
Down The Plughole by Lucy Newberry 

“Pearl! Come on the slide!” I shouted across Les Gets Lake.  

“Coming.” she replied. We are twins and best friends. Strolling towards 

the water, the stones stuck between my toes, as I headed to the lake. 

Little ripples touched the tips of my toes.  

Swimming across the lake, I noticed that the current had got stronger 

than before. I turned round, Pearl had gone; dark brown mucky bubbles 

swarmed up next to me. She’d gone down with the current. Suddenly, 

she appeared again. “I’ve found a plug at the bottom! We need to explore 

it.”  

Walking back to the chalet, me and Pearl couldn’t stop talking about what 

was down there. We had decided to go back down to the lake tomorrow 

and do something about the grimy plug. Mum was asking us over and 

over again what we were talking about, however we didn’t tell her. 

Later that night after BBQ , Pearl and I had a full game plan in our 

bedroom all about how we were going to pull the plug; we were pretty 

worried that we would get caught doing it therefore, it might be very 

heavy we might never be able to pull it. Luckily, our parents let us go to 

lake by ourselves ( as we are 14 years old ) so they will not have to worry 

about is getting up to mischief.  

Whack! Something had hit me hard on the head, it was Pearl who’d got 

up early and was overexcited about this adventure; she’d even dressed 

up as Indiana Jones.  

“I’m ready!” She screamed in my ears. I don’t think she understands that 

the plug is underwater so she needed a swim suit, but I didn’t say 

anything. 

Minutes later, we were at the lake; no-one was here. In the cold water 

with our paddle board, we were ready for action. Shaking a lot, worrying 

that something would happen, down we went… there it was… the aqua-

blue plug, fastened with a long chain.  

Grabbing the chain, Pearl pulled… pull… pull… It was getting heavier and 

heavier, but slowly and surely, it began to move. Eventually it was free 

and water began to whirlpool down the hole. Unable to withstand the 

current we were sucked down too. 

“Where are we?” It looked as if we were still in the lake, but it was a 

Beginners Ski Slope, and there on the wall was the date. I couldn’t believe 

it! December 8th 2307. Our birthday. Excitedly, we rushed back to our 

chalet however, our family wasn’t there. “Where had they gone?” I 

wondered. We were still quite confused how we’d arrived in this time. 

However we went to explore the place. First, we went to the slopes but it 

was a WHOLE lot different, nothing like our own time.  

This wasn’t right, we had to get home. Returning to the lake we found the 

hole. Without thought we held hands and jumped…. 


