy.  All the time.

There were four boys and two girls.  Steven, Martin, Tim and Alan were the boys.  Jane and Laura were the girls.

Mrs Dixon loved and cared for all of them.  She tried her best to watch over them and keep them safe.  This was not easy and sometimes the children made it even harder.

One day Mrs Dixon was busy washing clothes.  She was busy ironing.  She was busy making dinner.  She was busy making the beds.  All at the same time.

“Can we go for a cycle ride?” Jane and Laura asked their Mummy as she put some more clothes in the washing machine.

“Yes you can,” said Mrs Dixon, “but you must wear your cycle helmets and you must be home for tea.”  

The girls set off on their bikes wearing their helmets but when they got around the corner they took them off and hung them over their handlebars.

“It’s too hot to wear a helmet,” Jane said and Laura agreed.

“Let’s go to the park,” Laura said, “ there’s a new cycle track there.”  

“Yes, let’s.  I’ve heard it’s wicked.”

Jane and Laura then set off through the traffic, heading for the park, which was two miles away at the bottom of a very steep road.

Steven, who was the eldest, was playing football with his friends.  They were playing near some garages at the back of the house.  Mrs Dixon had told him to be careful, as she always did.

Steven gave the ball a fierce kick and it soared over their heads and landed on the roof of one of the garages.

“You kicked it, you get it!” his friends shouted, which was their normal rule when playing football.

Steven nodded and went to find the best place to climb onto the garage roof.

Martin was in the bedroom he shared with Steven, using his own bed like a trampoline.  He jumped and bounced up and down.  Up and down.  On his front and on his back.  

He leapt and dived from his bed to Steven’s bed and from Steven’s bed to his bed.  Then he jumped and bounced on his bed again.  Up and down.  Up and down.  He did not get hot because his Mummy had left the window open next to his bed to let some fresh air into the room.

Alan was sat on the stairs sulking because his Mummy had told him off for playing with matches.  He saw that his Mummy had left her bedroom door open and he went in to see what he could find.

There was a small box with powder on the top.  He gave the box a big shake and lots of talcum powder sprayed all over him.  It made him cough and splutter and his face became whiter than a ghost.

He picked up another small box and it rattled.  He turned and twisted the cap until it came off and inside he found a lot of orange coloured sweets.  Alan had never seen these sweets before and wondered if he would like them.

Tim, who was the youngest, kept walking into the kitchen to show his Mummy the drawings in his colouring book.

“Look at this Mummy,” he said, every time he walked into the room.

“Lovely, Tim.  That’s really good,” Mrs Dixon said every time.  “Go and draw in the front room, like a good boy.  I’m ironing and it’s very hot.  I’ll come and see you in a minute.”

Tim did not know how long a minute was and it was only a short time before he came toddling back into the kitchen, holding up his colouring book and saying, “Look at this, Mummy.”

When he came into the kitchen the next time, Mrs Dixon was at the oven, checking on the dinner.  Eager to show her his next drawing, Tim toddled towards her, passing the ironing board as he went.
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What happened next?

Write your own ending to the story.  What do you think happens to Jane and Laura, to Steven, Martin, Tim and Alan?  Do all the children get through the day unhurt or does somebody have an accident?  Think about what accidents could happen in the story.

It’s up to you………

