Writing for different audiences

Goldilocks planted her great, round backside onto the little chair. Not surprisingly it broke! At that moment the three bears came up the little path to their cottage.


“Who’s been sitting in my chair?” said the big, fat one who was probably the dad.


“Search me,” said the little tubby one, called Baby, as he grabbed the remote to turn on the telly. He was about to slob out in his favourite chair, when it suddenly dawned on him that his comfy little seat was now that pile of wood on the living room floor!


“Oh my days!” he screamed. “Some idiot’s mashed my best chair, WAHHHHHHHHhhhh…”


“You should cry?” came a voice from behind the sofa. “I’ve got a splinter in my bum!”

She sat on the edge of the little bed, her knees tucked under her chin. Tears streaked her face, a tiny whimpering escaped her trembling lips, borne of terror. All at once she found herself unable to move a muscle. There was something approaching the cottage. Heavy footsteps. Low, rasping breaths. A scraping of earth as sharp claws raked the ground.


A door creaked.


The blood froze in her veins as she heard the beast let out a roar which seemed to ascend from the very depths of hell.


“My chair, my chair!” it raged. “Someone will pay for this!”

Baby Bear entered the house. He sensed that something was wrong. Scanning the room, he spotted the upturned porridge bowls and the broken chair. He was careful not to touch anything. Who had broken in? How had they done it? Why did they eat the porridge? So many questions, so few answers. Baby Bear knew that he must act quickly. But where to start? It was then that he noticed the muddy footprints leading up the stairs.


The three bears returned to their rose-covered cottage in the woods. “Our porridge should be cool enough to eat by now,” remarked Mother Bear.


Baby Bear skipped up the path and opened the door. Mother Bear and Father Bear followed close behind.


They entered the cottage. Father Bear sat down in the big chair, and lifted his spoon to eat his porridge, when suddenly he stopped, a puzzled look upon his furry face.


“Someone has been sitting in my chair,” he cried.


“And someone has been sitting in my chair too,” cried Mother Bear.


“And someone has been sitting in my chair and they’ve broken it all up!” wailed Baby Bear.
