
ROGER’S ESCAPE BY Lynette McGowan 

Chapter 1:  Roger’s Escape 

 

The sun shone upon the drenched street, giving it a silvery shine.  It was early morning and 

the dew still coated the untidy grass, which grew wildly.  Roger had once again escaped and 

was heading up the road.  I zipped up my jacket and pulled up the hood.  I chased after him, 

my stamping feet splashed every puddle.  My face was red and hot, and to make matters 

worse, it began to rain once again.  I slipped on a gully and reached out, I managed to catch 

Roger.  My knee started to sting and burn.  I cradled Roger in my arms when I got up.  I 

ambled into the house with him .  He was soaked and I didn’t want him to sleep outside.  I 

got a pillow and sheet and placed them by the radiator.  He slowly walked over, and 

prodded the pillow with his nose, then climbed up on it.  He lay down and curled up in a 

ball.  I covered him with the sheet.  I stroked his face and turned on the heating.  I went into 

the hall and took off my shoes, and flopped onto the couch, letting out a sigh.  My eyes shut 

and I fell fast asleep.  In my dream, I seen Roger and he was talking to me saying “we did it!” 

“Lynette! Lynette!” I was woken up by Roseann, I sat up making space for her to sit down.  

In her hand, she had the TV remote.  I turned on the TV set and entered a code on the 

remote, 310 and the kids channel turned on. 

 

 



  I opened the blinds, it was dark out.  “Where’s my Mum?” I asked.  “She’s upstairs” replied 

Roseann.  “Oww! What happened to your knee?” “I fell chasing Roger” I replied.  “Maybe 

we should get some cream for it” suggested Roseanne.  We headed into the kitchen.  I 

opened the cabinet by the fridge and pulled out a grey tub, I unscrewed the lid, applied 

some cream onto the affected area and put it back.  “Why is there a toy car on the floor?” I 

asked.  “Oh, ya Dylan’s here” she replied.  “Where is he?!” I shrieked.  “That, I don’t know” 

Roseann said slowly.  “He could be anywhere in the house!” I shouted.  We both ran in the 

direction of the stairs, but I paused, my knee was hurting.  “I’ll get him” suggested Roseann.  

I sat down at the table.  I stared at Roger, who had been asleep the whole time.  I could hear 

Roseann’s thundering footsteps, as she stamped up the stairs.  “Dylan!” she screeched, 

“where are you?!” Eventually she found him, he was sitting in the sitting room on the 

armchair.  The reason we didn’t see him, was because he had a blanket over him and was 

fast asleep.  “Your little brother really can hide” I laughed.  “Ya, if I got a euro every time he 

gets a good hiding place, I’d get the Ice-cream man everyday!” she replied.  “Lynette, get 

ready for bed” called a voice from upstairs.  “Ya, Mum” I said back.  My Dad came into the 

room, zipping up his rain jacket.  “C’mon Roseann, I’ll walk you up home” he said.  Roseann 

went to put on her shoes “See you tomorrow” she said before she stepped out the door.  

She waved at me and when I could no longer see her, I got ready for bed.  I stuck in a movie, 

closed the blinds and got snug in my bed and watched the movie. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Chapter 2: Fishing with Mum 

 

I sat in the car excitedly, looking out the window.  We were going somewhere, I didn’t know 

where, but it was a surprise.  The car came to a halt, when we reached a lake.  We stepped 

out of the car and opened the boot . Inside was a fishing rod, two jars of bait and a basket.  

In the basket were drinks and food.  “Mum, are we going fishing?” I asked.  “You are” she 

replied.  “But I don’t know how” I sighed.  “I’ll tell you what to do” she said.  “Here, carry the 

bait”  When we got into a little wooden boat, my mother took hold of the oars and rowed 

the boat, as I took a  wiggling worm from the jar and pushed it onto the hook.  “Lower the 

line into the water” she instructed “and wait for a fish to bite”.  My Mum was reading her 

book and I didn’t want to disturb her so I looked around instead.  Quack! Quack! the ducks 

were honking as they swam around.  Near the banks, there were several reeds.  A Kingfisher 

bird was perched upon one, his glossy blue feathers were a little damp, he chirped sweetly 

as he sang a little song to himself.  Suddenly, I jumped as I felt something pull me forward.  

