Task: - One Syllable- 1708142 Prithi Shukla Level 5 - Writing Fiction (HPEN5009)

Bruised
prithi shukla
 A dazed Tom gaped at the blaze, as the house burnt on the Welsh moor. I watched the boy while he stood there in front of the charred shell. 
 “Dad’s gone…dead,” he said. He shook his scorched head. Ash and singed hair fell on his red face. Moist round sores formed on the burnt skin of his palms. He held out his hands in pain but did not cry. The lad was just ten.
I learnt, Tom had served eight years in a jail meant for young boys. I was a mate of the judge who lived in the same town as Tom.
“Tom was six when his ma ran off with Joe the chef,” I was told by Jim a farm hand when I was at the pub one night. He kept his voice low. Jim glared at his beer as he spoke:
“His dad soon turned to booze…lost his mind and took his grief out on the boy.” 
As the tale goes, Tom did not mix with the town folk and the kids at school when his mum left. He blamed his dad for his doubts and fears. One day, when the old man was drunk at home and dead to the world, Tom dropped the lit oil lamp on the lounge rug.
Ten years had passed since the blaze. I was back in town. I saw Tom that night as he crept through the dark lane. His tense gait had not changed. He was a man now, tall, thin with big feet. He scowled and hunched into the damp mist as he hung his head to hide his scars. It seemed his marked face and burnt scalp made him loathe the light.
“Hey Tom,” I called but he did not look up and rushed past.  
They all claimed he was mean. The young kids would gawk at Tom on the street and throw stones at him. 
One day, when the wind roared through the moors, he strolled down to the far side of the hill. Tom knew it was so cold and wet, no one would be in the fields. He reached the lake and froze. He saw a boy in there, face down. Tom jumped in and fished him out. It was Sam, the son of the Judge. 
“Wake up, wake up,” Tom groaned. He pushed down on the boy’s chest. 
“Cough…cough,” Sam wheezed and gasped for air. Glazed eyes looked up at Tom. 
A tear rolled down Tom’s cheek. He’d pulled the boy out just in time.
“Yes, yes breathe,” Tom said and smiled. Tom picked the boy up in his arms.
“I’m going to take you home to your dad.” Sam hugged Tom to keep warm.
The Judge was shocked to see Sam in Tom’s arms at the door. 
“I’d seen a fox,” Sam told his dad, once dry and snug in bed, “…I chased it through the field…” he gulped, “…I’m not sure how, but I tripped and fell in the lake.”
[bookmark: _GoBack] Sam could have drowned if Tom had not saved him. The Judge thanked Tom and asked him to join them for a meal. His life soon changed. Tom was hailed as the Town’s Star and from then on, he lived a good life.
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2 | 2 Pages


Task: 


-


 


One 


Syllable


-


 


1


708142 Prithi Shukla Level 5


 


-


 


Writing Fiction (HPEN5009)


 


 


1


 


| 2 


Pages


 


 


Bruised


 


prithi shukla


 


 


A dazed 


Tom 


gaped 


at the 


blaze


,


 


as the house burnt


 


on the Welsh moor


. I


 


watched


 


the 


boy


 


while 


he stood there in front of the charred shell


. 


 


 


“Dad’s gone…dead,” he said. 


H


e shook his scorched 


head


. Ash and 


singed hair 


fell 


on 


his 


red face.


 


M


oist round sores 


formed 


on the burnt skin


 


of his palms


. 


He held out his hands 


in 


pain


 


but


 


did not cry


.


 


The lad was 


just 


ten.


 


I learnt


,


 


Tom had served 


eight 


years in 


a 


jail meant for young


 


boys


.


 


I was a


 


mate of


 


the 


judge


 


who lived in the same town as Tom


.


 


“


Tom was six when his 


ma ran off with Joe the 


chef


,” I was told 


by Jim 


a 


farm hand 


when 


I was 


at the pub


 


one night


. He kept his 


voice low. 


Jim 


glared 


at his beer as he spoke:


 


“His dad soon turned to booze


…


lost his mind and took his grief out on 


the boy


.” 


