
A VERY STRANGE FRIENDSHIP BY JOSHUA THORPE (YEAR 5) 
 
‘I’m not going,’ I yelled at my mum.  This was the phrase I was using a lot lately! 
We were moving house, you see.  I really didn’t want to move, because I adored my 
old house.  Even though I would have a bigger room it still wasn’t ‘HOME’ to me. 
It was just a few days ago when I first got to see my new house, but trust me, you 
REALLY would not like the man who used to own it.  His name was Bill, Bill 
Woodfull.  He was skinny and wrinkly and always looked miserable. 
 
The day had finally arrived.  As soon as the removal men came, it was all systems 
go!!  But then, 2 hours later, I had to shut the door to my old house and listen to the 
echo of the empty rooms. 
 
At last we moved in and we were all set up with the TV, which normally takes forever 
to do.  Suddenly I heard my dad say to my mum that he was going in the loft….  My 
spirits lifted like a plane.  In a flash I skipped happily to my dad to see if I could go up 
with him.  At first he protested, saying knowing me I would fall back down.  But 
eventually the argument came to a halt and he let me go up. 
 
Being careful not to fall through the ceiling of our new house, I cautiously tiptoed 
through the fur on the floor.  THEN all of a sudden I stepped on something sharp.  
‘Ooooowwww!’ I exclaimed.  I bent down to find a key hidden in a rotten envelope.  
‘Wow,’ I said….  I decided to step a little further and further, until another 
‘ooooowwww’.  A box, a big box hidden beneath the fur.  I tried the key.  It didn’t 
open.  I tried the other one.  It didn’t work.  I tried the third and final one and and and 
it worked!!  I glared at a red cricket ball.  ‘A a a red cricket ball,’ I thought.  ‘That’s 
REALLY unusual,’ I said to myself, but when I turned it around printed in bold writing 
it said ‘1934 Bill Woodfull, age 18, winning batsman of the 2 Ashes series’.  I knew 
about the Ashes cricket, because my dad plays in the summer and watches it on TV 
with me.  So, maybe old Bill wasn’t as boring and as miserable as he looked and 
sounded. 
 
The next day at bang on 7.07 in the morning I rang Bill to see if he wanted to meet 
up somewhere for a cup of tea.  At first he didn’t sound so positive, but after a bit of 
persuasion he finally said, ‘Yes, shall you come round to mine.’ 
It then got to 1.30 in the afternoon and time for me to head to Bill’s.  So off I trot 
down the road imagining what it must have felt like to be the winning batsman of the 
Ashes. 
At 2 pm I arrived at Bill’s.  I knocked…..no answer.  I knocked again.  Still no answer.  
But as I raised my hand for another knock, he quickly opened the door.  ‘Afternoon, 
Bill,’ I said.  ‘Afternoon,’ was all he replied with. 
Once we had made a cuppa, I thought it was my chance to ask about the ball.  I 
paused for a couple of seconds until I found my chance.  ‘Bill, I was wondering 
around in the loft the other day until I stepped on a box that had a…’.. Before I could 
even say cricket ball, Bill interrupted with ‘Ah yes, that ball is worth a million pounds, 
but I left it there just for you so when you are older, you won’t have to worry about 
money.’  ‘Th-th-thank you, Bill.  But If you don’t mind, I would rather keep it than sell 
it, because it will prove how good my new house REALLY is,’ I told him.  ‘Yes, that is 
fine.  Do what you like with it’.  ‘Oh, sorry, Bill.  It’s 4 o’clock.  I need to go now, bye.’  
With astonishment I didn’t have time to say more.  I just ran frantically down the road 
worrying that my mum had seen the ball.  Finally I was home safe and sound and 
happy.  Still astonished, I went upstairs and lay on my bed and just drifted to sleep!!! 
 


