The Mind Reader

These stories, poems and riddles came about as a joint venture between Trinity Academy and Trinity Primary, the aim of which was to take a group of boy readers, some in their final year at the primary and some in the first year at the secondary, and through a variety of activities lead by internationally-acclaimed, but locally-based author Ron Butlin, to develop their skills and enthusiasm for reading.

All the articles on the following pages were created over five 90 minute sessions between January and March 2008.

‘The Mind Reader’ project was co-ordinated by Mel Quayle, and English teacher, and John Clarkson, the librarian, at the secondary, and Evelyn Gajardo, a teacher at the primary.

The boys involved from Trinity Academy were Gregor McGowan, Peter McLeod, Jordan Merry, Zaid Nasr, Harry Robertson, Adam Rollo, David Roulston and Sam Waggott. The boys from Trinity Prmary were Luka Christie, James Gordon, Ian Liddle, William Sherval, Mark Watt and Euan Wilson-Watt.

‘The Mind Reader’ title and front cover were created by Adam Rollo.

INTRODUCTION

Six months ago, John Clarkson phoned me to ask if I’d like to take part in a special project to encourage ten-to-twelve-year old boys to write stories and poems. I was delighted. At that age, children are at their most receptive – their verbal skills are sufficiently mature to allow them to express what they have to say, while, at the same time, teenage self-consciousness has not yet kicked in. They are willing to take a risk with something, especially if it sounds like fun.

There were just over a dozen boys taking part. After some initial shyness and uncertainty they took to creative writing like a dozen or so ducks to water. The results are in the pages that follow. Will any of them ever become a new Tolstoy, Walter Scott or Irvine Welsh? Who knows – and, really, who cares? Maybe one or two might carry on seriously with writing - I hope so. For the present, however, it is enough to enjoy and share in the freshness of their vision, the depth of their sensitivity, and the utterly wild and exhilarating flights of fancy they take us on. It was a pleasure to work with them – and, as you are about to find out, it is a real pleasure to read what they wrote.

Ron Butlin

Makar (Poet-Laureate) for Edinburgh, the Unseco City of Literature
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 RIGHT !
It all started when I was about 12. I was in class with my friends and was trying to act cool by answering every question stupidly wrong. When I got the book back I thought my teacher was trying to be smart, because she ticked all my answers and acted as if they were right. The next day as I was walking into class the teacher grabbed hold of me. She said it was the best 

piece of maths work she’d ever seen and asked if she could show it at parents night to show how wonderful maths at the school was.

I was getting annoyed with her by then and asked her what she was playing at. I knew instantly I’d done wrong but I got the strangest reaction..She suddenly looked very confused and asked me ‘Am I playing something, Johnny?’.Strange, that was the only word to describe it. ‘Miss, you’re not speaking sense. Then she started spouting complete gibberish that weren’t even words. I felt like running away, had I gone completely mad? Or was she mad? But suddenly it came together. Everything I was saying was coming true….The maths questions, the noises, the games. Everything I was saying was right! I decided to try this out, get a feel for the power and most of all to see if I was always right. So, first I said ‘I have a 10 foot bar of chocolate in my hand, the next minute I was lying under one. (I hope my classmates didn’t see that!) 

After that, so many things came to mind. I could own the universe… I could do ANYTHING I wanted. I had no idea where to start, so I’d like to skip slightly further into the story, since for a long time I didn’t know what to do. I’ve skipped you 5 or 6 years later into the story, when I was about 18. I was the best at everything (the very best!). Everybody liked me and in some countries they hailed me because I had saved them and helped them in some way. For example, I had saved Africa from starvation. But by then I had started to abuse the powers, use them for myself instead of helping other people. I didn’t care for anybody’s welfare or feelings and would do better or worse things depending on my mood (I was rarely happy!)







