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[N.B. The larger shortlist in the Junior Story Section  reflects the very much larger number of entries than for the other sections.]
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Recipe for a Monstrous Machine

Grill the earth at two fifty ‘c’,

Make sure all the animals are crisp.


The trees should start to flame nicely,

That’s the first lot on the list.

The sea will start to concentrate,

Into a lovely salty mess.

The perishing sea creatures will taste great,

The moisture will become less and less.

Thunder, lightening, hurricanes,

Drought, hunger, thirst.

It really won’t at all be a shame.

If, at last, it bursts.

All those awful trees have gone,

Along with all the creatures.

Did you forget where your oxygen came from?

All that’s left is beaches.

So enjoy your faraway holidays,

Put your heating up.

Leave your lights on while you’re away,

Please just do not stop.

Make sure there’s no recycling.

Buy something new everyday.

Never do any biking.

Don’t listen to what they say.

Keep building your factories,

Driving your cars.

Extinguish the manatees’

The joy will be ours.

The Earth is now mine,

There’s nothing left in it.

You really have made my work shine,

I think I’ll just have to bin it.

I am Global Warming,

The mighty monstrous machine,

So who got me working?

You made this dreadful dream.
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Why always me?

The blow came down,

Yet again.

Why always me?

Why always me?

The pain and the noise,

The machinery.

Why always me?

Why always me?

My brothers and sisters,

Were never laid upon.

Why always me?

Why always me?

He’d only beat harder,

If I called out for help.

Why always me?

Why always me?

It was only me

That would never belong 

When he was made,

Something went wrong.

They implanted cold anger,

And took out his song.

Why always me?

Why always me?

Just like a machine,

He could multitask.

Just to inflict pain,

He believed in his task.

Why always me?

Why always me?

The social services,

Had not recognised,

The burning cold anger

Behind my dad’s eyes.

It would always be me

It would always be me

Why always me?

Why always me?.
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The Monstrous Machine

The monstrous machine was red and purple.

The monstrous machine was fat and small.

The monstrous machine eats everything

The monstrous machine can even sing.

The monstrous machine gave everyone nightmares

The monstrous machine hid under tables and chairs

It had a long red neck

And big purple eyes

It was a fat little wreck 

with spotty bow ties

The monstrous machine had rusty old wheels

The monstrous machine stole all of our meals

The monstrous machine loved to play tennis

The monstrous machine was a real menace!

The Junior Competition

Secondary Section -  Story

Winner: Charlie de Haviland  

The Family Crunch

It was a cold, frosty morning and the Smith family were sitting down to breakfast. The youngest son Tom, was feeding the dog Oscar with bits of toast under the table  “ I hope you’re not feeding that dog” said his mother Beth.  “Nah” he replied.  After their filling breakfast John, the two boys’ father, suggested they went for a walk. “I’d love to” said Sam, the oldest son.  So off they went but little did they know that they had just made the biggest mistake of their lives.

Tom took the dog on the lead but let him off when they were away from the roads. A few moments later they heard a howl. Tom immediately ran to the rescue but there was no Oscar to be seen. ”O-S-C-S-A-R” he shouted. Then the rest of the family came. Howl! Another howl and then, a horrible crunch. All was silent after that.

After whistling and calling for Oscar for what felt like a treble maths lesson, their mother said. “Come on I think we should go home.” But Tom said “No, we have to stay here, he might come back.”

“I doubt that” replied his mum. “But when we get home we could make some lost dog posters.”

“NO” moaned Tom.”I will not leave ‘til he is with us.” Then the boy’s father said  “I  know. I will get the tent and me and the boys can camp here.  It will be fun and if Oscar comes back we will be here. You go home Beth. I’ll come to get the tent in a minute or so.”

Beth sighed. “Well I suppose so. But only for ONE night.” “YAY” said the boys with a shout.

When the boy’s father returned, it was quite dark so they all settled down for the night in their three man tent. It was very windy that night and it was hard to sleep.  “I hope Oscar’s not scared, out in this wild weather,” said Tom. “Don’t worry,” said his father reassuringly. “He’s a clever dog and will find somewhere warm and cosy.”

When they finally got to sleep, the tent started to move because the guy ropes were not secured properly. In his hurry, the boy’s father had forgotten to bring the mallet. As the wind blew, the tent started to move and edged near to a hollow. The two boys were suddenly tipped into one corner on top of their father. This caused the tent to slip to the bottom of a steep slope. 

