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This document contains the story of the first part of The Quest for the Cure, a multi layered creative 

writing challenge undertaken by Year 7 students. 

This is 7B’s narrative.  There are two or three versions of each task.  The final document may not 

flow in the manner of a novel, but it will celebrate the excellent work that the students created in 

the Summer of 2016. 

 

 

ZEBULON: The story so far                      :  

 

Many years ago, the Emperor Zebulon ruled over the country of Britannica.  He was strict, 
but he was fair, so the people admired him and obeyed his laws.  For decades, there was 
peace in Britannica and the country prospered. However, Gromitz, the evil wizard, was 
growing increasingly jealous of Zebulon's power and popularity. He believed he should be 
ruler of Britannica.   Zebulon understood this and offered to work together with Gromitz to 
rule the country of Britannica. Unfortunately, Gromitz turned out to be both cruel and 

 incompetent, so the people did not respect him.

     In the end, Gromitz was so jealous of Zebulon's popularity that he declared war on him, 
and defeated him, using a strange chemical weapon.  Many people and animals died, and 
the countryside was polluted.  Zebulon was sent into exile on Tongwe Island, far away in the 
north.  Gromitz ordered that a massive new palace be built for him, containing every luxury 
that had ever been thought of.  As soon as it was finished, he went to live in it, and there he 
was safe from the effects of the chemical weapon.  Meanwhile, his enormous army of 
highly-trained soldiers and spies did all his dirty work for him.  Gromitz then banned the use 
of technology in Britannica, and the people of Britannica felt as if they were living in the 

 Middle Ages.

     As the years went by, the people of Britannica continued to live their lives as best they 
could, but a strange illness started sweeping the land.  It became clear that the chemical 
weapon had affected the immune systems of the people.  Many people were too ill to work.  

 Everyone was desperate.   

     Then a rumour began to spread. It was said that Zebulon possessed a cure for any illness.  
It was also said, however, that he had grown bitter in his old age, and was angry that the 
citizens of Britannica - including the rebels - had put up with Gromitz for so long without 

 challenging his leadership.  
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     Years passed, and Zebulon finally took pity on the citizens of Britannica. He sent a secret 
message to the mayor of Grimsville (a notorious rebel) declaring that he agreed to 
negotiate. He was now ready to pass on the secret of the Cure. However, he would only 
permit one person from Britannica to visit him on Tongwe Island. The journey would, of 

 course, be perilous… 
 

 

Belongings:   

The Heroes had a budget and needed to choose equipment for the journey.  They were 

allowed no technology and no contraband which might get confiscated.  The budget had to 

last for the whole quest… 

 

Quran that my Grandmother gave me: 0 zobs  
Diary and pen that my Uncle gave me for my birthday: 0 zobs 
Swiss Army Knife: 30 zobs 
Firesteel: 3 zobs 
Tarpaulin: 10 zobs 
Waterproof trousers: 5 zobs 
4 packets of Goji Berries: 4 zobs 
Chocolate-Big Pack: 8 zobs 
20 Nut Bars: 16 zobs 
Thermal vest and long johns: 6 zobs 
2 Fleeces: 8 zobs 
Waterproof warm jacket: 40 zobs 
Fold away knife, spoon, fork: 7 zobs 
Inflatable raft: 10 zobs 
Fold away saw: 10 zobs 
Sleeping Bag- 4 season: 20 zobs 
10 noodle packets: 20 zobs 
Pan: 5 zobs 
2 empty bottles of water: 8 zobs 
Fishing rod and line: 30 zobs 
Warm padded hiking boots (steel capped): 40 zobs 
Compass and Map: 15 zobs 
Remaining zobs: 195 zobs: £98.50 
 
Yusuf Sheikh 

Map = 5 zobs 

Compass (directions) = 5 zobs 

Feathers x10 = 1 zob a feather 

Bible, Diary and a pen. 

Food pack (30 meals per kit) = 10 zobs 



Jonathan Peel JLS 2016 
 

Stiff leather boots = 20 zobs 

Pillow = 10 zobs 

String (10cm) = 2 zobs 

Rusty pen knife = 2 zobs  

3 sets of full clothes (pants, shirt, trousers and jacket) = 30 zobs 

Compass (tool) = 3 zobs 

Ethan neatly packed the equipment to make arrows and a bow – no confiscation. 

