
It was shortly after 4pm, as I was walking home from school last Tuesday afternoon.  

Although the weather had been dry all day, the drizzle in the air caused a dampness 

to gather on my coat and I was striding along Barton Street, eager to get home. It 

was a normal day and I did not expect anything out of the ordinary to happen. 

 

Every so often, I would glance up from the pavement to check my path was clear.  As I 

did so, a flash of copper caught my eye.  Just ahead of the bend, was a wiry, beady-

eyed fox.  It quickly scurried out of the dustbins and slowly sauntered down the 

middle of the road. 

 

My attention was then drawn in the other direction.  A car.  Driven carefully by an 

unsuspecting man, a forest-green Ford Focus appeared at the end of the road. 

Approaching at normal speed, the car was heading straight towards the bend.  At the 

very last moment, the fox came into view.  Acting immediately, the driver slammed on 

his brakes.  The air was filled with the offensive smell of burning rubber and the wet 

road was slick with tyre marks.  Swerving harshly to the left, the car careered across 

the road, onto the kerb and ploughed straight into the tall, ancient oak tree outside 

number 23.  

 

A loud explosion rang out as the airbags exploded and the driver’s door slowly swung 

open.  Trembling and clearly shaken, the man (I would say he was about 25-30 years 

old), climbed out and stared at the crumpled remains of his car.  Running quickly 

over, I asked if he was hurt.  Shaking his head, we both turned and watched as the 

fox continued trotting down the road, oblivious to the damage it had caused. 

Can you include passive voice for effect? 

The air was filled with...  

The car was driven by... 

My attention was caught by...  

 


