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“A colossal storm will be making its way in from the Atlantic Ocean shortly,
blared. “Residents are being advised to stay indoors and batten down the hatches.

Local shops, offices and schools will remain closed during this time...”

> the radio

Louise’s mum switched the radio off.

of toast in front

“That’s the first I've heard about a storm,” she said, placing two slices
1 for you today!”

of Louise. “I hope it doesn’t last too long. Looks like there’s no schoo

Louise bit the crust with a grin.

She sat by the window for most of that day, waiting impatiently for the storm that had
saved her from a difficult times-tables test. The first sign was a gentle swaying of the
treetops, followed by a flurry of raindrops. Before long, the soft pitter patter on the
windows had transformed into a loud banging against the glass, like someone striking a
drum more and more forcefully. As the storm raged into the evening, several slates fell
from the roof of Louise’s house with a startling crash, and a garden chair went skidding
across the lawn as if it were being dragged into a frantic jig with an invisible partner.

the storm had passed, and the residents were left to survey the

By suntrise, the worst of
f Louise’s school had sprung several leaks, and the church’s

devastation. The roof o
weather vane had blown off and landed
halfway down the street. But the thing
that bothered Louise the most was the
playground in the park. The damage
caused by the storm was catastrophic.
There was a big crack in the slide; the
roundabout was hanging lopsidedly and
would no longer spin; and some of the
chains on the swings had broken, leaving
their seats slumped fotlornly in the mud.
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The story continues over the page. » ﬁ
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Miss L. Young B 5.
3 Park Crescent * 7
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Dear Miss Young,

Thank you for contacting South Patford County Council.
und, but

We appreciate yout concet
the moment.

unfortunately its repair is nOt2 priori
We hope to be able to reconsider this position in the future.

Yours sincerely,
Ms D. James
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ms, spotted the article about their plight in the Gazette and donateh

£350 which had made all the difference.

This gave Louise her second brainwave. With a plan forming, she gathered all

her friends together for an urgent discussion. They resolved to hold a party at the
playground to mark 2 month since the storm. They’d blow up balloons, have a cake
and invite everyone they knew — including Suman Patel. If she considered their cause
worthy of writing about in the local newspaper, the people at the council might read
about it and realise how important the playground was — and Louise was hoping that
might just be enough to change their minds.

It took days of nervous planning to organise the party, during which time Louise kept
her fingers crossed tightly, hoping that the party would be successful enough to merit an
article in the newspaper. Without that article, the party would make no difference at all.

The thought made Louise’s stomach churn.

In the end, interest in the party far exceeded their expectations: the noise and chatter
of everyone attending was deafening. But Louise was looking out for one person and
one person only — Miss Patel. Finally, she spotted the reporter standing beside the
playground gate, wearing a long, smart coat and uncomfortable-looking high-heeled
shoes. Louise ran over and pleaded with her to write about the damaged playground in
the newspaper. Miss Patel looked at the destroyed play equipment, and at all the local
people who had come down to the party, and agreed immediately.

The next day, Louise grabbed the first copy of the newspaper she could find, and read
the headline gleefully: “Patford’s Playground Problem’.
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One week later, a second white envelope landed on Louise’s doormat, with the council’s

familiar logo on the front. Louise smiled, confident that she knew what the letter
would say,
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