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If I were a cat, I would leap through the clouds as silent as the air. And all I would have to do is a lick and a purr and my owners are mine, all mine. Slowly, I would lick the balls of my feet and lie down, rollover and demand for somebody to come and rub my belly and stroke me all day long. For I would be king of cats.
I would sneak onto the roof-tops like a shadow through the darkness. Meowing through the night I call for my kind as the neighbourhood snores. If I were a cat, I would scrounge for extra scraps in every house in every town. The bins, covered in rats. But the rats would flee in terror because I prowl the streets all night.  
I would seek out the toughest cats and challenge them to a fight. But not just a fight. A howling screeching deafening fight. Enough to wake the dead! Fur would fly and my teeth would pierce their soft hide. I would be the undisputed champion of my territory. For I would be king of cats.

If I were a cat, I could gaze pitifully at my owner with my big brown eyes. I would give a pathetic meow until I became irresistible and my owner gave in to me. Bowls of the finest creamy milk supplied at my request, the best cuts of steak and fish also. I would turn my nose up at anything other than the best.
So many times I would tease the dog next door, and sometimes even go next door and play with the dog and get the dog’s owner to come and stroke me as well. Oh, how cheeky I would be if I were a cat. I would stand still. Dog still ecstatic. Pouncing towards me, I still stand my ground. The dog circling me, going hyper, I still stand. For I would be the king of cats.
If I were a cat, my life would be happy, content and everything would be puuurfect. I think I would like to be a cat.   

By Matthew Webb   

Awarded 3rd place.
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If I could be a time traveller the first place on my list of destinations would be
Ancient Egypt, to see a mummy being made!

When an Egyptian died, they believed that their soul went to the underworld, and
would be judged by Osiris. If he decided you had been worthy, you could live
forever in'paradise. The embalmer had to ensure the body was in perfect
condition for the afterlife.

I met Kha, who was the chief embalmer during the reign of Tutankhamun. My
first job was to help Kha prepare the body of Ramose, the king’s officer, for
burial.

Ramose’s body arrived and had already been washed in the Nile and shaved, then
the gory stuff began!

Kha used a hook and pulls Ramose’s brain out through his nose - it sounds
disgusting but we have to make sure the head remains in perfect condition with
no damage at all.

It was pretty gruesome! Next, we had to take out all the other organs except the
heart and place them in special containers called canopic jars. We had to cover
the body with some special salt called Natron for 40 days; if we didn’t do this the
body would decay because of the fluids.

When it was time to remove the Natron, I noticed how much thinner and darker
his body looked. We had to wash the body again, and filled it with resin soaked
linen.

It was important that Ramose’s body looked its best for the after life, especially
as he was such an important person, so we had to send for a Make-up artist and a
wigmaker - even men wear make-up here!

We covered the body in fine oils, and then applied resin to seal the body, and
protect it from moisture.

A priest came in and started burning incense, after this we began to wrap the
body in linen, and Kha added amulets, in between the layers.

He then added a special amulet - a golden vulture on Ramose’s throat.

Next we placed a mask over the face of Ramose, attached a name label and
placed the body in the inner casket, as well as his book of the dead.

Kha was pleased with my work, I said goodbye.

I noticed in the town that most of the people were not wearing sandals; they only
wore footwear for special occasions! Most children never wore clothes unless it
was very cold. I was not too keen on that idea, so I wore a simple blue dress with
one shoulder strap and a loose belt round my waist.

As I walked by I saw a boy who looked about my age, he told me his name was
Ashai. he worked on a farm, we became friends and I decided to help him do his
work.

On the farm they grew flax which was made into linen to make clothes, But the
most important crop was grain to make bread, porridge and beer.
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quite tasty), Beans, rice and fish, which was really salty but nice. There were
dates, plums, figs, pomegranates and the juiciest melon I ever had!

I suddenly realized how tired out I was, I said thank you and goodbye to my new
friends and headed home, what a trip!

I think tomorrow I will visit the Tudors











