
Y O L T - YOU ONLY LIVE TWICE BY GUY H (YEAR 6) 

 

The abbreviation Y.O.L.O. stands for you only live once and in most cases it is true, 
but for one boy this was not the case…. 

 

‘Oscar, wake up,’ shouted Oscar’s dad, ‘We are there!’  Oscar slowly forced open his 
tired blue eyes.  He had been fighting a battle with himself to get to sleep most of last 
night and even though his struggles were victorious he felt nocturnal.  Gradually, he 
clambered out of his small rocking bed and plodding like a turtle made his way to the 
distant breakfast table in his dad’s room.  Oscar was travelling by ferry to the Isle of 
Skye which is off the northwest side of Scotland.  He was travelling there to complete 
his ultimate goal to ascend and to descend what the local mountaineers call the In 
Pin and they call it that for a reason…. 

 

2 hours later Oscar and his dad were stepping down the drawbridge of the ferry on 
the island.  They proudly strode over to a nearby taxi unlike any Oscar had ever 
seen in London.  It was a grey Citroen Berlingo.  They slung open the door and sat 
down on the leather seats inside.  ‘In Pin youth hostel! ‘ Oscar’s dad called to the In 
Pin cabbie and with a lurch they set off to their youth hostel beds.  In the taxi they 
talked. ‘Dad’, Oscar asked, ‘what happens if something goes wrong?’  ‘Like what, 
son?’ he questioned.  ‘If it starts to blow a gale,’ answered Oscar.  ‘Well, then we go 
down and try another day,’ said Oscar’s dad.  ‘Ok,’ said Oscar, ‘it’s simple then.’  
‘Yeah,’ he said.  Then the taxi halted and they clambered out.  They strode up to the 
door of the youth hostel and found that it doesn’t open until four thirty.  So they sat 
down on the bench and ate sandwiches for half an hour until the doors opened.  
When they did finally open, they shuffled gratefully towards them with ice-block 
hands stuffed deep inside their pockets.  In the heated youth hostel room they lay on 
their beds tiredly chatting to each other until they fell asleep. 

 

Today Oscar woke up first.  He clambered out of his warm sheet and shook his dad 
awake.  Eventually his eyes flickered open.  Being the day of the climb they hastily 
pulled on their clothes.  They sprang down the steps, ate their breakfast in the 
canteen and started to clamber up the In Pin.  After a while they could no longer see 
the youth hostel’s inviting green roof.  Looking up they could see the challenge that 
awaited them.  As they continued to climb their way up the mountainside they saw a 
collage of different plants, rushing streams, beautiful views and seeming infinite 
amount of trees.  Then they saw the snow.  A vast expanse of the white covered the 
bare rock and what used to be a vast expanse of heather and trees had been 
replaced with white and grey snow and rock.  He peered down into the haze of fog 
knowing that if he fell that’s where he would go.  Then he saw the peak that’s the 
reason for its nickname and to finish this goal he had to clamber up there high into 
the fog.  The old rope was tied to me and tied to the cliff.  He placed his hand on the 
rock and then the shaking boy began to climb.  ‘One hand, one foot,’ he told himself, 
‘one hand, and one foot.’  Suddenly he was on top but Oscar had still got to hoist 
himself along that deathly ridge.  His heart starts to beat faster.  He felt the blood 



rushing in his veins.  He started climbing again - one hand, one foot; one hand one – 
‘Aargh’ he cried.  He had tipped off the edge.  The rope caught him.  He felt like a 
scrap of meat hanging above a monster’s jaws.  Crying with fear, he pleaded not to 
fall.  Then he started to hear a crack.  Oscar’s heart froze.  The rope was snapping.  
‘Creak!’ it went, then ‘Snap!’  He was falling.  He felt a spasm of pain as he hit a 
ledge.  He lay there motionless. 

 

Meanwhile Oscar’s dad had called for the search and rescue helicopter.  He knelt 
weeping with the ocean emerging form his red eyes.  As he looked around he saw 
the rocks all the South Pole – cold snow, and he realized what an idiot he had been 
to bring his twelve-year old son up here.  With the rotor blades beating the snow up 
like flour the helicopter landed.  Oscar’s dad swiftly got in and they began the search 
for Oscar. 

 

After several hours of searching they saw a small figure lying on a ledge.  It looked 
like a child.  “Oscar!” shouted his dad with pleading eyes.  They hovered over him 
and sent the winch down with a stretcher and after a few minutes of hard waiting the 
stretcher emerged through the helicopter door.  They placed two pads on his chest 
and pressed a button.  Oscar’s body lurched and he slowly opened his eyes.  ‘Dad!’ 
he screamed.  ‘Where am I?’  ‘You fell,’ he answered.  ‘You’re now on a search and 
rescue helicopter.’  ‘Oh god,’ he said.  ‘Let’s go home.’  ‘Let’s,’ replied his dad. 

 

The End 


