Dragon Strory by George

In a sleepy country village it started to rain heavily. As night full darkens the sky, Owen lays in to his bed. Out side Owen hears a creak in the door. Owen was very; very terrified he crawls in a ball he fell to sleep. Next morning Owen woke up and his mum isn’t there.           

 Nervously Owen listened in to the wisped voice. “I think it is that boy church hall meeting. They where discussing about the resent murders in from down the road Owen” shouted Jonnie.

Crash! Stumble! Owen smacked through the door . “It was not me!”

 screamed Owen. “I’ll prove it to you.” 

Holding his arm in pane Owen walked out furiously. Owen walked down to a dark alleyway and found a working stick but he puts on gloves then picks it up gust in case of finger prints. Griping the walking stick he dashed he waved it in the air whilst the villagers looked in an amassment it was jonnies. Working slowly home felling relived and went to bed in a warm house. 