The boys and their father awoke, still sleepy, to a loud grinding sound. As they peeped out they saw a giant mincer in the middle of the countryside! On the side of the machine was a sign that read ‘Mrs MacCreadie’s wild animal pies – from the heart of the country’. Ahhhh! screamed the three humans as they fell down, deep into the jaws of the ravenous machine. Crunch, CRUNCH, C-R-U-N-C-H!

The next day there was no sign of the dog, the tent, the boys or their father – strange things happen in the countryside……
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The Monstrous Machine

The monstrous machine can kill anything in its path. It kills children, ladies and men, it tears families apart.  It’s got a stomach the size of a city.  All beware of this vehicle. It’s dangerous. Don’t ever go near it, it will suck your face off.  It can shrink itself and fit in to your room.

When you are cleaning your teeth at night or even in the morning you must watch out in the bathroom mirror.  If you’re going out to play with your friends then keep a close eye out. Do not go out with non-family members they could lose you and you will get eaten alive, it can smell you from 5 miles away.

It will come for you. It’s already eaten 2 of my horses, 1 of my dogs, and my sister! If it eats your family or your animals don’t try to fight it, run away from it, the only way that it won’t eat you is if you cover yourself with sheep poo. Then it will go to eat you, smell you then drive itself away. But know one has ever tried doing that before, I just read about it in a book. I know it’s disgusting, but it’s worth trying it if it could save your life. If it doesn’t work then just run for it! But whatever you do don’t go near it unless you’re wearing sheep poo from head to toe.  This monstrous machine has had headlines all over the news about its killings before.

The last time I saw it was in main street last week, but it could be anywhere in the country by now. Police are on the case of this monster, but you still must be aware, it can creep up on you from anywhere. If you know anything about this horrible killing machine then contact the police immediately. I was watching the news yesterday and the headlines were saying that the machine had crept in to a 5 year old boys room and killed him, he was just getting changed and he felt a tickle on his foot when he was then pulled from under his feet and dragged in to a deep dark hole that just happened to be the monstrous machines mouth. Knowone has ever had chance to scream as they are too busy being ripped apart by the monster. It doesn’t matter how strong or how brave you are, but do not try to fight this machine, it will destroy you. When you go to fetch the paper in the morning have a bag of sheep poo handy. If this monstrous machine catches you then you will defiantly die.

All I’m trying to say is stay away from this monster, don’t touch it don’t look at it don’t smell it, don’t even look at it, if you feel a strong bang beneath your feet and a loud sound booming and stomping then run for your life! Please save your own lives and others too, thank you.
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Robot Rampage

One day a very selfish boy called Grim who was out shopping with his mum buying horrible clothes for summer, Grim said “Mum, can I go into Micro’s Toy Shop?”  “No!” shouted mum “we need to buy clothes for our holiday in Sylvania!” “Please” said Grim.  Eventually Grim nagged his mum into going into the toy store. “Hello” said the toyseller, “my name’s Mr Micro of Micro’s toy shop.” “Yes, whatever, now where are the Robots?” screamed Grim.  Mr Micro said “they are behind my desk, I will get one for you.”  So Mr Micro went behind the desk but instead of picking up just a Lard-lad Robot he opened its head and put a E.V.W.D2.0 (Every Victim Will Die!”) micro chip in.  “Here you go my young lad, you’ll have an interesting evening tonight with Lard-lad. Just remember to feed him one doughnut if you want to play with him!” and with that the toyseller went into the storage room.

When Grim and his mum got home he started playing with Lard-lad.  Grim’s mum, Mrs Reaper had forgotten about Grim’s holiday clothes, so she went back into town.  Grim fed Lard-lad a chocolate doughnut. At first nothing happened, then he came to life! He ran into Mrs Reaper’s shed got a hammer, some nails and a rake. He placed the rake in front of Grim’s bedroom, the hammer  hung by a string connected to the rake so when someone stood on the rake the hammer would drop! Grim stepped into his bedroom looking for the robot, “LARD-LAD” he screamed, he stood on the rake, but he stepped quickly back out of the room and the hammer slammed into the floor.  Quickly the killer robot chucked everything out of the window into Mrs Reaper’s flower bed.