2

One day I burst into a rage about something so pathetic I will not name it! I had wished destruction on many things, people, places, anything that came to mind. Not realising I had the gift of being right. I had done this many times, though not to this magnitude before, and as I sat and flicked through the channels I heard my name. I flicked back to the channel that said it and found it was the news. ‘She should just curl up in a ball and cry.’I said. She did. They brought on a new reporter and he carried on the story. ‘Still, as each of the places are destroyed, Johnny Riddle still refuses to do nothing. It is even believe to be his fault that all this has happened!’ In a split second I realised what I had done. I instantly wished it would all go away, but nothing happened and the news people kept on reporting. ‘Police have decided to take action against Mr Riddle and are, despite what could happen, closing in on his location. I swore that if I ever got the power back I’d right every wrong, and save everything from whatever havoc I might have caused. I heard a shout ‘Stop right where you are and don’t move, Riddle!’ Suddenly the door burst open and I heard voices…Not any voices though, it sounded like my old classmates and my teacher. I opened my eyes. It was my class! ‘Johnny! Stop slacking you useless child!’ I instantly wished her away again. I was glad when it didn’t work.  

BY SAM WAGGOTT
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     Shooting Star

          I see a shooting star I make a wish

              “I wish I could stay here for ever”




          and ever…….




   All the good times




   With my granddad

  The long walks, his big bushy eyebrows,

  Like a Russian had keeping his eyes warm.

                                  It touched me.




There’s all that out there.

                          And I’m here. Just me.

                I like believe that one of those stars.

                                   Is granddad….

                             The one that shines.

                The one that shines the brightest.

                That day changed my life forever.

        I realised something, something valuable.

                             That day is everyday.

                                  That day is now.

                                 By James Gordon
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 The Mystery Dream

I woke. I looked up and I was in a place I had never seen before, when I should have been in bed. I looked around and the ground was all damp and squidgy. There was a giant hole a few metres off. I looked at myself and then my hands. They were tiny. My feet were tiny. I was tiny. I walked over to the big hole. At the end of it there was a giant bulge hanging down. I tried to reach it, but suddenly I slipped and I fell down the hole. I tried to grab onto something but it was all too wet.

I tumbled down into the darkness. It felt like it went on forever. It was completely dark so I could not see anything. At last I landed with a SPLASH! When I landed I shouted out with pain. Something was burning me. I tried to swim. I kicked and flapped but I couldn’t swim in the thick green, burning water. I really thought I was going to die.

The suddenly a white helicopter came chattering down and hanging on a rope was a person or a white blob. To my relief he threw down a  rope and told me to grab it and that he would heave me to safety.

When he’d brought me to safety, the helicopter swung out of control hitting a wall and tumbling back into the burning green water. The white blobs fell down with me and so did the helicopter. As I hit the water I…

Sat up with sweat coming down my forehead. I looked around. I was in my room. Phew ! I was back to my normal size and I was on my bed. It was all one big dream. Suddenly there was a big bang. I ran to my window and a white helicopter had crashed in my back garden.

Ian Liddle
   Kung Fu Chickens
Kung fu chickens riding Harley Davidsons.

Working with Bruce Lee to stop the Black Jack Turtle Crew.

The Black Jack Turtle crew are a group of turtles 

who sell illegal cheese to mice.                                  

The Turtles were getting away in a black land rover.

The team of chickens and Bruce Lee,

(not calling him a chicken!)

all threw shuricens at the exhaust pipe.

They flew up into the engine.                                 

BOOM                                 

That night they had spicy Bombay turtle mix in shells.       

William Sherval  
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IT !

The moon had just dragged itself right above 

Strawwood cottage, stuck under thick humid fog.

Samuel J. Armstrong was in a deep sleep in the sub 

-zero cold master bedroom. When very gently and elegantly, cold soulless hand tied themselves around 

the neck of Samuel. The hands tightened and clamped

together. The hands rushed off Samuel’s neck as he

cracked a gray mug across his hip.