It was the fishing rod.  “Reel it in!” squealed my Mum, dropping her book at her feet.  She 

held onto my shoulders and pulled as we  struggled to reel in the line.  The line became 

shorted until it was up to my chest.   

 

 

 



It was a mighty salmon, about 810 centimetres long and 160 centimetres in width.  “Good 

job Lynette!” cheered Mum.  “That’s one big fish!  Maybe we could eat it for dinner?” I 

suggested.  “Why do you think I bought fish sauce?” my Mum asked.  I set the fist down at 

my feet, it began to flop its tail and wriggle its body, and gasping for breath until eventually 

it stopped moving.  My Mum reached into the basket and pulled out our food, which was 

two sandwiches and two bottles of water.  After we ate our lunch, I spotted two swans at 

the river bank.  One which I expected was the female, sat on the nest. I noticed three eggs 

were in the nest.  The eggs began to tremble, until they cracked open and three signets 

emerged.  The mother climbed off the nest and into the water, her little signets stumbling 

after her.  My Mum who was rowing the boat, accidently hit one of the oars against the 

nest.  A red rectangle shape was nudged out and was drifting towards me.  I reached out 

and seized it.  It was a leather book.  There was a gap in the cover, which looked like it was 

there to hold some coin like shape.  When we got home, my Dad cooked the salmon.  My 

brother Eugene had chicken, because he didn’t like fish. 

My Dad cut me a piece of fish and placed it onto my plate. 

 

 

 

  I was so hungry, I stabbed it with my fork, but my fork wouldn’t go through the other end.  

I stuck my finger in and felt something metal.  I ripped open the piece of fish, only to reveal 

a golden coin as big as my palm.  I wiped the salmon meat off and shoved it into my pocket.  

After I ate my dinner, I bounded up the stairs and looked at the gap on the cover of the 

book and then looked at the coin again, they were identical. With trembling hands, I picked 

up the front cover of the book, when “Lynette! Roseanns here!” called a voice from 



downstairs.  I hid the coin and book under my bed, and sat on my bed, waiting to hear 

Roseann’s voice say “the party has just begun!” 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Chapter 3:  The Coin’s Purpose 

 

Roseann and I watched a movie in my room.  We were sitting on the bed when Dylan ran in.  

He looked up at us with round very large brown eyes.  “Can I watch movie?” he asked shyly.  

“Of course you can” I replied.  An adorable smile spread across his face.  I lifted him and put 

him sitting between Roseann and I.  He looked so excited to be here.  Maybe it was because 

whenever he attempted to crawl up the stairs, Helen would catch him and put him sitting on 

time out.  “Dylan!” came a voice from downstairs.  Dylan slowly ambled out of the room, 

hanging his head and dragging teddy across the floor.  When he got to the landing, we could 

hear Helen’s muffled voice talking to him.  “Hey Roseann!” I whispered. “What?” she 

whispered back.  “I found something interesting when I was gone fishing” “Cool, what is it?” 

she asked.  We sat on the floor in front of my bed.  I reached in underneath it.  I pulled out 

the book, then fished in again and pulled out the coin.  I placed the coin into the gap on the 

cover of the book.  All of a sudden, Roger burst in through the door with Dylan.  I twisted 

the coin clockwise and it seemed like everything was in slow motion, the coin split through 

the middle and a purple ray of light shot out.  Roger disappeared.... Dylan disappeared.... 

“Uh, oh!” Roseann  disappeared.... I disappeared.... 

The next second, we were falling from the sky.  Dylan laughed, Roseann screamed.  I 

screamed.  Roger and Teddy screamed.  “Roger, you can talk!” I shrieked.  “No, I can’t” he 

laughed.  “Oh! Wait! I can!”  Teddy, you talking!” cheered baby Dylan, clapping his hands.  

