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Chapter One

P aul was feeling cross and fed up. He had been kept in 
for a detention, and now he had missed the school bus 

home! It was the first time he had been given a detention 
since he began at the high school six months ago. He had 
forgotten to bring his P.E. kit to school, and not only had 
he missed basketball but also he had to stay after school 
and tidy up the games cupboard as a punishment. He had 
overslept that morning and rushed out of  the house to catch 
the bus without thinking about what he needed. Now, he 
would have to get the normal bus home, and it took ages, 
winding through lots of  villages and stopping so many times! 
It only ran once an hour, and often it was full too. He had 
rung his mum to say he would be late so she wouldn’t worry. 
At least he had a mobile!

As Paul had expected, the bus queue was long! He was 
glad it was a double decker and he could go upstairs and 
have a seat. To stand all the way home would be the last 
straw! There were lots of  other schoolchildren on the bus, 
but very few from the high school. Most of  them were from 
the Major Jacob’s School, a private school on the other side 
of  the town. Paul didn’t like being on the bus with them 
because they always looked down on the high school pupils, 
especially the younger ones like him. He looked out of  the 

Live wires and lobster pots.indd   6 28/10/14   18:26:23



7

Chapter One

window. At least the afternoons were lighter now and he 

could see signs of  spring everywhere. Most of  the pasture 

land had sheep grazing with their lambs. That reminded 

him, he would be late feeding the pigs, and that would make 

him late doing his homework. What a day it had been!

Paul rang the bell for the bus stop that was near the end 

of  the lane leading to Castle View Farm, where he lived. 

As he made his way to the stairs, some big boys from Major 

Jacob’s started firstly to hiss and then boo him. Paul found it 

intimidating, just as the big boys had hoped. 

When they saw his face, just a little bit upset, they chanted, 

‘underclass citizen, underclass citizen’. It made Paul furious. 

He swore at them, something he had never ever done in 

his life before. As he started to go downstairs, one big guy 

gave him a push, making him fall on the stairs, ripping his 

blazer as he went and then cutting his eyebrow so that blood 

spattered on his shirt.

What a mess! He managed to get off  the bus; the driver 

looked at him and asked if  he was ok.

He mumbled ‘yes’ and began to walk up the lane. He was 

shaking all over, angry at himself  for swearing. What had 

made him do that?

As he walked up the lane, dreading what his mum might 

say about the blazer and the messy shirt, he thought of  the 

rhyme that the primary children used to chant.
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“Sticks and stones may break my bones, but words will 

never hurt me!”

Paul realized that wasn’t true. Words hurt very much! He 

wasn’t an ‘underclass’ and never would be! The words had 

hurt very much and made him feel inferior. Then he felt 

ashamed of  himself. Why had he sworn? It was out of  his 

mouth before he knew it, and words couldn’t be taken back. 

How he wished they could!

Paul walked through the farm yard and into the kitchen. 

He knew he had to face his mum. She took one look at him 

and gasped, 

“Whatever has happened to you?” 

“I fell down the stairs on the bus,” answered Paul, not 

wanting to tell the whole story, partly because he was afraid 

his mum might make a complaint to the Major Jacob’s 

School and partly because he was so ashamed at what had 

come out of  his mouth.

“How on earth did you fall?” was her next question, but 

fortunately she didn’t wait for him to answer. “You had 

better go up and wash your face and change. Let me have 

your blazer and I’ll see if  I can mend it for tomorrow, and 

bring the shirt for me to soak it in cold water.”

Paul fled from the kitchen before his mum could ask any 

more awkward questions. He did as she said, then went out 

to feed the pigs. It was his job on the farm. All the children 

had to help in different ways; there was always so much to 

Live wires and lobster pots.indd   8 28/10/14   18:26:23



Chapter One

9

do. The pigs were actually very clever creatures, and Paul 
was quite fond of  them. Working with them calmed him 
down a bit before he went to do his homework, and then he 
put everything ready for the next day. He didn’t want any 
more detentions!
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