Swiss army knife 40 ZOBS 
High class bow 200 ZOBS 
Torch 10 ZOBS 

Quiver of arrows 30 ZOBS 
Water bottle 10 ZOBS 
Sleeping bag 10 ZOBS 
200 ZOBS REMAINING  
Ali did not think ahead:  the bow and arrows were confiscated and the money lost! 

 

Setting the Scene:  A public execution. 

The focus of this extract is purely on description with students working to engage the sense 

of the readers and to develop their confident control of written expression, without resorting 

to narrative action. 

 

The people of Britannica slowly started to fill up the capacity of the town centre. Despite the 

turnout of the whole city, It was as quiet as a classroom during an exam! The town centre 

was surrounded by posters which announced the new era of the wizard Gromitz. The 

posters also had the despicable face of Gromitz printed on them.  The cruel and rotten 

minded goblin soldiers of Gromitz were roughly clawing onto the poor , ill-fated man who 

was about to be publicly punished . The man ,who was about  to be whipped 100 times,  had 

dark blue eyes and a grey Mohawk hairstyle. The atmosphere in the town centre was 

becoming very ‘toxic’ . A man who  stood next to me was nervously sweating whilst  a 

teenage girl, who was accompanied by her mother , was nervously shivering  . One on hand 

,  there stood  the evil men of Gromitz who were enjoying the punishment like they would at 

the races , while on the other hand you had the quiet , terrorised people of Britannica 

helplessly watching one of their own suffering  . As the man was tortured he let out a cry of 

living creature being burnt alive. It was a depressing , emotional rollercoaster . It became so 

intense that some citizens were reduced to tears of sadness... 

 

Dev Patel. 
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The people present couldn’t bear to watch this horrible way of dying. A punishment unlike 
any other.  A crucifixion of a man who attempted to leave Britannica without the permission 
of Gromitz. Everyone was in utter shock. Spectators screamed as if they were the ones being 
punished. 

Athan’s legs were shaking quickly and hesitantly underneath his light robes. His face was 
bright red in horror like hot water rapidly bubbling in a pan. He had his hands in his eyes 
terrified to make eye contact at the most alarming moment in his life.   

Next to Athan stood an old- aged woman who looked like the mother of the man being 
crucified. She was dressed from shoulder to toe in dark robes. Tears were trickling down her 
cheeks whilst she was muttering a prayer under her breath, begging to God for mercy and 
her son’s life. She looked as if she were a Damsel in distress who was about to collapse at 
any moment.  

On the women’s left stood a young man whose hair went down to his shoulders. He was 
dabbing his bright face with an old piece of cloth. His head hung down from his floppy body 
that was looking at the bright yellow floor. His palms were as sweaty as someone’s socks 
after they had just finished a good run. 

Vinay Kapoor 

 

The white vans silently cruised into the town centre, where the whole town of Grimsville 
were standing, awaiting yet another public punishment. An old man and two young boys in 
nothing but ragged shorts and vests were dumped on the ground, handcuffed to each other.  
 
Not more than a few metres away from the scene, a young boy’s lip curled and trembled, 
followed by the rest of his body as he was forced to watch the old man’s dignity being taken 
away, then followed by the young boys’, as they were shoved into the chest-deep hole. 
 
Ahmed watched silently with the rest of the crowd. His insides felt like they had been in a 
mincer, twice over, then fried in hot, spitting oil.  
 
Beneath the dark hoods that the guards wore, their faces shone with glee as they continued 
to torture the victims. Gromitz’s men always enjoyed a good punishment, gazing upon the 
ghastly faces of horror that plagued the town of Grimsville. 
 
Yusuf Sheikh 
 
 
SECTION 2: A secret letter and Rebellion.  The Mayor’s Speech 
 

The students had to work out a simple code to invite their hero to a meeting.  The code was a 

letter substitution based on the introductory paragraph above.  In this section the focus is on 

finding a clear awareness of audience and writing a convincing persuasive speech.  The 

students have designed a hero from a limited selection of attributes.  Each section must bear 

this in mind to prevent the sudden use of “magical” abilities which would disrupt the natural 

flow of the story telling. 
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Letters: 

Eqog vq oa jqwug qp htkfca cv 12.00 ro vjku ku xgta korqtvcpv pgyu aqw cnn pggf vq eqog 
code: 20.3 

James Boyd 

Key 10.5 
Frph wr wkh dydqgrqhg zduhkrxvh lq 
Odgxp yloodjh dw wzhoyh sp rq Zhgqhvgdb. L kdyh flwb vdylqj lqirupdwlrq iru 
brx. 