“Oh cool I am!” said Teddy. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Chapter 4: Another World 

 

 

 

We crashed through an enormous tree, a bed of broken branches was what broke our fall.  

“Again! Again!” shouted Dylan.  “Where are we?” asked Roseann.  “In some kind of forest?” 

I replied, not sure of my answer.  “Oh, so many new places to pee on” enthused Roger.  “I 

mean to mark my territory”.  He walked over to a nearly tree and lifted his leg, an untrained 

arrow was sent soaring past its mark.  “Damn, I could’ve hit that stupid tree!” complained a 

little girl who stood in front of them.  Another little girl who looked excitedly the same as 

her, appeared through the trees.  They were twins.  Roger set his leg down and scampered 

over.  The two twins had black tattoos, both at the side of their faces.  One wore red robes, 

the other green.  “Who are you?” I asked “and why were you trying to shoot the tree”.  “We 

are the twinny’s” replied the one in red. “I’m Lauren and she is Megan”.  “Don’t forget our 

war hound Herby!”  A white sturdy looking dog emerged from a bush.  He had black war 

paint on his short white coat.  Roger looked at him.  “Sup I’m Roger, but you can call me 

Rodge the dodge , R master, R-dog, Rodgester or Moth Hunter!” Herby’s eyes widened 

when he heard Roger speak.  “Huh!” gasped Lauren “Your dog, he can speak!” “Ya, I don’t 

know how that happened” I stated.  “The only person who knows communication spells, is 

the great spellcaster, the great Adrini.  The only person who knows how to get him to speak 

is the white witch Stina” explained Megan.  “Does she know how to get us home?” asked 

Roseann.  “I don’t know but she can tell you how you got  here and why” replied Lauren.  



“But be careful, the dark Lord and his black dragon have come back and are threatening our 

Kingdom’s survival.  It’s not safe to walk these woods alone” warned Lauren.  They clicked 

their fingers and disappeared with Herby.  We walked on a dirt path, heading North.  We 

walked for hours and hours on end, until we spotted a derelict cottage.  We walked in 

curiously.  Inside sat an old woman, her jaw dropped.  For a second, I thought she was dead, 

but she led out a blood curdling shriek and we ran the rest or our journey.  

 

 That is until our feet ached and we couldn’t walk anymore.  Roseann and I gathered wood.  

We used some to build a massive fire and some to build two cabins.  One cabin was for the 

girls, the other for the boys, with the last few branches of wood, we carved spears and went 

fishing.  I placed the fish that we caught through a thin long stick.  Roseann held one end 

and I held the other, we slowly spun it around until it was just about cooked.  We all ate 

some and drank some of the river water.  Afterwards, we went to sleep. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Chapter 5: The Royal Carriage 

 

When we woke it was raining.  The fire was out and we were cold, especially little Dylan 

who still clutched his teddy tightly.  We all put up our hoods except for Teddy and Roger 

because they didn’t have any.  We walked along the damp road once again.  “Ah!” squeaked 

Roseann.  Dylan hid behind my legs and Roger stayed very still.  “What!” I shouted.  “It’s a 

dead body” she replied, a wobble in her voice.  She was right.  Roger whined and held his 

tail between his legs.  In the corpses’ cold dead hand was a coin purse.  I kicked his hand and 

it fell.  I slowly picked it up and put it in my pocket.  “Horsey!! Horsey!” wailed Dylan, 

pointing into the distance.  Teddy, can you see anything?” I asked.  “Nope, sorry” he replied.  

“But I can smell something” said Roger.  

 

 He sniffed around his nose concentrated on the ground like a hoover sucking up the dirt.  

All of a sudden, a horse drawn carriage came darting towards us.  “Stop!” we all yelled at 

the same time.  The coach driver pulled the reins and the carriage came to a halt.  “Who 

goes there?” called a voice, we all remained silent.  “Friend of Foe?” called the voice again.  

“Fo! Fo!” laughed Dylan.  From the back of the carriage, two guards and a small man 

emerged with swords drawn.  “Friend! Friend!” cried Teddy.  “No Teddy Foe! Foe!” 

whispered Dylan.  Teddy jumped and covered Dylan’s face, so Dylan wouldn’t say a word 

more.  The small man wore fancy fine clothes and a solid gold crown upon his head.  



