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A SPARK O INSPIRATION
by Lily Matthews (Grove Academy)

They ca’ me Bessie an a’m fifteen. A’ve nae lang stairted in service fur the’
Baxter fowk in Dundee. They’re puir crackin, apart fae th’ housekeeper, Mrs
McQuarry. She’s an auld witch an ah cannae staun her. Mr Baxter is bonnie
though; he couldnae be kinder. Yin time, whilst ah wis lightin the oil lamps
afore tea, he helped me. He then beckoned fur me tae come next door tae
his study, sayin he wid show me how fur lecky cuid be used tae light a the
hoose in a flash! Ah went intae his study; there wis a roastin hot fire
cracklin in the neuk but quickly ma een wur drawn tae a streenge machine
in the middle the room. It looked like twa upturned ladles oan sticks an wi
the lamps aff, ye cuid see lecky spark wi pointy shards atween the twa
pylons. Ah wis absolutely petrified but Mr Baxter wis incredibly excited.

“It’s the future!” he said, “and you should get to see the future too Bessie.
One day, all houses will have new inventions like this and it’s important that
everyone has the chance to receive the identical benefits from our
understanding of modern science.”

That day wis a gey special day as we haed a fresh hoose guest arrivin. Cook
tellt me she needed floor tae bake cakes an Mrs Quarry insisted that we kin
ainlie hae the finest, hi’est quality floor fae Fisher an Donaldson’s bakery in
toun. Cook geid me tuppence fur masel even tho it wisnae a Sunday
efternain. She kent how fur muckle ah love th’ cakes an th’ biscuits fae
Fisher an Donaldson’s (they ur delicious!). Mrs McQuarry wisnae happy
though an she said that ah shuid hurry there an back - nae dawdlin an
definitely nae keekin at the cakes fur oor hoose guest wis due efter. Ah well,
eh even got taen into toun by Laurence in th’ carriage as he wis tae wait at
th’ library tae collect oor hoose guest an bring hur back tae oor hame by the
pairk.

Ah explained tae Cook aboot the scary lecky device that Mr Baxter hud
shown me in his study. She said anxiously, “We shuid ne’er trust lecky fur
it’s ungodly an dangerous.” The she tellt me a story aboot a quine searchin
fur her lost dug in the Howff durin a storm. The puir lassie git struck by
lightning, struck doon deid. When they fun her, she hud scorch marks a’ up
an doon her body.” Then the Cook shuddered. People say at night time if
there’s thunder an lightnin in th’ air, ye kin see hur roond the Howff,
searchin an greetin oot fur her dug.

Efter bein taken intae toun by Lawrence, ah picked up the floor fae Fisher
an Donaldson’s and gaed tae the windae tae keek at a’ the stoatin treats.
Ah juist dinnae ken whit happened. The time couldnae hae gone past sae
quickly - how fur hud it got tae night time? Twas sae mirk! Then ah realised
as the first fat droplet o smur splashed onto mah neck an bolted doon mah
back. Neist, ontae mah face an afore ah cuid tak shelter, twas hammerin
doon lik’ wee bullets. Th’ clouds hud massed o’erheid an a loud clap o
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thunder shook me tae ma core. Clutchin th’ floor tae mah chest, ah ran tae
tak cover under th’ awnin o th’ shop. How fur oan Earth wis ah goin tae get
back tae th’ hoose in time? Ah wis aboot tae be drookit! Th’ win picked up
an blew doon Reform Street. Ah cuid run back quicker that wey - bit wait,
at the tap o Reform Street wis The Howff. Whit if ah saw th’ lassie? The
lassie murdered by lightning? Nah, ah had tae dae it. Ah had tae cut thro’
The Howff. It wis the ainlie wey back in time.

Eh ran an ran til eh reached the heavy iron gates o the Howff graveyard. Ah
heard trees moanin an whisperin in the win’ as ah made meh wye tae th’
gates oan the ither side. Eh wis nearly there whin ah heard a lassie’s voice
cawin oot, “Charlie!”

Eh went ower tae her an asked her wha she wis lookin fur.

“Meh dug,” she replied. “Eh cannae see him,” she whimpered. “Kin ye help
me find him?”

As she turned towards me, eh let oot a blood-curdlin scream; her skin wis as
white as sna’ an her ehs wur scorched black holes.

It wis her!

A wave o’ terror washed ower me. Ah stumbled backwards, mah body as
flimsy as a ragdoll, bit a pushed masel tae run. Ah made it tae the road
ootside th’ Howff afore mah heid became fuzzy an ah felt th’ cauld, drookit
ground smack mah face as ah fell. Ah heard horses neighin. Th’ neist thing
ah kent, ah wis in th’ carriage wi’ Laurence an a lassie wha must hae been
oor hoose guest. Ah explained tae them whit hud happened an aboot the
lassie brought tae life by lightning.

“That’s intriguing,” said the lassie, “maybe when we get home you can tell
me more stories about the dead being brought to life.”

“Och aye,” ah said. “That wid be fun Miss - ?”

“Mary. Mary Wollstonecraft.”

2 ScotsHoose
ok

www.scotshooseyaldi.com