Samuel scrambled of the bed and he slowly stood up,

stumbling out of the room and down the stair. At the 

foot of the stair in a panic he fumbles his key as his 

signed baseball bat comes thundering over his head.

When he fell in a heap on the floor blood gushed 

every where.

Everything fell silent, and then there was the eerie 

sound of the wind whistling through the letter box.



  By Jordan Merry
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              I Saw A Colour For Ever

I was lost in the blueness of the sea and the sky. As far into the distance all I could see was blue, forever blue.

A helicopter came out of the blue to save me, but I could not see the blue rope it threw down because it blended in with the turquoise background. 

I was thinking I’ve had enough of this never ending world. I just wanted to get back. I missed my family and friends. I yelled to the man at the top of the helicopter “Where is the rope ?”. The man yelled back “Just out of the boat.”

I reached to grab it but I fell into the freezing cold water. I kept trying to grab the rope but I could not get my hand to it. 

I was too tired to keep myself up. I looked up and saw blue blurriness. The water was sweeping over my head. My last memory was of a picture of my family.

Mark Watt
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      My Matrix Story
On a very grey and cold day I was walking in Victoria Park on my own. About four metres in front of me I saw a shifty-looking man. I looked at him while he picked up a brick and wiped the dirt and leaves off it. He then launched the brick at me and while the brick moved in the air towards me I knew it was the end for me.

At once, my matrix powers were triggered.

I slowed down time and did a backflip to dodge the brick. After I dodged the brick I noticed that the man wasn’t surprised by my powers and tried hand-to-hand. The man was very good atkung-fu and we had a massive fight. After a while he pulled a gun from his jacket pocket. It was already loaded so all he had to do was cock the gun and fire. He fired a whole round.

Again like last time I slowed down time and stopped the bullets with my hand and pushed the bullets back towards him.

Two bullets hit him, one in the right foot and the other in the left arm. He fell to the ground with a scream of pain. I picked him up and held him up against a wall and started the interrogation.

He didn’t tell me anything and when he did speak too much blood was pouring out his mouth so he just spluttered and coughed up more blood. I thought that the only way of getting anything out of him was getting him to a hospital because right know the only thing I was getting out of him was blood.

He eventually got to hospital but died afterwards. I spoke to the government and they told me he was one of the many bosses of the world mafia and that he was the mafia boss of the UK and Europe. They also said that his death would stop some world crimes but it wouldn’t stop the world mafia. I was knighted by the Queen for my bravery.

I had stopped the world mafia and saved the world, for now…

By Gregor McGowan 1C5
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 Riddles
What are these ?

1/I can be any colour,

I can swing but never move,

You can see through me but sometimes I am invisible

You can see through me, but by the other side you can see 2D.
Ian Liddle

2/I am as round as a globe.

The more my friends like me the more I get hurt

Mark Watt

3/Sometimes I’m clear.

Sometimes I’m white

Sometimes I’m liquid.

Sometimes I’m hard

Adam Rollo

4/I can be almost any colour

The suns keeps me alive.

I thrive in the spring

But die in the winter

Euan Wilson-Watt
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5/I live on ice but take to the water

I can not fly

Yet I have wings

Euan Wilson-Watt

6/I have lots of teeth

But I have no face

I also have a handle

Adam Rollo

7/I move but have no legs

I drink a lot but never wet myself.

I can be as silent as a mouse or roar like a lion.

I have no heart but I need something to help me along the way

James Gordon

8/I’m a person

I’m not alive

Adam Rollo

ANSWERS

1. A door
2. A football
3. Water
4. Flowers
5.A penguin

6. A comb
7. A car
8. A statue
10

The Mystery Fair !

One Day I was at the fair. I was on a ride. I had a funny feeling something would go wrong.