 

 

 “I am King Henry” he said. “Why such a sudden change of words?  Is it because I drew my 

blade?” he asked.  “No, no not at all!  It was just Dylan, he’s a baby, he didn’t mean it” I 

explained.  “Can we have a ride?” asked Roseann.  “Well you are but children, I shall take 

you to the City and no further” he declared.  He and the guards sheathed their weapons and 

welcomed us aboard.  “So, what brings you to my Kingdom” asked the King.  “Well we got 

sucked into a book and now we’re here” replied Roger.  “Suck idda da book” repeated 

Dylan.  “Hu!” gasped the King, “your dog, he can .....speak! “ The only person who knows of 

this magic, is the great Sorcerer The Great Adrini”  “Can you take us to him?” I asked.  “I’m 

afraid not, the only one who can get to him, is the white witch Stina.  To get to her, you 

need the aid of the dwarves”  “Where does she live?” asked Teddy.  “She lives in solitude, 



high up on the highest peak in the world, Mount Whitethorn.  And the dwarves are the ones 

who know the mountain inside out but still none have succeeded  to make it to the summit”  

The rain had only gotten worse and was beating down against the roof with all its might.  

“Could you take us to the closest area to the mountain?” I asked.  “Well I suppose we could 

take you to Whitethorn woods” suggested the King.  “Is dat wer dwuvs lib?” asked Dylan.  

“Yes but not quite in the forest, they live somewhat at the bottom of the mountain which is 

at the end of the forest.  We can take you as far as the start”  “That would be great!” 

exclaimed Roseann.  “Percy!” called the King, “take us to Whitethorn woods!”  “Yes Sire” 

replied the coachman.  There was a sound of heavy hooves clicking off the ground and we 

were off. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Chapter 6:  Whitethorn Woods 

 

“Why do they call the mountain Mount Whitethorn?” asked Teddy.  “Well because the 

mountain is very icy and the top is said to be very pointy, like a whitethorn” explained the 

King.  “Well here you are.  You must continue the remainder of your journey without us.  

Goodbye brave children, teddy and dog.  And good luck” We hopped out of the carriage and 

landed on our feet.  It was cold and Roger was shivering.  “It’s ok Roger” I said, petting his 

head.  We slowly ambled into the forest.  There were large trees with gnarled branches.  We 

stumbled about over the tree roots, which were sticking out of the ground, snagging on 

vicious thorns, fighting our way forward.  We had only been in the forest for an hour when 

we had cuts all over and our feet were aching.  We sat on a pile of rocks.  The rocks were 

jagged and hurt to sit on but it was better than standing up.  “It’s so cold” said Roseann, her 

teeth chattering.  “I fweezing” said Dylan sadly.  Roseann gave Dylan a hug.  “Ahhhh!” we 

heard a scream.  We belted forwards to where the sound was coming from.  A girl with long 

blond hair was stuck in a giant cobweb and a massive spider was crawling down to devour 

her.  A little boy who was her brother was throwing stones at the spider, trying to kill or 

scare it away.  “John! Help me!” she screamed.  “Shut up Philomena! I’m trying!” yelled 

John.  He threw another stone and it hit Philomena.  “John! When I get out of this mess, I 

am taking you down!” threatened Philomena. 

“Oh in that case, I won’t take you down” replied John.  “What’s that supposed to mean!?” 

blurted Philomena.  Then she remembered she was stuck in a spider web.  “Please John, I’m 

sorry!!!” she cried.  The spider only crept closer and closer until I threw the coin purse that 

was  in my pocket.  It hit the spider between its two palyps at the top of its head.  It looked 

at me with all eight eyes and hissed as it stretched out it’s fangs, ready to devour poor 



Philomena, when Roger barked scaring the spider.  It scurried away up a tree.  John pulled a 

knife out of his pocket and cut through the silk cocoon Philomena was wrapped in.  “Who 

are you?” asked John.  “I’m Lynette” I said.  “This is Roseann, Dylan, the dog is Roger and 

that’s Teddy”  “I’m John and the ugly girl is Philomena” he said.  Philomena wiped some 

traces of web off her arms and legs, and gave John a slap.  John walked over to Roger “you 

shouldn’t have saved my sister, she’s gonna nag all the way home!” he whispered.  

