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​Adam Dyment’s Diary

Monday 16 December 2003

I’m writing this diary because my psychiatrist told me to. She thought it would be a good idea. It would help me externalise my interior landscape. And this is a good idea because ...

I’m 14 years old, I live in a children’s home and my father is serving life for aggravated burglary and my mother is dead. 

And she thinks it’s a good idea to expose my poor little thoughts to a world like that? Well maybe if you’ve got a good job and a nice car and a nice house and a nice family. A psychiatrist really shouldn’t have pictures of her family on her desk. How does she think that makes us poor psychos feel?

What she doesn’t know is I’ve been keeping a diary for years. I’ve got a secret I can’t tell anyone, and writing it down was the only way I could think of not to go mad and shout it out loud in the middle of the playground. 

So today Barry - call-me-Baz - my social worker, drove me to my new school. He has an earring and a scruffy leather jacket and he hasn’t shaved and he’s probably 50 but he thinks he looks 20. His car stank like an ashtray. He lit up as soon as he got in and for a second I thought he was going to offer me one, but the moment passed. 

Instead, he tried to talk to me. 

“Worried about school, man?” he said. “I know where you’re coming from. I used to bunk off from school all the time.”

I said “Really – how middle class,” and that shut him up. 

Wightsmoor School is an ugly building behind a high metal fence. It looks new, but up close the woodwork is rotten, the concrete crumbling and scratched plastic windows replaced the broken ones. 

Baz buzzed us in and he handed me over to Mr. Lee, the head of year. He looked like a man worrying about the meeting he’d just left and planning the meeting he was about to go to. 

He gave me a timetable and took me to meet my tutor. 

The class went quiet when I walked in. Then somebody muttered something and somebody laughed too loud and a couple of girls giggled. I didn’t look around. It’s wiser to keep your head down until you know the rules. 

Miss Walters the tutor said “Welcome to 9W, Adam. I’ll find someone to look after you.” And I got handed over again. I hoped the caretaker didn’t have a dog. “Simon!”

Simon wasn’t much use to me. He’s a nice enough kid and all that, smart uniform and homework in on time and I’m sure he’s going to get good grades, but I needed someone who could tell me who ran the school so I could stay out of his way and who thought they ran the school so I could make them stay out of mine. 

Simon stayed out of everyone’s way. By lunchtime I’d lost him somewhere, so I took a tray and joined the line. Not that it mattered – he probably had sandwiches. Brown bread, fruit and yogurt. 

The dining hall was full of little kids messing about and big kids picking on the little kids. I got pizza, chips and a coke (no kiwi fruit or mineral water) and found somewhere quiet to sit and watch. 

I was thinking – where’s the Alpha Dog? And I was thinking – who’s the Daddy?

But I forgot something. 

In a rat pack there’s more than one rat. 

She came in and sat at the other end of my table, a mousy little girl with mousy hair and glasses. She’d gone for pizza, chips and coke too. And then they came – the Rat Pack. Four of them headed her way like they were being pulled on a wire. Her eyes flicked up and filled with panic. She glanced round but there was nowhere to run and no one to help. 

I looked away. It had nothing to do with me. 

She dropped her eyes and waited. 

In front was a skinny kid with a number one haircut and a pointy face. He didn’t look like the Alpha Dog to me. The others you could see on any street corner. 

They gathered round her, dumping their bags and shutting out the light. 

“Hello, Smelly,” the skinny kid said. “Where’s my dinner?”

She didn’t look up but she said, “My name’s Ellie and it’s my dinner, Spig.”

“Nah, it’s my dinner,” said Spig. “My chips. Here, have some of my chips, lads.”

And they did. And she just sat there waiting for what came next, knowing it was going to be worse. 

“Pizza?” said Spig. “I hate pizza. What did you get me pizza for?”

He emptied her can of coke all over her plate. It fizzed like battery acid and overflowed and rolled along the table toward me. Closer and closer. I could have moved my hand. I should have kept my mouth shut – but I didn’t. 

