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Murray and the Lamp Post 

  

 ‘Why are there two lamp posts?’  

 It was the first thing that Murray noticed when he set off for school. There had 

always been a lamp post outside his house, with peeling green paint and a yellow light 

that shone into his room. Now a new one stood next to it. 

 His mum shrugged. She often didn’t notice the things that Murray found 

interesting. 

 ‘I don’t know – maybe the council are replacing the old ones.’  

 ‘But why haven’t they taken the old one away? Maybe it’s not a lamp post – 

maybe it’s an alien invasion -’  

 ‘You’ve got a brilliant imagination,’ his mum laughed. ‘But you nearly forgot 

your lunch.’ She disappeared into the house, while Murray stood on the pavement and 

stared up at the lamp post. 

 It was black and sleek, higher than the line on the house where the bricks ended 

and the slates started. 

 His mum handed him his Star Wars lunch box. 

 ‘I put in a Tracker bar and an apple. You’d better be careful crossing that road.’ 

 On the way to school, Murray examined every lamp post. They were either made 

of crumbly concrete or metal. There were no tall black ones. 

 

When he got home, the two lamp posts were still there. The old one looked small and 

shabby. He walked around the new lamp post. It had a little flap about thirty centimetres 
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up from the pavement. A faint crackling sound came from it. Murray reached out 

curiously and touched the edge of the door. It felt tingly.  

 Murray had been told not to mess around with lamp posts by the Yorkshire 

Electricity man who’d come to assembly and shown a scary film about children being 

electrocuted. He pulled his hand away from the flap with some difficulty. It felt like his 

hand was magnetised to it. 

 He noticed his fingertips. Black stuff like iron filings stuck to them, standing on 

end. 

 Murray put his hands around the lamp post. It felt quite warm and soft, like lead 

in a pencil. When he took his hands away, they were covered in fuzzy, quivering spikes. 

He wanted to show his mum. He got his front door key out of its little pocket in his bag. 

Murray struggled to unlock the door because the stuff from the lamp post kept sticking 

the key to his hands. 

  ‘Look at the state of you!’ his mum shrieked. Toby the Golden Retriever wagged 

his tail and bounded towards Murray, but he held his hands up. 

 ‘It came off the lamp post – it’s magnetic – I told you it was an alien!’ His mum 

smiled like had had told a joke. 

 Murray looked down at his hands. His mum was right. The furry coating of iron 

filings had turned into smudgy black dirt. 

 ‘You’d better go straight to the bathroom with those hands.’ 

 ‘How am I supposed to go to the bathroom without my hands?’ Murray grumbled. 

 ‘Don’t be cheeky.’ 
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Murray drank milk and watched TV in the living room. Toby curled up on the carpet. The 

sky grew dark and the street lights came on. The smell of cooking and the sound of the 

radio drifted from the kitchen. The gas fire glowed, and Murray felt warm and sleepy. His 

dad would be home soon. 

 His mum came into the living room, holding out a five pound note. 

 ‘I forgot about pudding. Can you pop to the corner shop and buy some Angel 

Delight? Take Toby with you - he needs a walk.’ Murray put on his coat. Toby barked 

excitedly as Murray fetched his lead. 

 When he left the house, the new lamp post wasn’t on at all – just the old one, 

flickering weakly. Murray hurried to the shop and chose packets of butterscotch and 

chocolate flavour Angel Delight. Toby waited outside, his lead tied to the drainpipe. 

 When they were almost back home, Toby suddenly pulled on his lead, tugging it 

out of Murray’s hand. Toby leaped forwards and barked sharply at the new lamp post. He 

sniffed it with interest and cocked his leg against it. The lamp post crackled with blue 

light from top to bottom. 

 Murray grabbed Toby and dragged him away from the lamp post, just as blue 

sparks started coming out of the little flap. He ran down the path at the side of the house. 

Toby growled and made himself really heavy. 

 ‘Get in the house, Toby.’ Murray ordered. 

 He panted as he put the Angel Delight packets on the kitchen work surface. His 

mum looked worried. 

 ‘What’s the matter?’  

 Murray knew that she wouldn’t take any notice if he mentioned the lamp post 

again. 
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 ‘Nothing – I was just racing Toby.’ 

 ‘I hope you were sensible.’ 

 Murray wanted to forget about the lamp post. He had his tea, did his homework 

and played a new computer game with his dad. But Toby kept running to the living room 

window, whining. Murray peeped through the curtains. The new lamp post had started 

glowing – and it was getting brighter. 

  

When Murray switched his bedside lamp off, the lamp post’s blue light made it too bright 

to see the glow-in-the dark stickers on his bedroom ceiling.  

 The lamp post crackled, louder now. Murray walked towards the window and 

pulled the curtains open. The lamp post was so close he almost could have reached out to 

touch it. Its black magnetic stuff was bristling, like hair standing on end. 

 An old lady walked smartly along the pavement with her Scottie dog. The dog 

wagged its tail and scampered towards the lamp post. Murray tapped warningly on the 

glass, but the old lady stared at him crossly and stopped walking as the dog lifted its leg. 

A flash of light covered the lady and the dog in blue spikes. 

 Downstairs, Toby barked. 

 The lady and her dog disappeared. Murray was frozen in the window.  

 The bent head of the lamp post suddenly twisted round and arched towards 

Murray. He was surrounded by blue light, like he was at the bottom of an outdoor 

swimming pool. There was a face in the bulb: bulging eyes with dark blue centres and a 

wide grinning mouth. The face pressed itself against the window, squashing onto the 

glass like jelly. 
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 Murray opened his mouth to scream but his throat had dried up. He dragged the 

curtains across the window, dived into bed and covered his head with the duvet. 

 Toby barked frantically. 

 ‘That’s it. I’m taking that dog for a walk.’ Murray’s dad jangled Toby’s lead. 

 Murray leaped out of bed and thundered down the stairs, reaching the bottom just 

as his dad was opening the front door and Toby was straining to get out. 

 ‘No!’ Murray shouted. His dad turned round and stared. ‘The lamp post’s going to 

get you.’ 

 ‘He’s been going on about that new lamp post all day – thinks it’s an alien or 

something! I don’t know where he gets it from.’ His mum laughed. 

 ‘No! It’s real!’ Murray yelled. ‘If you don’t believe me, look at this!’ He ran 

across the living room and drew back the curtains. The room was filled with vivid blue 

light like the inside of a fish tank. Toby bounded towards the window and stood on his 

hind legs, scattering the window sill ornaments with his front paws. 

 The flap at the bottom of the lamp post sprang open, and light swirled out of it 

like a dazzling, blue fog. Murray shielded his eyes. The crackling sound turned into a 

roar, like an enormous blow torch flame. The house shook. Murray peeped through his 

fingers as the lamp post rose slowly into the sky. He watched as it grew smaller and 

smaller, until it was a pinprick of sapphire light amongst the stars. 
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