Philomena pulled something out of her pocket.  “If you take this to the dwarves, they will 

tell you anything and everything you want to know” she said.  She placed a green bottle 

under Rogers collar for safekeeping and kissed his forehead.  “If you need us, we’ll be at the 

City” said John.  “Oh here John, you look like the thieving type, you know the King right?  

Well we had to kiss his fingers and I sucked off his rings” explained Teddy.  “You can have 

em, might wanna sell em”  “Thanks!” replied John.  We waved to them until they were no 

longer in sight.  “Hey Roger, gather some sticks, we gotta make a fire” 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Chapter 7:  The Dwarf 

 

We were almost there, the tracks were now covered in snow and there were rocks 

everywhere.  Dylan and Roseann were having a snowball fight.  Dylan tripped over a rock, 

even though his inaccurate throw did not hit its mark, it managed to hit something or 

someone.  “How dare  

you!” scolded a deep voice. 

 

 

  Everyone of us looked around but saw  no one.  Then we looked down and saw a small 

figure, the size of a nine month old baby.  “Watch where you throw those snowballs!  Now 

what’s your business here!”  “We have come to seek your aid.  The Kingdom is in danger” 

said Roseann.  “Well what do you need help with?” he asked.  “We need to find the white 

witch Stina, do you know where to find her?” I asked.  “Yes, but it’ll cost ye” he replied   



“How much?” asked Teddy.  “50 gold coins” he replied.  “How about this?” suggested Roger.  

He dropped the bottle Philomena had given him.  “Beer!” cheered the dwarf.  He dived for 

the bottle, popped the cork and drank it all down.  “Ah!  That was great! Come my friends, 

we shall ride to the summit of that mountain!” shouted the Dwarf.  “By the way, I’m Jack”  

“Could you get us some food?” asked Roger.  “Sure, we’ll feast, then we’ll ride!” cheered 

Jack.  And so we did as we ate we told each other stories. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Chapter 8:  The Mountain 

 

 

“Um Jack, when you said we were gonna ride, I thought you meant horses” said Teddy.  “A 

Shetland pony is as good as any horse!” said Jack.  “Or did you think a dwarf would be big 

enough to mount a horse?!”  “Well I guess you’re right.”  “Can I keep mine?” pleaded 

Roseann. “Please!” “Sure why not” replied Jack.  “You can keep mine, all it does is poop!” 

complained Teddy.  “No, no I couldn’t.  Keep your ponies all of you, they could come in 

handy” said Jack.  “Thank you, so so sooo .... much!” thanked Roseann’s overjoyed voice.  

“Well here we are” announced Jack.  “This is the top” Jack’s deep, low voice was now 

speaking high and so was everyone else’s.  “Lynette?  What happened to our voices?” 

squeaked Roseann.  “It’s the high altitude” I replied.  “What’s that?” asked Teddy.  “It’s 

because we’re up high” I explained.  “Our voices will go back to normal when we get down, 

the air’s a bit thinner that’s all”  “Look at dat” squeaked Dylan.  He pointed to a building that 

was made of solid ice.  “That’s the home of the white witch Stina” gasped Jack.  We 

dismounted the ponies.  I knocked upon the frozen door and it swung open.  “You may 



enter” called a voice.  We stepped in quietly.  The door slammed closed.  “Come here” 

echoed the voice.  A woman wearing a white gown, stood before us, wielding an ice staff.  

