We crunch down the alleyway in our jeans and trainers, past the neglected backyards of all the shops on Blackbird Hill.  There must have been blackbirds there once, but not now.  There are no birds to be seen now, although I’m sure there must be plenty of rats living in the huge bins with all their rubbish spilling out everywhere.  The smell of fish and chips fills the air.  There are big skips in the back of some of the yards.  A dog starts barking as we walk past one back yard and it doesn’t stop.  We see some rotting fish heads thrown out onto the concrete of one yard.  Carla sticks her finger down her throat and makes a gagging noise.  Nat starts giggling.  That’s when I see it.

Tucked between two shop yards is a tunnel.  It looks like an old railway tunnel but it’s much smaller and narrower.  It would only fit one person at a time through it, although it’s high, about ten feet I reckon.  It’s dark inside and built of muddy brown and red brick and it looks really ancient.

“Look!”  I say to the girls.  They look and see the tunnel too.  We don’t say anything but we are all keen to go into the tunnel and explore.  We are all thinking, what’s inside it and where will it end?  I can feel their excitement in my bones.  For some reason, it’s prickling in my skin.  

“Come on!”  Says Nat.  We go in.