It was 9.00pm, Mr and Mrs Reaper were in bed and Grim had just fallen asleep. Two hours earlier Grim had fed Lard-lad a jam doughnut but nothing had happened. Now it’s alive! Lard-lad had started to crawl up the stairs saying “I’m coming to get you!” Finally, the robot got into Grim’s bedroom and climbed onto his drawer full of toys including one very pointy biro. Lard-lad climbed Grim’s bed, suddenly Grim woke up, the robot laid flat on his bed. Then he went back to sleep.  Finally Lard-lad finished Grim off with a stab in the neck with a biro.

Suddenly, Mr Reaper heard a noise coming from Grim’s bedroom. “Doris, wake up” whispered Mr Reaper. “What is it?” grunted Mrs Reaper. “It’s Grim, something is going on in his bedroom.” They both went to investigate when they saw Grim looking very pale on his bed with Lard-lad right next to him.  Mrs Reaper dropped to the floor, unconscious. “Oh no!” shouted out Mr Reaper he ran downstairs to call the police! Then in a flash the killer robot ran out of the house straight to the toy store down town. When Lard-lad got there he said in a robotic tone “the deed is done.” “Excellent!” shouted Mr Micro, “ that boy shall be mean no more.”

“The next selfish boy who comes in to my store will be much worse off!”
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The Monstrous Machine

I’m the machine that’s hidden away,

There was a time when I could play,

I was built many year ago,

But now they say I cannot flow.

I am all rusty in this place,

They say now I’ a waste.

But how I remember the old days, 

And the special old ways.

The memories that it brings

Oh how my heart sings

Whne I was all sparkling and bright

I worked all through the night.

This was the war years

Thinking back gives me tears

I worked for the armed forces

Quicker and faster than horses

There I was a whiz banging

All the others were just clanging

I was the cream of the crop

But now it has all had to stop.

Back then I made the weapons

I wonder, have they learnt their lessons?

They now have machines to do my work

All of them think that I am a jerk!

Little do they realise

That I still have th eyes

I still have the fire within

So I am going to let it begin.

Start the fire!

Don’t call me a liar

For \i shall melt you all

Now it’ll be you that will fall.

Here I am a whiz banging

Now all of you are a clanging

I am still the cream of the crop!

Now it is you who has to stop

.

The Junior Competition

Junior Section -  Poem

Runner Up: Charlotte Pearce

The Monstrous Machine

There is a machine that loves to guzzle and gulp,

The world’s precious resources,

Doing this with humans help!

Millions of them roam the streets day and night,

Damaging the environment,

The earth screams in fright!

This killing machine goes by the name car,

It travels humans,

To places near and far!

There is a healthier way,

For humans to travel,

To the their destination each day!

We suggest walking,

Or travelling on a bike,

Just travel a way the world would like!
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The Monstrous Machine

Night creeper

Stray caller

Space corner

House crusher

Day hider

Car eater

Homework giver

Child hater

Factory producer

Mission to destroy children’s lives.
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The Monstrous Machine

As Hugo Wimp trudged through the untidy streets of London, he sighed. He was coming back from a walk in the park, which he had originally gone on to help him get some fresh ideas, you see, Hugo was very superstitious, and he had strange beliefs like getting fresh air would give you fresh ideas. So that is why he was out for a walk in the park. Hugo was an inventor – unsuccessful of course – but he still tried valiantly. Last week, for instance he had invented a sock puppet that made burnt toast and the week before some brussel sprout flavoured toothpaste. It wasn’t that Hugo was a bad inventor; it was simply that the things he invented were weird and, well, pointless.


Anyway, Hugo was walking slowly back to his house, and thinking about his walk in the park, however; instead of being happy like all the scientists say you should be after a nice long walk, he was very, very unhappy! While he had been on his walk in the park, he had seen plentiful of married couples, and when he had gone past a church, he saw a marriage. He felt as if he were just about the only person in the world who wasn’t married, he had even seen dogs in couples, which made him very upset. He thought about his life, thought about what a mess he had made out of it, and Hugo decided he was going to sort it out.