“Who are you” I asked.  “I am Stina” replied the woman. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Chapter 9: Stina 

 

Jack bowed.  “It is an honour to be in your presence” he said.  “We seek to talk with the 

Great Adrini” I stated.  “One moment” she said.  “I need the checklist”  “Checklist?” 

enquired Teddy.  “Okay, now is the dog here?” she asked.  “Here” barked Roger.  “Is the 

teddy here?”  “Sup, I’m the tedster!” replied Teddy.  “The dwarf?”  “Here”  “The cute one?”  

“He” squealed Dylan.  “And the two young girls?”  “Here” said Roseann and I at once.  “You 

were expecting us?” asked Roseann.  “We brought you here” replied Stina.  “Okay, where 

do we have to explore to next to find this Adrini dude?” asked Teddy.  “Down the hall, take 

a right” instructed Stina.  “Oh, I didn’t think it would be that easy!” joked Teddy.  We walked 

down the icy hallway slipping and sliding.  Roger tried to lick the icy floor and got his tongue 

stuck.  It took us five minutes to unstick him.   



Finally, we made it down the icy hall and to Adrini’s quarters.  The door was ajar, so I peaked 

in.  “Hello?”- I called, my voice echoed.  The door opened, and before us stood the 

renowned sorcerer, the great Adrini. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Chapter 10:  The Great Adrini 

 

He seemed quite goofy for such a wise and powerful man.  “So, I know why you’re here, you 

need to defeat the dragon and the dark Lord, blah blah blah” rambled the great Adrini.  “I 

didn’t know anything about a dragon!” shrieked Roger.  “Or a dark Lord!” gulped Teddy.  

The great Adrini clicked his fingers and we disappeared.  Next thing we knew, we were 

falling from the sky again.  Dylan laughed, Teddy laughed, Roger laughed, Jack laughed, 

Roseann and I screamed and Roger laughed. 

 

 

 



 

Chapter 11:  The Dragon’s Attack 

 

We landed on a big pile of hay.  People ran amuck screaming, yelling.  Some were even 

crying.  Then we realised these people were villagers and the City was under attack.  And 

not by any ordinary villain ... A Dragon ... A black Dragon.  The dragon was the one that 

belonged to the dark Lord.  We all ran toward it, not thinking about the fact that we beared 

no weapons whatsoever.  I leaped onto its tail.  It swung ad I flew up.  I caught an arrow, 

one of the King’s Knight’s had shot straight for its neck, the point of the arrow stabbed in.  I 

clung on, but I knew a wooden arrow would not be capable of holding my body weight for 

very long.  The dragon was in pain, someone was stabbing something into the back of his 

head.  It was John.  “Spit out my sister, you stupid....” he bellowed, but before he could 

finish, he came falling down through the air.  “Ahhh!” he yelled.  I reached out and caught 

him.  “Lynette!” he gasped.  The arrow snapped and we were falling again, until John used 

his free hand to stab the knife into the dragon’s neck.  It slipped down slitting through the 



hard scales, putting the dragon in excruciating pain.  A peasant man was holding a baby in 

his arms and the dragon was about to burn them to ash when Roger ripped the baby’s 

nappy off and flung it into the mouth of the unsuspecting dragon.  The dragon got sick, and 

out came Philomena.  “Ewwwwwwww!  Gross!” she heaved.  While all that happened, John 

and I managed to scale up the dragon’s neck and get up to his head.  John gave me his blade 

and I rammed it into the dragon’s eye.  The dragon roared while John climbed into his 

nostril and shot an arrow straight into his brain.  The dragon sneezed him out and collapsed, 

I slid down the bridge of his nose and got onto the ground.  Dylan was still kicking the 

dragon’s body.  The dragon corpse disappeared and a man in the black robes who was 

deathly pale coughed up blood and took his last breath.  “I’ll be back!” he warned.  It was 

the dark lord.  He lay there, his eyes bulging.  “We did it Lynette, we did it!” cheered Roger.  

I gave John a high-5.  “Good work buddy” I said, patting his back.  Roseann, Dylan, Teddy, 

Roger and I all began to float.  And with a flash of blue light, we were back in the real world.  

The Red Book was no longer empty, it’s pages were filled with the story of our adventure 

and we lived happily ever after. 

 

The End. 

 

 

 



 

 

 