I leaned over and snagged the nearest bag and set it right down in the middle of that sea of coke and suddenly all the laughter stopped. 

I turned my head and they were all staring at me with their hard little eyes in their pale faces. 

Everything went slow and very quiet. 

Then I said “Leave her alone” and the noise came roaring back and things started running at 20 frames a second. 

“What?” said Spig. His face was like a screwed up piece of paper. 

I said it again. 

“You gonna make me?” he said and they pushed forwards. 

I stood up suddenly and my chair slammed back and fell over with a bang. They shrank back. 

Spig would be easy – I’m not big, but I was bigger than him – but the others were bigger than me and there were four of them. 

Every school I’ve been in has the same cheap lights. I made some little bits of plastic go away and it came crashing down behind them and they jumped. Girls screamed and then everybody cheered and started banging on the tables. 

Mr. Lee appeared. 

“Everything alright, boys?”

I stared Spig down. 

“Yes, sir,” he said. 

“Yes, sir,” I said. 

“Ellie?”

“Yes, sir.”

He knew something was going on but he didn’t know what and he didn’t want to know. Mr. Lee trailed Spig and his crew out and Ellie and I moved to a clean table. We shared my lunch. 

“You shouldn’t have done that,” she said. 

“Why not?”

“They’re in Bufton’s gang. He runs the school.”

I had to laugh. “Where were you three hours ago?” I said. 

“What?”

“Nothing.”

I spent the rest of the afternoon keeping an eye out for Spig. I wasn’t scared but I didn’t want a fight. All I wanted was to start again. All I want is a quiet life. Is that too much to ask?

And now it’s nearly 4 o’clock and I’m sitting in the head of year’s office waiting for Baz to come and take me to my new foster home. Mr. Lee keeps popping in and out. He thinks I’m doing my homework. He keeps trying to talk to me but I just keep shrugging and in the end he gives up and leaves me alone. I just wish everyone would. 

Letter to John Dyment, HMP Wandsworth SW18, London from Adam Dyment dated Thursday 27 June 2002

Dear Dad

I’ve been here a week now. I’ve got a double room with a boy called Alonso who farts a lot and thinks it’s funny. He’s also a thief. I know he’s nicked lots of the other kids’ stuff, but nobody grasses anyone up. It’s the rule here, and the staff like it that way because it makes their job easier. It’s not that they don’t care – it’s just that it’s relentless. It’s too much for them to deal with – so you have to deal with it yourself. 

It's all the usual stuff. I’ve heard name-calling of course, and there’s pushing and tripping. I’ve seen spitting in food and things going missing. Nobody gets punched. Not where anyone can see. But it’s constant. You’ve got to be on your guard. 

I don’t have anything for him to steal, but everyone keeps their valuables in bed with them at night and hides them during the day so no one nicks them. Even the lockers we have aren’t safe, so most kids have secret spots in the house and garden where they keep their stuff. You can watch them sneaking off sometimes when they think no one’s looking. 

Apart from him, there are a couple of kids called Jake and Lewis who like to throw their weight about. So far they’ve left me alone, but I’m fairly sure that they’ll try and start something soon. Funny thing is, they’re just kids really – but they’ve got to act big to keep themselves safe. I think that’s how I’ll be able to deal with them if they try and come for me. They’re just little kids with their toys – Lewis has got a fancy pair of trainers and Jake has a necklace he says is gold. It isn’t – we should know, right? They’d be broken if they lost their toys. But I shouldn’t complain. It must be a lot worse for you. I’m sorry it all went so wrong, Dad. I didn’t mean it to end up like this – with you in prison and me here 

Your son

Adam

Adam Dyment’s Diary

Monday 30 June 2002

Barry, the social worker who wants to be my friend, told me that the place is overcrowded and he’s not kidding. It’s impossible to get any peace and quiet here. 

The first thing I had to do was get Alonso out of the room. It wasn’t big enough anyway, even though there are only two single beds in it and a wardrobe and a chest of drawers we have to share. Not that it matters – all I’ve got is what I’m standing up in and a change of underwear. They’re supposed to be buying me some new clothes this week. 