Zain Turabee 

 

Speeches: 

“Thank you dear citizens for attending this urgent meeting and please listen to what I have 
to say. 

 Gromitz. How long have we served him? How long have we scoured the lands, lost family 
and friends, how long? 

 While we gather taxes, food. What does he do? 

He sits there in his castle watching. Now there is a disease, what is he doing to help us, 
quarantine us, save us? No, he is not doing anything, he sits there, not caring his people are 
dying.  

Each day more lives are lost, but that greedy man doesn’t care. 

 It’s time we took a stand.  A hero is amongst us, and he or she will go and get a cure from 
Zebulon, a cure for anything. This hero or heroine must be vigilant, brave and above all, 
pure hearted. They will be the face Gromitz will fear; they will be a beacon of hope in a 
world of darkness.  

This hero or heroine will rally everyone together; they WILL BE OUR SAVIOUR… Thank you.” 

Ethan Beardwell 
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The invited citizens gathered behind the Church and the confident Mayor cleared his throat. 
 
“Thank you ladies and gentlemen for coming. 
 I want to find a man: a man who is strong, a man who is willing to save Britannica. To defeat 
Gromitz’s almighty spell, which is causing havoc. 
 
 Looking at people in pain pierces my heart. Does that happen to you when you are out in 
town? I met a little girl who was pleading for food because of the illness, her parents 
couldn’t work. Don’t work? No money for food and she was slowly dying. The next time I 
saw her she was in hospital. She died.” 
  
The Mayor’s eyes watered. 
 
“ If someone can get to Tongwe Island and get the cure from our faithful ex-ruler Zebulon 
the little girl would be swinging in a tree looking at the sun setting over our peaceful country 
eating a sweet  juicy  ripe orange. Is that what you would like to see? You, yes you could be 
the one who no one will ever forget. 
 
A cloud rains despair when I see the cruel, nasty old hag Gromitz. Each day a Church gets 
bigger in acres, more land is needed for the many deceased to be buried.  

You can make the Church’s land decrease. You, anyone of you young people can be a 
saviour. If this spell carries on, Hell will start settling in this beautiful country.  

You can win back this country. You can save too many lives that I could count. You can save 
our everything. We will find Zebulon and bring the cure and put this to an end. This is the 
time we fight, rebel and live our lives like a dream. 

 I know one of you, a tiny spec on Earth, is willing to take on this arduous journey. Anyone, 
of, you!” 

Odin Verden 

 

“Dear fellow rebels of Grimsville. 

Thank you for joining me on this monumental day I really appreciate that you’re present 
here today. 

Before I begin, there is one question I need to ask you. 

Are you willing to put your body on the line?  

If not turn around and walk away.  

As you are all aware of our leader Zebulon has been brutally captured by a cruel Gromitz, 
and we have to put that right, so that’s why we are gathered here today to rescue our 
beloved hero. This illness has gone on for far too long and before we know it the entire 
population of our once beautiful country could be wiped out, do you want to be responsible 
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for that happening? Because being the mayor it is my responsibility to keep the country of 
Britannica safe no matter what. Do you think that you can hold that responsibility? 

Zebulon has the cure for this deadly, horrendous, savage illness so it is our responsibility to 
get to him on the petrifying Tongwe Island. So I ask you, can you summon up enough 
courage to go to the mysterious Island because I can tell you now I don’t. However, I know 
that one of you fine; young, courageous men will step up to the plate for your country and 
more importantly your heart-broken people. 

The journey will be blood curdling, spine-chilling and alarming, but just know in your heart 
that the whole nation is on your side and that will help you sleep at night. You will rise up to 
the legendary status that Zebulon had. Just imagine children and families chanting your 
name. Just imagine the face on the abominable face of Gromitz. 

I promise you if you get past this gruelling task. You will be respected for centuries to come. 
Now I ask you one final time do you want to be a saviour? 

If so, step up now.” 

Dylan Ladva 

 

Section 3: Diary Entry 

In this section the hero is writing in a diary about his journey North.  He has to hide in a hay 

cart and has to express his feelings on his journey. 

Dear Diary, 

Today has been a fanatic experience. It all started, with my mum giving me my brother’s 
bandana, which I have been dying to have since I knew that he was gone… permanently.  

