
The Visit. 

Grandpa Joe is a handsome, kind, helpful man who is always 

ready to give a helping hand. He has tame, brown hair and 

uses glasses when reading the newspaper or a book. He still 

has his real teeth and they are as white as vanilla ice-cream. 

He’ll give me a game of cards and make me laugh and groan 

as he jokingly compliments himself. He has rosy cheeks and a 

twinkle in his eye. He has a curly moustache… or so I thought.  

Looking back on it now I think Mum and Dad just told me 

that so I would agree to go to stay with him, Grandpa Joe not 

Dad. How wrong I was. When the car stopped I knew I had 

made a mistake. There he was, his teeth the colour of wet 

turf testing a smile that it wasn’t used to but it did not reach 

the {meant to be!} whites of his eyes. His skin was the same 

colour as his jumper from the age of the dinosaurs which was 

nowhere near as wrinkly as his leathery skin. I started to beg 

and plead ‘NO, no please! He’s horrible, he’s not even 

properly smiling!’ Surprise, surprise, I got dropped off at this 

horrible, broken down shack while Mum and Dad went to a 

parents only five star hotel. I was pushed out of the car door 

and Grandpa Joe walked towards me and got me in a bear 

hug, digging his nails in. I felt blood spurt out of my arm and I 

knew he was grinning wickedly. ‘CHILD ABUSE!' I shouted as 

my car squealed, burning rubber around the corner. He 

grabbed my arm and hauled me inside, still grinning wickedly 

into the dark. He pushed me into a room with only a mattress 



on the floor and I heard the door click shut. ‘Help!' I 

screamed but there was no one to hear me except this 

horrible excuse of a man.  

 That was before I felt the heat rising. I looked around 

desperately for a window or a door. I tried the door I came in 

through but to no surprise it was locked. I saw a window but 

it was also locked. I took off one of my new trainers and 

hurled it at the window. It smashed but not completely. I 

hauled myself through and jumped straight into manure. 

Right at that moment I felt like breaking down and sobbing 

but I had to get out of there. Torn to bits, I took out my 

phone and dialed 0876453472, my Mum’s number. I waited 

as patiently as I could for Mum to pick up. My patience 

ended as it went straight to voicemail. I took a deep breath 

‘Mum, pick me up right now!’  

That was three months ago now and I’m safely back with my 

parents. It must be my imagination but when I walk home 

from school I always see those turf coloured teeth following 

me home… 
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