


 Jim the murderer 
I`m  Jim Sparrow and I live in Liegh , a little Village in the Highlands. I was born on the 16th May 1109 , ( I`m now 60 .) This is my

 story … I grew up in a village called Chetnole with my three brothers Henry , William and Peter , My two sisters Alice and Rosie and of course my Mother and Father. One terrible day my mother caught an illness and quite suddenly died , so my Father was left to look after us al on his own , but he couldn`t cope and in the year of 1516 ( when Iwas only 6 )  our Father left us and travelled to North Scotland 

  Three years later my eldest Brother, Peter , went missing , We looked for him  for weeks or maybe months and when we did finally find him he was lying dead in a ditch with a deep gash in his neck . Every day I would walk to the ditch and kneel over his dead body sorrowfully , one day , as I was wandering why anyone would possibly murder him , I heard a soft , gentle voice calling to me , “ Jim ,”

“ yes “ I replied shakily as I turned around to see a young woman  named Violet  , who I  had never seen before   
“ How do you know my name ? “ 

Because I`m  your Auntie of course , and I`ve come to adopt you and your Siblings , your  Mother once said that  if anything happened to her ,then  I should look after you “ said Violet

Why didn`t you come for us earlier ? “ I questioned , 

Because I had to find you , for a start  and then I had to sign adoption forms and Guardian certificates , ohh it took forever .” There was silence for a moment and then …  “ Well what  are we going to  do , we can` t stand around like this forever can we ?” 
“ no of course we can`t  , I`ll lead you  back to the others .”    A few minuets later I found myself walking towards the ragged hut that we lived in , to  pick up the others for tea . 

     The food was lovely and that night we stayed warm and safe in Aunt Violets Cottage.

At lunch I saw a 12 year old boy named Jack   ( who was Violets son  . )  That night I stayed up very late talking to Jack about lots of interesting things , but the last sentences that  Jack and I spoke to each  other were the most interesting  “ Where is your Father ? , and you must have some siblings “ I said , at these words Jacks face fell ,

“ You see I did have a Sister but she was murdered by two men named Chris and John . I saw it happen “ he answered softly . A few nights after that we started secretly murdering people in revenge of Peter , and  Jacks  sister . One night  we attempted to murder the Kings brother but sadly we were found out and imprisoned in the Kings Castle . One night  Macbeth  ( the King ) secretly freed us and asked us to murder Banquo ,we did it alright , but  instead of also murdering his son  we let him go. 
   Now we are living together in a cottage in Liegh , irt is beautiful and we both enjoy it , and in our spare time we write stories about our lives when we were younger… 