As she handed it to me, I knew that it was me who the mayor chose to go on his treacherous 
quest. Climbing the building, I turned around to give a city guard a permanent hole in his head. I 
then leaped onto Gromitz’s wall, to give two more, of Gromitz’s men a little bruise to their 
heads, before jumping into the daily hay cart that goes straight to the farmer and his field. Even 
a lowly peasant like m, knows that this cart goes, regularly, near Zebulon and his ‘secret’ 
location. 

Still, being in this cart is sickening: the hay itches, there are flies practically everywhere, and 
every hour the two horses lick both the hay.  And me. 

 However without this hay cart, Gromitz’s army will have a new target. Me. So yes, this cart 
is useful, and I guess, that there is enough space to breathe. So, this cart does have its ups 
and downs, oh, these bumps make me a bit, woozy. Oh no! I just remembered I have to 
cope with this, for another 6 hours, minimum. But if it helps my people, then, it is definitely 
worth it… 

Laith Aljibouri 
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10th August 1995 

Dear Diary, 

It was a great day in the haycart. The sun was shining and everything was ok until the bit 
where I had to bribe the farmer to take me to Catchcart City Farm up north. That cost me 50 
zobs! I was quite lucky because I had just about enough to give him, however he conned 
me! He said “If you don’t want me telling the guards, you are trying to escape Grimsville, 
you better cough up an extra 25,” So of course I had to pay him an extra 25 zobs because I 
didn’t want Gromitz’s soldiers finding me and executing me. Once I had paid him, we sped 
off like a cheetah and I nearly fell out of the cart! Luckily I didn’t so I went right to the front 
of the hay and buried myself.  

After a couple of hours, the truck stopped, I was agitated and worried. Then I heard some 
talking.  

“Let me check your truck, just to make sure no one is hiding!” the strict guard said.  

Suddenly, I felt a rustle right next to my feet so I got even more afraid. I knew I wouldn’t be 
able to move because then they would catch me so I was just hoping and praying that they 
didn’t find me. Fortunately, the guard didn’t find me and we were set on our way. I was 
extremely ecstatic that they didn’t find me and I tried to make myself comfortable for the 
rest of the journey. Unfortunately, while I was moving around, trying to make myself 
comfortable, I heard a few squeaks; this made me anxious because I wasn’t entirely sure 
what it was. When I saw it, it was a huge, grey and fat rat who was trying to leap onto me. 
This made me panic a lot. Although, I threw it out of the truck after, I still felt as if it was 
near me. 

Furthermore, Other than the rat problem, this day has turned out to be a pretty good day.   

Akshay Kochar 

 

 

12th July 2020  

Dear diary, I am writing to you from an overloaded, mouse infested, rickety hay cart which is 
powered by the world’s two most sluggish and bulbous horses. This wasn’t my first choice of 
transport, but you see, I didn’t have many other options; it was this or walk and risk being 
observed by Gromitz’s minions. 

I must admit I crawled into the hay cart when the driver wasn’t looking and that was not the 
most honest thing to do, but I was desperate. Beneath me, the hay was soft and bouncy and 
cushioned me against the windy, bone shaking road that had seen better days. In contrast, 
the hay on top of me felt heavy and oppressive- at times it felt like the hand of nature had 
pushed down on my lungs and snatched the air from them!  The mice did their best to tickle 
me and nibbled annoyingly at my fingers. 
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It wasn’t long before disaster struck. The wheel struck a pothole on the road and we 
overturned. Round and round we went and then silence. It took me a moment before I 
realised that I had landed on a soft patch of grass on the side of the road. The driver gripped 
his swollen pale-purple-green hand; he slowly rose from the dented road. Dizziness was in 
the air and the horses were grumbling and kicking their hooves. 

He spotted me easily though sitting in broad daylight and he sprang up, his hand forgotten. 
Smoke fled out of his ears, his face ripened into a ruby red tomato colour and he asked me 
who I was. I knew I had to tell him the truth. I thought about giving him five Zobs, but 
instead I realised what a predicament he was in – his hay was strewn all over the ground 
and his hand was hurt – he could lose his job. 

 I offered him my assistance. I was strong and I told him I would put the cart upright, gather 
up all the hay and even drive his load for him (with his hat on low over my face, of course) in 
return for him not to tell on me. He agreed immediately. 

