TRIP THROUGH TIME

Ly Stacey Allen



Year ©



	It was what seemed a normal Sunday morning in the noisy Holl
	As she bounced to the soft padded living room floor, her mot
	“ Get back here you little Runt!”
	Without having time to think, the mysterious figure had bash
	“I am here on behalf of your father. Your father would be he
	The Viking lowered his axe and stared absentmindedly in thro
	battered glass door. His attention was caught by Hollie’s mo
	“That’s my mother,” Hollie muttered still backed against the
	“Nooooooooo!!!” Hollie shrieked dramatically.
	Hollie’s voice died away gradually, astonished at the sight 

