The Snakeskin Bag
Once upon a time in 1982 in India there was a lady called Margret, in the war she had to be moved to England. But years months weeks passed, soon she became grumpy and on her 93rd birthday she died no-one new how or even who, but before she died she whispered to me “take the snakeskin bag”, and the problem was she didn’t tell me where it was. Every day I walked down the path to grandma’s house to go and see if I could find the bag. But one day my mum said “you can only go to grandma’s house one more time, its being sold”! I was devastated I was about to give up hope then I remembered that grandma had a safe so I asked mum “what’s the code to grandmas’ safe” “3456787” she answered. I ran down the path as fast as I could  and  I  had found it I had found the snakeskin bag…