The ride got faster and faster then I saw a bright flash. Some time later I awoke to find myself in a strange and unusual place. The only things that 
were there were lots of trees, mud, rock and a few plants. There were seven other people with me. I also noticed there was a giant toolbox. I saw the big blue sea in the distance. We opened the toolbox and we found a chain saw, giant nails, hammer and a screwdriver. 
We decided to build a raft.  As we were cutting down the trees there was a 

loud scream. We all turned around to find one of our friends being ripped to shreds by a bear. We all ran. We needed somewhere to hide. The ferocious beast caught another one of our friends. We hid for ages and then the bear had finally gone. There were six of us left altogether. We got back to building the raft. After hours and hours of hard work the raft was finished. Four of us sat on the raft and two of us pushed it in the water and then jumped on. We slowly drifted into the sea. 

We all went to sleep hoping the raft would reach land. A few hours later we woke up. We had not reached land yet. Fred stood up and made the boat shake. Fred and Chelsea fell into the water. We pulled Chelsea out of the water and just as we were going to pull Fred out a shark appeared. We all froze in shock. The shark grabbed him underwater. After a couple of minutes of fright shock and fear Fred’s arm floated to the top of the water. We were all scared by now. We started of with eight and now there’s only five. It was starting to get dark. We all decided to go to sleep.

In the morning I got up to feel the raft spinning and a small but powerful whirlpool. The raft split into two parts Four of us one side and two on the other half. Jim and Kirsty got sucked into the whirlpool. It was terrifying. There were only four of us left now. We were all scared.

Finally we reached land. We all jumped with joy when suddenly a knife came flying through the air. We all ducked except Lee.  The knife when right 

through his stomach. Megan screamed and I grabbed her and started 

running. Max was following us from behind.

We ran through the woods and came to a random police station, We thought we were safe. We sat there with blankets over us and a hot chocolate in our hands. We were happy again. Then all of a sudden a man with a long black 
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coat on and leather gloves pulled a gun from his pocket and started to shoot everywhere. He shot Max right through and the police sergeant in the stomach.

Megan and I ran we ran for ages until we came to two giant towers that looked the exact same. That’s when I realised we had gone back in time. The 

ground started to shake and then I saw the bright light again.

Megan and I awoke in a dark room with all out friends dead bodies in them. We were both in a cage. Then the man in the long black jacket appeared and said “answer this question to live”. The question was “12+12+1x2-87”. I 

slowly answered after a couple minutes “206” then I waited for his answer 

and then he said “correct” and then we both saw the bright light again. 

Megan and I woke up on the fair ground. We were the only survivors !

By Peter McLeod

      


 Shabadoo the Shaman

I was walking along my street when a man dressed in purple and with a turban grabbed me. He had a foreign accent. “Hello, my name is Shabadoo the Shaman”, he said.

The he clicked his fingers and a vortex pulled me in. I can’t remember much, but I do remember that it hurt a lot. 

I landed on a floating jellyfish with a surfboard strapped to his back, and with a long piece of string holding on to nothing. “Watch for your feet ! You know for the jellyfish sting.” The suddenly the jellyfish started to sway.

I woke. I must of blacked out. I found myself in a jungle. It was just like any other. But there were fish on crabs’ backs going to war with a roast potato.

Everything blurred and I was suddenly back in my room. There was a newspaper. On the back there was an advert that said ‘Shaman taxis and shabadoo smilin’. Then it disappeared completely.

William Sherval
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MAN EATER.

“Hello, I’m Katie Ashwood. I’m very sorry to disturb you. We will go back to your show in a minute, But first, Two extra terrestrials have been sighted in Edinburgh Airport, Scotland.

 A man was handing his luggage to the woman at the counter when he saw a big black suitcase but that wasn’t what caught his attention. The suitcase was actually moving.

“Fifteen kilograms, Mister…Em” 

She looked at his suitcase but it wasn’t there. “Em, what did you say your name was ?” She looked back up but he was walking backwards. “Em, hello, what’s wrong ?