The rest of my journey was so much better. I could feel the clean country breeze cooling my 
skin, I took in the fresh air in greedy gulps and I had even had a pleasant chat with my 
companion. I was relishing the slower pace of this journey through the quiet country lanes 
and the lush green field passing villages along the way. 

Haaris Iqbal 

 

Section 4: A meeting. 

This section involved writing as dialogue between the Hero and someone met on the journey 
– this character could be hostile or friendly – the choice was in the minds of the boys. We had 
fun working on the use of stage directions in this task. 

 

[A dark basement beneath a shop. 9pm. A man with a black scorpion tattoo on his upper 

arm awaits under an inn, tapping his fingers one a table rhythmically]  

[Hero enters] 

Stranger: Ah! Hello Mr. Jack, how do you do? [The stranger reaches over the Oakwood table 

to shake Jacks hand] 

Stranger: Sit! [Hand gestures to an overturned crate] We have matters of transportation to 

discuss. You need to get to Tongwe Island, yes? 

[Jack nods] 

Stranger: the travel so far has not been what we wanted… The hay cart was just a small… 

holdback, cheap though! Now that you’re here, we can tell you of our extravagant way to 

get you to the island. We have a great, SHINY path, quite a sharp ride. 
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[Wall implodes with a fireball and a person somehow holding a fireball in his hands] 

2nd stranger : Freeze Gromitz obeying SCUM!!! 

Stranger: GROMITZ WILL DESTROY YOU PUNY MAGE!!! 

[The mage pulls up the shadows around them and ties them around the transportation 

manager, looping around his feet, arms and mouth] 

Jack : Who are you? 

Mage: Just a rebel mage, you can call me Jeff. 

[Jeff starts walking out, Jack follows] 

Jeff: I’ll be staying over in there [Points to a large quartz inn] If you need me, just shout 

really loudly, come in, or write my name on your hand surrounded by stars. Have a good 

day! 

Jack: You’re a rebel? 

Jeff: Yes. 

Jack: Want to join me, I’m going to free Zebulon and you can come with me! 

[Jeff looks at the setting sun with wonder in his eye] 

[Silence] 

Jeff: I’ll see you tomorrow… 

Ethan Beardwell 

 

(Script) 

Cast  

Athan  
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Stranger – One of Gromitz’s spies  

Setting & Location  

Gubun Town Gate (Dusk) 

Scene  

(Athan walks across the stage heading towards the Town Gate calmly and cautiously)  

(Stranger is waiting there stroking his chin whilst staring at Athan)  

Stranger: (In jolly manner) Hello their Sir, I need you to come with me to the Town Office to 

verify your documents  

Athan: (suspiciously) Why? I don’t even know you  

Stranger: (sighs) I work for Gubun Immigration. I also happen to be a very good friend of 

John Row. He informed me that you were heading towards Gubun. So, I need an interview 

with you to verify your identity, your documentation and your visa fees.  

Athan: (still suspicious) ok ….  

Stranger: (relieved) Good, come with me to the Town Office.  

(Athan follows stranger off the stage) 

(The stage has now been changed into an office)  

Stranger: So, (takes a sip from the mug on the right side of then table) you are from 

Grimsville I presume. Is that correct?  

Athan: (looks at a poster on the wall quickly and then looks back at the stranger) Um. Yes, I 

am.  

Stranger: Ok then, that’s sorted then. Now onto Visa costs, it will cost you 57 zobs to enter 

Gubun along with Visa costs for your stay in Gubun which will cost 75 zobs. So, you need to 

pay me 132 zobs before you leave this office today.  

Athan: (still glancing at poster on the wall) hmm … I see  

Athan: Can I ask you a question? Do you know who that is? (pointing to poster) 

Stranger: Yes, that is young Gromitz, the loyal and rightful leader of all Britannica.  

(Athan is now very suspicious and a bit scared as he fears that this person works for Gromitz)  

Athan: Could you please get me some tea or some food as I am very peckish and tired?  
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Stranger: Sure, but it will cost 2 zobs. After I come back, we will discuss the costs of the 134 

zobs that you now owe me on behalf of Gubun immigration.  

