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Burying your head in the sand.
In the otherwise ordinary town of Coverton, no one plays in the playground anymore. The old school building that looms large beside it had been left empty for many years now; the windows, smashed by local kids and disgruntled teachers, are now covered with metal shutters, a futile attempt by the council to keep the squatters and the druggies out. The car park has been reclaimed by bindweed, brambles and starling shit. Police tape, now faded and tattered, still blows in the wind, hanging pathetically between the fence post and the steps of the slide. While tales of the headless zombie circulated for a while, an urban myth born from the events of that mid-December day, most people now just walk past the place without giving it a second thought.	Comment by Paul Wright: great
Most people except Jonny. A morose teen with a taste for serial killers and homicide. He grew frustrated with the response of, ‘You don’t want to go in there…’ with no further explanation. The more he was told to keep out, the more he wanted in.	Comment by Paul Wright: Show rather than tell (as you go on to do)
              ‘You should be focusing on your studies, not poring over yesterday’s news.’ His mum would say while putting a plate of burnt sausages covered with brown sludge in front of him. It infuriated him that the entire town seemed to ignore what had happened on their doorstep. Why were they all so happy to ignore it? What was wrong with these people?	Comment by Paul Wright: Would she say this so directly?
Jonny spent all his free time, of which he had plenty, reading up all the gory details of the head in the sand pit. An accomplished hacker, he would pore over the images he had managed to gather from hacking into the local police files. He was fascinated, intrigued, and fixated to the point of obsession.
It was the anniversary of the day shit hit the fan in the town of Coverton. A cold, grey December day. Jonny had been waiting for this day for months; a big red X marked the date on his Power Rangers calendar. He hated Power Rangers. It was in his Christmas stocking last year. Did his mum really think he was still ten? The town was heaving with Christmas shoppers; jingly music, tinsel and plastic Santas filled the streets, aimed to encouraging the sheep to spend their money on tat. Jonny hated Christmas and all it stood for. No wonder most murders were committed at this time of year. Still, he was happy for the distraction it provided today.	Comment by Paul Wright: As focal character we might assume J judgement from what is implicit here 	Comment by Paul Wright: Leave unsaid to build story.
Jonny zipped his black hoodie all the way to his chin and pulled the cords tightly around his face so he could only just see out. He put a trowel in one pocket and stuffed the other with Click N Seal sandwich bags. He left the house with a clear and cleverly planned operation. To avoid being seen, he kept close to the hedge, ducked down the alley and crawled through the gap in the gates of the old school. Across the car park and down the side path to the playground. He’d made it. A swing hung miserably from its broken, rusty chain, and the roundabout groaned an eerie cry as it turned slowly, its motion driven by the wind or an unknown force. He wasn’t entirely sure what he’d been expecting, but maybe more than this. He moved past the neglected slide until he reached the sandpit. The surface was littered with patches of moss and small mounds left by the cats that used it as a litter tray. A rogue dandelion sprouted in the centre. Jonny knelt down and took the trowel from his pocket. He started to dig at the side to begin with, then moved to the centre. The sandpit was deeper than it looked, the sand resisting being shovelled. He hit something hard, threw the trowel to one side and clawed at the thing with his fingers until he had enough of a grip to pull it out. He wiped the sand from its surface. It stared at him with its hollow eye sockets. The teeth in its top jaw gave the look of a goofy gawk. Jonny didn’t flinch; he opened one of the sandwich bags and popped it in. The sand started to put up more resistance as Jonny continued to dig, filling in the holes he’d made. Another skull, and another, and another. As he wrestled each one from the pit, the sand fought to draw it back in, not wanting to release its prisoners.
              ‘How many have buried their heads in here?’ Jonny wiped the sweat from his brow, leaving a streak of sand in its wake. The grains crawled on his skin, pulling him into the pit.
‘Hell no!’ he shouted, rubbing frantically with his hoodie sleeve.
              ‘You’ve… been burying… your head…. too long.’ Tens of voices whispered.  ‘Come… join us...’	Comment by Paul Wright: Leave open ended?
Jonny looked down to see the mass of skulls writhing to the surface, grinning at him with their deformed smiles.
              ‘No, I haven’t, you’re wrong…’ he shouted. ‘It’s the town, they’re burying their heads, not me. I want to show them…’
              ‘Jonny… admit… it….’ The chorus grew louder, the pull stronger. ‘Just… put… your head… in…’
Jonny screamed as he was pulled headlong into the pit, his cries silenced by ten thousand grains of sand.
              ‘Your secrets… safe with us.’
The sand consumed his head. The deserted playground fell silent, except for the eerie groan of the forgotten roundabout.
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