“I will make something worthwhile and start being a proper inventor!” Then he realised that he had just yelled that at the top of his voice in a crowded street.  Hugo felt his face go bright purple, as it always did when he was embarrassed, which wasn’t exactly seldom, so his face was frequently flashing from purple to normal (and Hugo was very pale, so that made it look even weirder!) and Hugo thought that he may just as well have his face permanently purple. He came to his front door and looked at his house. “Gosh this house is in ruins!” he exclaimed, taking in the dirty concrete-coloured walls, cracked windows and the ‘garden’, well he called it a garden. It was more like a jungle. The grass was twelve inches tall (Hugo was the kind of person that measured the length of his grass!), and the trees were falling down, there were huge piles of reddish-orangey  leaves that were starting to rot. Overall the house and garden had a very unkempt look about it.  Hugo went inside the house and the first thing he saw was himself. “AAAAAAAAH” he yelled, and then realised that the figure he was looking at was a reflection of himself in a very dusty mirror. Hugo had long, lank pale ginger hair and pale blue-grey eyes. He had dark circles under his eyes from lack of sleep and depression, and although he was only twenty nine he looked as if he was about thirty seven. He always wore baggy shapeless clothes and whenever it rained, he went out in a waterproof paper hat that he had invented, and a water resistant coat, which he had also invented. When he walked past people they would look at him twice, and a few times people had asked him what he was dressed as for the fancy dress party.


Hugo went into his dark kitchen and fixed himself something to eat. He was absolutely fanatic about burnt toast (hence the reason he had invented a sock puppet that made it) and had to run upstairs to get the ‘toaster’. “Come on Mr Toastie”, Hugo said to the little sock with googly eyes on it. “Time to make  some toast, burnt, of course.”


Unfortunately though, Hugo pressed the ‘time to make toast button’ on Mt Toastie, five times, and soon burnt toast was flying all around the room. “MALFUNCTION,MALFUNCTION” Mr Toastie’s mechanical voice bounced 0off the walls and around the room. Eventually he stopped and the remains of Mr Toastie fell on the floor in a crumpled heap, slightly singed.

After this ordeal, Hugo obviously couldn’t stay downstairs for any longer. Trembling slightly he made his way up the rickety stairs, (clutching on to the banister, as if he was on a cliff and about to fall off) and into his office.

It was a small cluttered room. A large desk took up most of the space; however Hugo had still managed to fit in hundreds of his inventions. There were piles of them. Going up the walls, and along the floor, piles of broken inventions lay all around the room. Looking at this made Hugo think that he was an even bigger failure. Then he had a brainwave. He kicked the clutter from his desk, and after much scrambling, getting on and falling off ,he managed to stand on the desk. “I shall invent myself a wife – not any normal wife – a robot wife!” and with that Hugo punched his fist in the air, totally forgetting that he was standing in a very high desk, and his hand was thrust into the ceiling. “OOOOOOOOO WWWWWWWWW”  Hugo screamed, as he collapsed in a heap on the floor.


Hugo got to work. Eventually he was ready to start making his wife. He welded metal together, then started to add the finishing touches. After minutes upon hours of making and inventing, he had made himself a wife. She had thick blonde hair and Hugo had made her very pretty. He had programmed her so that she would do anything he wanted her to, and she would also be very affectionate towards him. Finally Hugo decided to name her. Ditzy. “Time to give you a try!” Hugo said happily, and pressed Ditzy’s  ON button. “Hello Ditzy”, Hugo said slowly to the robot. “Hello Hugo”, she replied in a soft voice. Hugo was ecstatic. He had successfully created a wife. And she worked. Hugo punched the air again, although, luckily this time his hand didn’t end up in the ceiling!.


For the next few days everything was running perfectly with Hugo and Ditzy. She was wonderful. All he had to do was to ask her to do something, anything, and she would do it foir him. Life had never been better for Hugo. Ditzy would do everything he asked her to, without complaint. She had fixed up the house, tidied it, everything. Now it was time for the garden.


“Ditzy,” Hugo approached the robot. “I want you to start weeding my garden.” But instead of Ditzy kneeling down and pulling weeds out, she stayed where she was and announced very clearly and defiantly “NO”.

“W-w-what d-did y-you s-say?” Hugo asked, trembling.

“You heard me  perfectly well Hugo Wimp. I know you did. I can see into your head, read your thoughts. HaHaHaaaaHaaaaa! HaHaaaaaaaHaaaaaaaaa!” Ditzy threw back her head and did a maniacal laugh. Hugo was petrified! Ditzy stormed round the garden stomping on everything in her path. She doubled, tripled, quadrupled in size. Then she stormed over Hugo’s garden fence and into the neighbouring garden.