 


As the tale goes


, 


Tom 


did not mix with 


the 


town 


folk 


and the kids at school


 


when his 


mum left


. He blamed his dad for his 


doubts


 


and


 


fears


. 


One


 


day


,


 


when 


the old man was drunk


 


at home and 


dead to the world, 


Tom dropped the 


lit 


oil lamp 


on the 


lounge 


rug


.


 


T


en years 


h


ad


 


passed 


since 


the 


blaze


.


 


I was back in town.


 


I saw 


Tom 


that night as he 


cre


pt


 


through the dark lane. 


His tense gait had not changed. 


He was a man now, tall, thin with 


big 


feet.


 


He scowled and


 


hunched 


into the damp mist as 


he hung his head to hide his scars. 


It 


seemed h


is 


marked


 


face and burnt scalp 


made him 


loath


e


 


the


 


light


.


 


“He


y


 


Tom,” I called but he did not look up


 


and rushed past. 


 


 


They all claimed he was 


mean


. 


T


he 


young kids 


would 


gawk 


at Tom on the street and 


thr


o


w stones at


 


him


. 


 


On


e


 


day


,


 


when the 


wind roared 


through 


the moors


,


 


he 


stroll


ed


 


down to the 


far 


side of 


the hill. 


Tom 


knew it was 


so 


cold and wet, no one would be in the fields. He 


reached 


the lake


 


and froze. H


e saw 


a boy 


in there


,


 


face down


. 


Tom jumped in and fished 


him 


out. 


It was Sam


,


 


the son of the Judge. 


 


“Wake up, wake up,” Tom groaned. 


He 


pushed down on the boy’s chest


. 


 




Task:  -   One  Syllable -   1 708142 Prithi Shukla Level 5   -   Writing Fiction (HPEN5009)     1   | 2  Pages     Bruised   prithi shukla     A dazed  Tom  gaped  at the  blaze ,   as the house burnt   on the Welsh moor . I   watched   the  boy   while  he stood there in front of the charred shell .      “Dad’s gone…dead,” he said.  H e shook his scorched  head . Ash and  singed hair  fell  on  his  red face.   M oist round sores  formed  on the burnt skin   of his palms .  He held out his hands  in  pain   but   did not cry .   The lad was  just  ten.   I learnt ,   Tom had served  eight  years in  a  jail meant for young   boys .   I was a   mate of   the  judge   who lived in the same town as Tom .   “ Tom was six when his  ma ran off with Joe the  chef ,” I was told  by Jim  a  farm hand  when  I was  at the pub   one night . He kept his  voice low.  Jim  glared  at his beer as he spoke:   “His dad soon turned to booze … lost his mind and took his grief out on  the boy .”    As the tale goes ,  Tom  did not mix with  the  town  folk  and the kids at school   when his  mum left . He blamed his dad for his  doubts   and   fears .  One   day ,   when  the old man was drunk   at home and  dead to the world,  Tom dropped the  lit  oil lamp  on the  lounge  rug .   T en years  h ad   passed  since  the  blaze .   I was back in town.   I saw  Tom  that night as he  cre pt   through the dark lane.  His tense gait had not changed.  He was a man now, tall, thin with  big  feet.   He scowled and   hunched  into the damp mist as  he hung his head to hide his scars.  It  seemed h is  marked   face and burnt scalp  made him  loath e   the   light .   “He y   Tom,” I called but he did not look up   and rushed past.      They all claimed he was  mean .  T he  young kids  would  gawk  at Tom on the street and  thr o w stones at   him .    On e   day ,   when the  wind roared  through  the moors ,   he  stroll ed   down to the  far  side of  the hill.  Tom  knew it was  so  cold and wet, no one would be in the fields. He  reached  the lake   and froze. H e saw  a boy  in there ,   face down .  Tom jumped in and fished  him  out.  It was Sam ,   the son of the Judge.    “Wake up, wake up,” Tom groaned.  He  pushed down on the boy’s chest .   