She looked through the opening to where the luggage was moving through to the plain. Sitting there, about one metre away from her was a real life alien. It was black with ink spewing out his mouth. He was scared. He was hungry. He was MAD. He was looking straight back at her. She shrieked “OH MY GOD”, but nobody heard her, and she wasn’t there anymore. She had joined them. She was a black, ugly, alien.

Then the SWAT team came running in with their guns. BANG BANG went the guns Ching Ching Ching went the richochets of the bullets as they hit the floor. BANG Time slowed as the last bullet was shot. There was a horrible ear piercing scream as she was hit 

Oil flew everywhere. The building blew up the whole world blew up. The universe blew up but all that was left from the human race was a little girl around the age of six. She cried as she flew into space but she knew three minutes before that the globe would explode and all that she was able to save was her picture of her parents.

Lukas Christie

  13



  Read People’s Minds
I was walking down Princes Street and a strange looking guy came up to me and gave me a coke bottle full of green stuff. He told me that it would make me invincible. I had had a dream the night before about the guy, so I drank the green stuff. 
I started hearing other people’s thoughts. Now whenever someone touched me, I went back in time as some old guy’s best friend. Now that I was able to read minds I couldn’t think straight. The only upside was at school I was able to cheat on my smelly old tests. I dreamt other people’s dreams. Oh, it was horrible.

I ran away to Blackford Hill to get some quiet time. Finally I could think again. I started hearing mumbling and swearing. I saw a guy. It was the same guy that gave me the green stuff ! He ran from me, but I demanded that he cure me.  He gave me a new bottle of red stuff, and so I drank it.

I woke up in another world. It looked so futuristic that I thought I would enjoy life in this world. But it turned out that I was the only human in this world. People discriminated against me. I even got death threats ! I went to Dr. Dre to get changed into a normal person, but he wouldn’t operate on me because he hated humans. I went to a gun shop to buy a gun but I got kicked out for being a human. In the end I got shot by a drunk guy.

Then I woke up in hospital with lots of machines and wires and I realised that I had been drugged. That green stuff contained LSD and I had been harming myself while I was high.
Adam Rollo
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The Baby Polar Bear

Snow snow everywhere

No fruit like apples or pears

The little baby polar bear

Snuggled up in its white hair

The snowflakes drop

On the polar bears white top

As it eats all the winter crop

The mother lies in the snow

She is dead so the baby is low

All the flowers die

The polar bear cries

And goes to sleep for the winter

Peter McLeod
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My Superpower

When I woke up this morning I realised I felt strange and my vision was blurred. I thought I had a cold or something but when I had to go to the shops I was 

there in a blink of an eye. I realised I had superspeed. 

I pinched myself to see if I was dreaming. To my astonishment I realised 

that I wasn’t. I checked to see if it was a one off, but it wasn’t. I was shocked. 

I was curious about how I got it though. I couldn’t care 
less. I was too delighted with myself.

I ran home but I didn’t tell my Mum because she would freak out. I was still 
in a state of shock. 

When my friend came in for me I just let him come up to my room to play my 
Xbox 360. Jack started telling me about our Scottish Cup Final for Leith 
Athletic the next day. I could maybe pull a sickie, but I would let my team 
down. I thought long and hard about it and decided to tell Jack. He didn’t believe me at first but I showed him. He was speechless and that’s saying 
something. He just stood there, mouthed open like a goldfish. When the shock
wore off him, he looked at me and said how excited he was about me being 
super speedy and how we were easily going to win tomorrow. I was not in the 
slightest bit happy.  

Jack went home after so I decided to see if I could camouflage my 
running. I was doing a few laps around my house when I tripped over a loose stone 
and everything went black. I woke up a few minutes later. I had a 
massive bump on my head. I went to bed bracing myself for the next day.

I woke up quite late so I had to quickly get changed and have my breakfast 
and run up the road to where the pitch was. I started as a substitute. After 
half time the score was 1-1. Steven had scored for us. We were playing our 
rivals, Red Star. It was a really important game final.