That’s when the screaming started. “AAAAAAAAH”, yelled Mrs Snobby. “AAAAAAAAAH” yelled Mr Snobby. “AAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAA”, Yelled Charles Snobby. However; Ditzy didn’t care about Hugo’s snobby neighbours. She picked Charles up and started to crush him.

“Get your hands off me you filthy thing, I demand it” Charles cried “Mummy, get this filthy thing off me, MUMMY!” But Mrs Snobby was crushed.

Ditzy carried on, leaving a trail of destruction behind her. Uprooted trees, crushed houses, crushed people. It wouldn’t be exactly hard to find where the demented robot was. Soon nearly the whole of London was in ruins. Hugo was distraught. This was all his fault. The streets of London were strewn with bodies, houses and building were on fire, this was probably the worst day of Hugo’s life (and that’s saying something). Then a though struck his head like lightning strikes a tree. “I made this happen, and I can either stop it, or join Ditzy, and then I will no longer be a loser-ish loner!” And although Hugo Wimp was normally a wimp, his pale blue-grey eyes suddenly flashed red and …B ANG!

Hugo doubled, triples, quadrupled in size and stormed off to find Ditzy, leaving an even bigger trail of destruction.

And to this day,(even though that world was near enough destroyed) Ditzy is still known to be roaming around, although she never seems to be alone. She always seems to be accompanied by someone else – a man with long. Lank, pale ginger hair.
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The Monstrous Machine



This story begins with professor Liddlebroke hating house work, any thing from dusting to polishing and baking to boiling. He had no wife to do it all and had to do it him self. After one particularly difficult cobweb where he had to stand on a chair and fell off three times he threw down the hover and said he would never do house work again.


That night in the Professor’s area of the university you could, if you listened hard enough you could hear the rasping of a saw on wood, the sound of a sander against wood.


After hours of hitting his thumb with the hammer there in front of him stood a half metre high robot. It was what anyone would have given there right arm to have as it had a water cooled V8 1000 horsepower micro engine, a precision Satellite Navigation system with a map of the whole world, 20000GHz Duo programmer, a 5000GB Hard Drive, 1000GB RAM, 50 upgrade ports, a USB port for programming and voice control.


Unfortunately, as the Professor switched on the Machine (now called R22 AGVI V0.1) he showed just how dangerous technology can be. A rat had slipped in while the Professor was building it and had eaten through the power cable to the command circuit, and as the Professor had put a safety thing on so if a circuit didn’t work it would just bypass it. So when the Professor switched it on R22 AGVI V0.1 ignored him when he said stay. The Professor hadn’t hit his thumb with the hammer all night to be ignored and kicked the Machine. That was the last straw and it charged at the Professor with all its might. It might have been small, but it was very heavy, and the last thing the Professor saw before he died was a rat tail hanging out of the under side of the Machine. 


Now the machine was small but it wasn’t stupid and before it made a dramatic (to say the least) escape he picked up a few things from the work bench. Two of them were Nuke Roc Rocket boosters three other ones were machineguns and the last one was a rocket launcher. All of these were quickly plugged into the upgrade ports. R22 AGVI V0.1 aimed the machineguns and fired. The door disintegrated and R22 AGVI V0.! Fired the rocket boosters and flew away.


What the machine hadn’t been fitted with were sensor detectors and so he didn’t know that the MoD, the CIA, the FBI, MI5 and the SAS were tracking him and as far as they were concerned it  was a nuclear missile heading towards Didcot Power Station and the SAS were following it.


Meanwhile inside the Machine the rat had decided that it was time to have lunch and had begun to eat through the power cable to the brain so when the SAS came in they saw a robot, as it had tried to bypass its brain, shooting itself. The SAS had been trained not to leave anything to chance and in rolled the grenades. Of course the robot was so bullet proof that it would have taken a thermonuclear explosion to destroy it so nothing happened but the rat, hearing the noise started  and shot into the upgrade control and hanging onto the joystick moving one of the three gun arms towards it towards the soldiers killing three outright and giving another two serious injuries. Unfortunately for the machine  at that moment its leg’s took it into the fire which the machine would have been fine in except in side the rat just lost it and curled is foot around the main power input and the power output killing the rat and short-circuiting the machine; destroying it forever.


