

Once I was called James but now I am known as the black murderer . I was born on the 7th of November 1109.I lived at the bottom of a mountain in Scotland, our house was made of blaky-blue stone ( It was the cheapest stone) around. Our front door was just wood . You see lots of Scottish people were poor back then.


On the 17th of October 1122 ,my twin brother got killed by a murderer , when he went out to pick apples he went out alone to pick apples  from our apple tree . I was absolutely
devastated ( and really angry ) . So the very same day I went out to pick apples but I took my dad’s sword with me, I hid behind the apple tree soon a saw a dark figure appear I said “you killed my brother I’m going to kill you” That felt good I thought that felt very good.


Soon I left school when Lord Davenport paid me a small cash lone to kill his worst enemy ( I did this with joy). If you were desperate for money would you murder someone’s  worst enemy.

A few months later Macbeth made me butlery kill banquo because he may have killed Macbeth and made his son king . I didn’t do this alone I did this with three other murderers banquo was very good on his horse . He quickly dodged our flying swords but then one of the other murderers pined him to a tree and cut his throat. We through his body in to a ditch 
And rode off in to the distance .Macbeth was very pleased when I told him Banquo was dead but he wasn’t so pleasesd when I said his son was still alive 


In the future I hope to become richer for my murdering, then buy big house invite people over and trick them in to thinking I’m a really nice friendly person so I don’t get caught.
By Ellie Tulk