I eventually got on. David played a through ball. He shouted at me to run. I 
ran and to my absolute astonishment I ran normally. I was one on one with 
the goalie. I took the ball round him and scored. My team and the fans went 
wild. We had won the cup. I thanked God that I had bumped my head. Then 
I celebrated.

Having superpowers was okay, but I’m happier with the way things are now.

Harry Robertson 
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My Vision

The colourful signs drawing my attention

The books neatly stacked next to me

The lights above me shining down

I glace away for a second and read the title of the book

I look at the cloudy sky

Although I am not outside I know it is windy because I hear the faint rustling of the 

trees outside

I gaze into space for my next idea

My view rests on the mosaics

I have my next idea

I hear the chatter of other people in the room

I look outside to see a small bird gliding in the breeze

And a crow sitting on the roof

I stare at the clouds passing by in the gentle breeze outside

My eye wanders across the room and catches sight of the clock

I soon take my attention off the clock.

A few minutes later I look at the clock again…the hands have moved slightly

I look outside…my past descriptions are mere memories now

Euan Wilson-Watt

                                         Football in Space

It was cold in space. All the space ships were coming for the big game. It was the intergalactic championship. It was P7H v P7M. I was feeling up for it.

Finally the whistle blew for the first half. I scored lots of goals but so did they. 

It all came down to the last two penalties. My best friend James saved their penalty. It was all down to me. I walked forward. I put the ball on the spt. I SMASHED it my hardest. The ball hit the bar and then the post and then it rolled in.

Our class was the intergalactic champion.

Mark Watt
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THE MURDER OF

                     MYSTERIE
Boom ! The sound of a gun rattled.

Everyone in the shopping centre was looking round to see if anyone had been shot. No one had. Someone had been killed but not with a bullet.

 The police arrived including an ambulance. The injured man was shipped into the ambulance. Sadly at 17.19 the man was announced dead and was taken to the FBI

Agent Stucky and PC Paul were the first to check the dead man and while Paul was doing it he was spilling doughnut crumbs all over the dead man. The nurse said” your spilling all the crumbs all over the body, sir” and PC said ‘(‘that’s  a clue boys”.

The FBI police took the body to the lab ! They tested the body to see if there was any different DNA on the neck but nothing so the only option wasto go to the crime scene.

They went to the shopping centre and to the HMV shop. Then they were approached by the manager of the shop and then said in a very freaky voice “can help you’’ The FBI were stunned at his sudden appearance and they asked ‘where was the crime commited exactly?’ The men wnet over and Stucky said” 

have you got a CCTV footage” and the reply was ‘’ Yes. 

Then they saw something unexpected and saw the shadow of DEATH.
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Then a noise occurred. Someone had come in. Not sure who it was, they slowly approached and saw it. They quietly walked cautiously towards the shadow. It suddenly turned. Stucky was frozen to the spot. He wanted to run but could not. His legs were stuck. The shadow approached and then went for the kill and out of the blue PC Paul CAME WITH A MAD THING A hoover and sucked the shadow into it and then demolished it. That was the end of the shadow of death,

By David Roulston




       The Afghanistan Job
I had a really boring job. I was an accountant in a bank. I was really sick of it. A change was required.

I joined the Royal Marines and trained hard. At gun practice I was a natural with shotguns. I practiced hard.

A post came for Afghanistan. Buildings were being blown up. Our camp was attacked. Al-Queda was in the country.

It was dark. People were shooting at our camp. There were gunshots and explosions and it was really noisy. The shooters were wearing black. It was hard to see them. I went outside. There were dozens of people with pistols. I shot them all dead with my shotgun.

Then I saw an enemy sniper in the distance. I reloaded, took aim and shot him in the head.

The bank called me back. My part in the war was finished.

Zaid Nasr