When this happened the rockets the machine had been carrying began to whiz around and destroy the station. So all over the country the lights went out, and when the story got out into the newspapers it was called the ‘robot’s revenge.’


It took the world a while to wake up to what had happened and what could have happened. After being put through several comities, an international law was passed so that this would never happen again. But for some this was too much to resist and after they saw the potential, never left it alone. Currently, as far as I  know, the Russian Mafia, and two country’s secret services are researching in it; an accident waiting to happen.
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There’s got to be another way.

I remember that night as clear as anything. The way the candle shone out, lighting up the dark figure sitting on the bed, crying. It was raining outside, and to me, it seemed that the whole world was crying. My father and his twin brother did everything together, they worked in the same field, t hwy ate the same food. As  my mother once described it to me, they were the same person, just split into two bodies. No wonder my father was so sad when half of him had been hanged. And the worst thing was, none of us children knew why. 

When I was nine years old the farm we worked on got a threshing machine. It was a huge noisy thing. A real monster, and it was a great excitement. That is until it was actually harvest time. Work was already scarce, and the lack of threshing was a big blow to many, sending them running off to the workhouse. That’s really where this story starts, the machines and most of all the swing riots.

A week after that terrible night it seemed like things had started to aclear up. The weather was warm and sunny as  I made my way back from school. “Hello!” I called through the house, but there was no answer. I sighed and made my way through the kitchen. My sisters ran past me, giggling as I opened the door to the living room, which served as my much needed writing study. “I know you’re up to something!” I shouted. I could hear peals of laughter coming from the kitchen. I scanned the room for some tell tale sign of their little trick or some small thing out of place. I sat down at the desk my father had made for me and opened the drawer. “Oh!” was all I  could say as I eyed the little toad staring up at me. More peals of laughter. As I reached  down to scoop up the goggling creature something in the drawer caught my eye. It was a tattered newspaper with little water stains covering it. The headline read ‘Thomas Burn, arrested and hanged for swing rioting.’ That was my uncle’s name. My father stepped into the room. “Charlotte –“ I had already gone.

There were a lot of swing rioters around where we lived. They went around smashing the threshing machines with huge hammers. Most of them got away, but a few unlucky ones were caught. I sat outside under the huge oak, thinking about it all. The sunlight shone down on everything and a light breeze blew over me. I drifted into a soft slumber and forgot all about the world and its many troubles.

That night my father and mother had an argument. They don’t normally  fight, and it scared all of us out of our wits. I suppose my father had just had enough. I heard him pen the front door and for a second I could feel the night breeze on my neck as he stepped out, but in a moment the door was closed and he was gone.

As soon as I as could I crept from the house and made my way through the tiny patchwork of buildings toward the barn. I knew from the start where my father  had gone, and I had to get there in time. I was dressed in my father’s britches and shirt as I walked briskly to the barn door and opened the latch. The door swung open and I crept inside. The barn was dark , but I could hear the men getting ready. I made my way to the other side of the barn. My father raised his hammer toward the machine. “No!” I cried, and lunged for him. “You don’t know what you are doing!” My father staggered, “What the –“ He couldn’t finish his sentence, a huge policeman had run in and was heading straight for him. I screamed and fell. In the confusion of it all, the policeman had grabbed me, instead, and I could make out the figure of my father running away.

I woke in a cold cell with dismal black walls. In one corner a chink of light could be seen through a heavily barred window. The door was opened, and an officer came in. “They are to let you go, as you are a girl.” He said casually, opening the door up wide. “Well come on then, ‘aven’t got all day, y’know”. I blinked and got up. “Was anyone else caught?” I asked. “Nope,” the officer carelessly replied. I walked quickly out of the door. Soon I was out in the cool morning air. I believe I skipped home, singing and taking my time. I was so happy to be alive and out of that depressing cell. As I opened the door of my house, the thought struck me. Was my father home, and most importantly, was he all right ?  I ran up the stairs, not stopping to say hello to my sisters sitting on the floor with their homemade dolls. I burst open the door of my parents’ room, and pretty much fell onto my father, sitting on the bed. “Charlotte!” His huge embrace swept me off my toes. There had got to be another way of doing things, and I had to help my father, but for now, I gave myself up to happiness.

