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‘Nothing can get in the window when I’ve done the spell 

to shut it,’ said Ferocity, trying to calm her pet boggart, 

Guggalugs, before getti  ng into bed.
Guggalugs was not convinced. He was about the size of 
your hand, and he waddled up and down the bedclothes, 

clouds of purple smoke coming out of his ears, which is 

what happens when boggarts get anxious. 
Ferocity’s father had gone out hunti ng, so it was

just Guggalugs and Ferocity, all alone in 

Seeker’s Cott age, surrounded by the tangle
of the forest.

‘The Tappers are coming out of

hibernati on,’ whispered Guggalugs. 
‘…and Tappers are Child-snatchers…’

Ferocity picked Guggalugs up. ‘I spelled that window so 
ti ght, that not even a dust-sprite could wriggle their way in,’ 

said Ferocity fi rmly. Ferocity was not the worrying type and she 
was really quite an accomplished spell-maker for an 11-year-

old. And boggarts change their minds easily, so looking into her 
bright hypnoti c eyes calmed the litt le creature, and the smoke 
coming out of his ears turned from the purple of anxiety to a 

much more jolly yellow.
‘You’re right!’ squealed Guggalugs trusti ngly, and he

fell instantly asleep, ti pping forward and snoring loudly
into the bedclothes. Ferocity made him comfy, before falling 

asleep herself.
But much later, the smoke drift ing out of Guggalugs’s 

sleeping ears turned from yellow to midnight black.
The ears of the boggart had heard something,

although the boggart slept on. 
The sound was coming from the window.
‘Tap,’ went the sound. ‘Tap… tap… TAP…’

LAST week, Cressida Cowell, the Waterstones Children’s Laureate and the author and
illustrator of the How To Train Your Dragon and Wizards of Once series, began a new story in First News. Then, she 
handed over to YOU to write what happens next. We’ll be carrying on the story every week, writt en by our
readers – 250 words at a ti me. The way Cressida started the story is below and she chose the next
instalment, writt en by George, aged nine, which follows on at the bott om of the page. 

Cressida shared her top ti ps for conti nuing the story 
each week. Read them at fi rst.news/cressidacowell
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Tap… tap… TAP!
The smoke coming from Guggalugs’s ears was 

now pitch black, and was starti ng to choke Ferocity, 
who woke with a start. ‘Guggalugs, what was that?’ 
asked Ferocity.

‘Tappers!’ hissed Guggalugs, nervously.
Click! The window-locking spell broke, and 

a gnarled hand reached through the door, and 

grabbed Ferocity’s wrist ti ghtly.
‘GUGGALUGS, HELP ME!!!’ screamed Ferocity.
‘I’m a boggart, I can’t exactly pull you to safety,’ 

replied Guggalugs.

‘Come with me, litt le child,’ whispered a voice.
Ferocity grabbed onto Guggalugs’s ankle as she 

was pulled through the window. ‘AARGH!’ screamed 
Guggalugs, as he too was pulled through. Once they 
were outside, they were bundled into a sack.

‘The boss will pay a prett y penny for you two,’ 
hissed the voice…

And then they were off . First at a jog, then at a 
sprint, and then fi nally at a speed so fast it would 
have beaten a jet plane in a race.

Aft er what seemed like an hour, but what must 
have been only ten minutes, their sack was opened, 

only to see a black, hooded

fi gure, whose face was shrouded
in black mist. ‘I am a hunti ng Tapper,
and us hunti ng Tappers hunt and
track down kids.’

‘But why would you take kids? We’re kind!’
‘KIND!? PAH! EONS AGO, YOUR ANCESTORS 

WALKED UPON OUR LAND, AND TREATED IT LIKE A 
DUMP. ALL HUMANS WERE BANISHED FROM OUR 
LAND, UNTIL YEARS LATER, ONE OF YOU CAME BACK, 
AND AS A PUNISHMENT, EVER SINCE, WE HAVE BEEN 
TAKING CHILDREN!’
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WITH CRESSIDA COWELL

CONTINUED… BY GEORGE KAUDERS

WELL DONE, GEORGE!
And well done to all of you who sent in your versions of how you thought the story should conti nue.

We enjoyed reading each and every one of them! What a lot of talented writers…
Keep going every week. We could choose you to conti nue the story next ti me! All you have to do is write us the next 250 words 

– along with your name, age and parent/guardian’s contact details. 
You can submit your part of the story by email at newsdesk@fi rstnews.co.uk, popping Story into the subject line, or at

fi rst.news/cressidacowell. Each Monday, we’ll choose one entry to conti nue the story that week. GOOD LUCK!