(Stranger disappears behind the kitchen) 

(Athan starts to creep out of the office quietly, hoping that he will not be spotted) 

(The stage changes into a park with a river in it) 

(Athan throws his bag carefully across to the other side of the river and then jumps into it)  

Stranger: (comes back into office with a tray of tea and homemade biscuits) (shouting 

loudly) OY YOU! COME BACK HERE! (still shouting loudly) GUARDS, ATHAN WORC HAS 

ESCAPED! WE NEED TO STOP THAT MAN! (drops tray furiously and then quickly runs out of 

the office)  

Stranger: (confused and alarmed) Where is he? Where did he go?   Athan Worc must not 

leave our sight.  I must inform Gromitz about this.  

Vinay Kapoor 

 

It’s 11am in Oban and my character is still in the hay cart and he is crossing the border to 

enter Oban. 

Aidan (my character): (in a country like accent) Hello there mister. 

Border guard: Good day to you sir, going to Oban Farm? 

Aidan: Yes, I am definitely going there   (goes through the border with his head down and 

returns the hay cart discreetly) 

(looks around Oban and wanders around) 

Stranger (starts to approach Aidan) 

Aidan (takes a few objects out of his rucksack in a suspicious manner) 

Stranger: (says in a loud hushed voice) why are you here? Did Gromitz send you here to spy 

on everyone? (Approaches my character, they talk more in a small alleyway) 

Aidan: (in an indignant voice) what are you talking about!? I am not a spy! And who are 

you? 

Stranger: (speaks quieter) I have rebelled against Gromitz and his men 

Aidan: (In a questioning voice) and how do I know that I can trust you? 
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Stranger: (In a sad voice) Gromitz’s men have made everyone in Oban ill including me, so 

why would I even consider being a spy? 

Aidan: (says with interest and with a slightly louder voice) Alright then, so what’s your plan? 

Stranger: (looks at my character weirdly) what do you mean “my plan” 

Aidan: I mean don’t you want to save Oban and maybe all of Britannica from the chemical 

disease? 

Stranger: I can’t, I’m not even allowed to leave Oban because I’m on Gromitz’s watch list as 

I have a history of attempting to leave Oban without permission. 

(They both sigh) 

Stranger: Well if it helps (takes out map of Oban) I have a small paddle boat which you can 

take to Tongwe Island. All you have to do to the docks which are over there (points on the 

map). 

Aidan: (smiles) well, thank you very much for all your help. (Starts to walk away from the 

alley to the street) 

Stranger: Wait, also there is one more thing, tell the guards of the boat that you know Gavin 

Williams which is my name, and the boat will cost 5 Zobs. 

Aidan: (immediately gives the money) 

(In a cheerful voice) Well I’d best be off now, Bye! (Walks away) 

Stranger: (in a cheerful voice) Good luck! (Walks away) 

Haaris Iqbal 
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Section 5:  The Hero has to cross to Tongwe Island, where Zebulon is ion hiding.  He makes 

a map… 
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…and then write the dialogue for the meeting. 

 

 

Dinner with Zebulon 

Aidan: (looks around the castle, sits down on a chair, pants, puts his bag next to him) 

Zebulon: (In a questioning voice, but not said meanly) so how can I help you? 

Aidan: (A bit confused) Well what do you mean? 

Servant: (Enters the room) 

Zebulon: we’ll have some tea 

(Continues with the conversation) 

(Not in a mean way) I mean you wouldn’t travel hundreds of miles to come here? 

Aidan: (starts to stammer but then remembers) Oh yes, that journey. Yes well it was 

because my town, Grimsville is suffering from a lot of poverty. (Drinks the tea) 

Anyway what is the cure? Is it a tablet, gas, or a drink? 

Zebulon: (whispers) the cure is a special type of fast spreading gas that is very strong, so use 

only a bit 

(Shows a test tube “full” of clear gas inside) 

(Says to servant) May we both have the main course? 



Jonathan Peel JLS 2016 
 

Servant: Sure, the food is nearly ready (walks away) 

Zebulon: (Walks into the kitchen while saying) wait here Aidan; I just have to err… (Voice 

quietens as he walks to the kitchen) 

(Drops the cure on the floor on purpose)- To see if Aidan steals it 

Aidan: (staring at the cure on the floor)-very tempting to take it and run (drinks the tea) 

Zebulon: (enters the room, sees the cure hasn’t been stolen, smiles and sits down) 

Servant: Here is your dinner, enjoy!  (Walks back to the kitchen) 

Zebulon: So this is the cure, all I need now is for someone, to deliver it safely. (Eats food) 

Aidan: (says urgently) I can, so can I have it now? 

