The Other Side of Truth

Sade is slipping her English book into her schoolbag when Mama screams. Two sharp cracks splinter the air. She hears her father’s fierce cry, rising, falling.


“No! No!”


The revving of a car and skidding of tires smother his voice.


Her bag topples from the bed, spilling books, pen and pencil to the floor. She races to the verandah, pushing past Femi in the doorway. His body is wooden with fright.


“Mama mi?” she whispers.


Papa is kneeling in the driveway, Mama partly curled up against him.

One bare leg stretches out in front of her. His strong hands grip her, trying to halt the growing scarlet monster. But it has already spread down her bright white nurse’s uniform. It stains the earth around them.

A few seconds, that is all. Later, it will always seem much longer.
Private Peaceful

Here is the voice of Tommo as an eighteen-year-old soldier:
I want to try to remember everything, just as it was, just as it happened.

I’ve had nearly eighteen years of yesterdays and tomorrows, and tonight I must remember as many of them as I can. I want tonight to be long, long as my life, not filled with fleeting dreams that rush me on towards dawn.
And here is the voice of Tommo as a child starting school:
Charlie is taking me by the hand, leading me because he knows I don’t want to go. I’ve never worn a collar before and it’s choking me. My boots are strange and heavy on my feet. My heart is heavy too, because I dread what I am going to. Charlie has told me often how terrible this school-place is: about Mr. Munnings and his raging tempers and the long whipping cane he hangs on the wall above his desk. I don’t want to go with Charlie. I don’t want to go to school.
ASSIGNMENT: Re-write a section from either extract. 
   Change one of the following:
· First person into third person or third person into first person.
· Write from another viewpoint – Charlie, perhaps, or Mr. Munnings 
