
THE FOXX BY KATIE PERCIVAL (YEAR 5) 

 

It was an ordinary day at S.N.O.S.H. (Supernatural Orphan Social Home).  Well, as 
ordinary as it gets when you have spider kid, corpse girl, maniac man, Juliet the 
resurrecting freak and Cuthbert Jinjer-Foxx.  Cuthbert may look like your average 
boy; his carrot orange hair and dazzling blue eyes, but it’s kind of hard, when you’ve 
been zapped by a laser in Area 51 and now could shoot lasers out of your 
fingernails, to be normal. 

It was one of those bright and happy days.  The sun smiled through the drab curtains 
illuminating the dull rooms of S.N.O.S.H..  Juliet crept silently across the squeaky 
floorboards and nudged Cuthbert.  ‘Cuthbert, Cuthy,’ she whispered.  ‘I can’t sleep, 
the skies are awake!’  ‘Go away, Juliet!’ he groaned back and shoved her out of the 
way.  She toppled and fell out of the window.  To Cuthbert’s horror all was silent.  He 
leapt out of bed and peered out of the peeling paint window.  ‘Got you!’ Juliet cried.  
‘Now, how on earth am I going to get back up?’  Before Cuthbert could answer the 
telephone rang.  Seeming as it hadn’t been used for the last 103 years, it was having 
a hard time, ringing and spluttering.  Cuthbert crept round the corner, club in hand.  
Behind him he could hear Juliet resurrecting, but he ignored her shouts and 
proceeded to the black beast.  Before he knew what he was doing, he grasped the 
quivering receiver.  ‘723945876!’ the voice boomed from the phone.  ‘Er, can I help 
you?’ Cuthbert asked.  ‘Sorry kid, this is MI5!’ 

The boat rocked from side to side in the choppy Atlantic Ocean.  The sea was as 
black as coal as the boat sliced through the icy waves.  Cuthbert sat on an extremely 
wobbly bunk bed.  ‘So, some bozo…?’  Cuthbert looked over at the British guard 
who confusedly glanced at the American one.  ‘Jeez, Mr, you British are mad!’  
Cuthbert giggled mischievously.  ‘Anyway, some bozo has nicked the Queen’s teddy, 
big deal!’  ‘Sir, this is no ordinary teddy; this is a special edition teddy which also 
holds the most expensive jewel ever – the Garnet Rose!’  

4 HOURS LATER…. 

Cuthbert and the guards stumbled out into the pitch black French city Nantes.  The 
full moon lay above them, illuminating the sky.  The narrow streets curved and 
twisted until finally they came to the beautiful park.  Tulips danced in the dark and 
daffodils were decorated in jewelled dew.  But apart from this beautiful scene, the 
wicked wind howled, the trees blew, leaves flew from all directions into what seemed 
a tornado.  But the city stayed sleeping undisturbed by the wind’s shrieks and howls.  
It seemed like it was only Cuthbert, alone, although he could shoot lasers, he was 
just an ordinary boy inside.  Memories flood back; the white face of his mother, the 
guard’s voice, the shriek and the words … ‘You’re alone in the world!’  Cuthbert’s 
eyes pricked open.  Tears blurred his vision.   Frustratedly he wiped them away.  In 
front of him stood any child’s nightmare.  His shifty eyes, the pointed nose, the 
scrawny hair and peaked eye brows could be none other than the dreaded Lord of 
the Underworld, Lord Viscount.  ‘I’m not alone!’ Cuthbert shouted.  ‘Well, maybe not, 
but you soon will be!’ Viscount cackled and proceeded,‘In precisely 3 minutes 17 
seconds I will activate the most lethal weapon known to man!’  He pulled out what 
looked like a gun, only with a balloon on the front.  ‘This balloon is filled with aphopia 
gas, a drop of this can instantly kill 200 men with fright, all I need to do is activate it 
with this teddy!’  He pulled out the most beautiful teddy ever.  With soft white fur and 
a silk purple ribbon around its neck.  For a minute he stood there stunned, but he 
soon snapped out of it.  ‘I fight for my Queen, that does not belong to you … , you 
….mean guy!’  Viscount just laughed, but only for a second, because suddenly 
lasers came raining down on him.  He fought back as he conjured an army of 
demons!  They withered and wrapped themselves around Cuthbert until it was a sea 
of red.  It was battle of good and evil. 



Cuthbert had finally freed himself and was fighting like a noble knight.  As the first 
light began to show, this boy was one strike away from killing hell.  Viscount lay tired 
and clinging to his life.  Cuthbert stepped back to take his last blow when Viscount 
muttered 5 life and death words.  ‘You wouldn’t kill your Dad!’ he whispered.  
Cuthbert stumbled.  Thoughts were whizzing through his mind.  He knelt down by his 
father’s side.  ‘Give me the teddy!’  ‘Never!’ he muttered.  ‘I will spare your life!’  But 
before an answer came, he had already grabbed it…. 

12 YEARS LATER 

‘You may kiss the bride!’ the vicar cried.  Cuthbert was now married to Juliet!  ‘Oh, I 
do like a good wedding!’ the Queen said.  Viscount jumped out of his wheelchair in 
joy before Juliet died!  ‘Whoops!’ she laughed. 