(They both start to walk to the door) 

Zebulon: I can tell you are a good man who wants to do what’s right for is town. Anyway, I 

dropped to cure under the dining room table on purpose to see if you were honesty enough 

not to steal it and you were. And for that, I award you with the cure.   (Gives the cure) 

Aidan: (In a hopeful voice) so am I going now? 

Zebulon: Well yes, you have got the cure now. 

Aidan: (In a surprised voice) well it’s 2:48 in the morning and it’s really dark. 

Zebulon: (In a smug voice) Well better late than never. 

(Door closes) 

Aidan: (walks off into the darkness) 

Zebulon: (quietly laughs in an evil voice) 

Haaris Iqbal 
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Setting & Location  

The kitchen in Zebulon’s Castle, Early morning  

Scene  

(Athan walks across the stage towards the table in which Zebulon is siting) 

(Athan is looking very tired and worn out) 

(Athan then sits down at the table) 

Zebulon: (confused) Who are you? What do you want ? , What are you doing here ?  

Athan: (confidently) I am Athan Worc and it is an honour to meet you. I need something 

from you which could possibly save the whole of our country from the evil Gromitz.  

Zebulon: (Leaning forward) I see that you despise Gromitz too. Who sent you to this place 

and why?  

Athan: (taking a sip from tea cup) I was sent to you by the Mayor of Grimsville sir so I could 

bring back a cure. A cure that only you; the great, strong and true leader of all Britannica 

possesses in order to save the whole of our country from dying from a chemical illness.  

Zebulon: (suspiciously) How do I know that I can trust you? Trust needs to be earned. I want 

you to come with me.  

(The stage changes into a bland room with some windows) 

Zebulon: (loudly) You need to prove to me that I can trust you. If you lead me to the garden 

(pointing to a nearby window) telling me exactly where to go whilst I am blindfolded, having 

not the slightest idea of my surroundings. If you lead me to the garden without harming me, 

you will be leaving with the secret of the city so you can save Britannica. However, if you 

harm me in any way, you will be leaving without the cure and our country will be no more 

because of you.  

Athan: (nervously) Ok… I accept  

(Athan leads Zebulon across the stage from the room towards the garden telling him where 

to go) 

Athan: (annoyed) I have done what you have asked, have I truly earned your trust?  

Zebulon: (happily) Yes, you have. You have passed my test and it is now time that I gave you 

the secret of the cure so you can save Britannica and stop Gromitz!  

Vinay Kapoor 
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Ludinator: (In a happy tone) Good morning Mr Zebulon, it is an honour to meet you! I have 

been told that you have a cure which can save our country. Is this true? 

Zebulon: (In a deep voice) Pleased to meet you too. Yes it is true but you cannot tell a soul 

that you have it because, once the word gets out, Gromitz’s soldiers will be on to you within 

a minute and once you get caught, the cure is gone! 

Ludinator: I promise sir, I won’t tell a soul but how will I be able to give it to the citizens of 

our country. 

Zebulon: Well, that’s what I have been trying to figure out but I haven’t had any luck so far. 

Ludinator: (‘In a eureka tone’) I think I might have a plan sir. 

Zebulon: (In an intrigued tone) Really? Oh go on then tell me what you’ve got. 

Ludinator: So what I was thinking was I could send a special invite to everyone who is sick, 

telling them to meet me at the back of the graveyard at midnight, that way none of 

Gromitz’s spies or soldiers will find out. 

Zebulon: (Back to his deep voice) Now Im not going to lie to you.  That is… a brilliant idea. I 

really like that idea and I think you should definitely go ahead with your fantastic plan to 

save Britannica and fool that idiotic Gromitz once again! 

Ludinator: (In a excited tone) Yes sir, I will definitely go ahead with it , only because I know I 

have your word on it and you’re a good person who does good deeds. 

Zebulon: (Zebulon hands over the cure) I hope everything goes well and I will see you in the 

future. 

(Ludinator takes the cure and smiles at Zebulon as he starts to walk away) 

Akshay Kochar. 

 

 

At this point, with the cure in the hands of the Hero, we reached the end of Part 1 of the 

Zebulon project.  The task required focus and consistency and all the boys in 7B worked well 

– not just those whose work was selected for this anthology. 

Congratulations to all concerned! 