There’s nothing wrong with Alonso – he just thinks he’s hard. He has no idea. He’s always bragging about what he’s done and I don’t believe any of it. Like all the other kids here, he thinks ‘stuff’ is important – he’s got a sovereign ring and a gold necklace and a Walkman that he keeps under his pillow at night. 

He’s got a load of other kids’ stuff too – watches, phones and jewellery. He showed me to prove how hard he is. Big deal. Has he ever knocked over a jeweller’s or a warehouse? I don’t think so. Funny thing is, he wants to be my mate. He can see I haven’t got anything. 

“I can get you stuff,” he says. “Designer clothes an’ that. Won’t cost you anything.”

That’s the trouble with kids here. They think ‘stuff’ matters – if you’ve got ‘stuff’ you’re important, ‘stuff’ can get you friends. They don’t know how easily stuff can disappear. 

“No thanks,” I tell him. “You’re alright.”

He didn’t like that, I could tell. He started spreading stories about me around the home – the usual kind of stuff, I won’t even bother wasting my time writing it down. Other kids started avoiding me, which I don’t mind, and calling me names. 

So I decided it was time to get him out. Three days ago I started disappearing his stuff. First the Walkman. He accused me of stealing it but I just shrugged and told him to search me. 

Next, it’s his ring and his necklace. He never takes them off. He’s going to be surprised when he wakes up tomorrow and they’re gone. 

Funny thing is, he hasn’t done anything about it. He hasn’t threatened me or tried to have a go. He just keeps looking at me funny and whispering to the other kids but I bet he grasses me up. 

––––––––
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INTERNAL MEMO – RESIDENTIAL OBSERVATION REPORT
Date: 3 July 2002
From: Barry Millar, Social Care Support Officer
Re: Adam Dyment – Room Dispute/Allegation of Theft
Within seven days of Adam Dyment’s arrival at Caerleon, his roommate, Alonso M. , requested a room change. When asked to clarify, Alonso alleged that Adam had stolen several personal items: specifically, a Walkman personal stereo, a sovereign ring, and a gold chain necklace. 

Following protocol, I raised the matter directly with Adam. He did not become defensive or distressed – in fact, he responded with an unusual calmness and suggested I search the room. He stood aside during the search, and was cooperative throughout. I inspected his drawers, wardrobe, the bedding, mattress and clothing. At no point did he resist or object. Once I had completed the check of his belongings, Adam politely recommended I search Alonso’s side of the room as well. 

While I did not locate the specific items Alonso reported missing, the search did turn up three watches, four mobile phones, assorted jewellery, and other items previously reported lost by various residents over the past two months. 

The recovered belongings were returned to their original owners. While the other children were pleased, none expressed interest in sharing with Adam. After some room reshuffling, Adam was allocated a single-occupancy attic room on the top floor of the house. 

Adam Dyment’s Diary

Thursday 4 July 2002

I told the staff I’d slipped. I didn’t slip and they know I didn’t slip. And I know they know I didn’t slip, but they’re quite happy to write ‘accident’ in the Accident Book and leave it at that. 

What actually happened was this. Ever since Alonso the others have left me alone. I don’t know what he told them, but there’s a lot of whispering and pointing. I feel like a circus freak. 

On the plus side, I’ve got a nice little crib right at the top of the house and you have to keep your head ducked all the time if you don’t want to bang it, but I can get out of the window and up onto the roof and then I can see for miles all over Birmingham. 

Where I am it’s all big old houses that have been turned into flats and bedsits and then you get to the concrete and glass in the city centre and right in the distance I can see the green of the Lickey Hills. When we were a family we used to go there for a picnic. 

That was a long time ago. The main thing now is to get through this. Dad’s being held on remand. Barry says he could get 3 years for aggravated burglary. I can do this for 3 years. But it could be life. That’s a minimum of 15 years. 

No point thinking about that. I’ll tell you what happened today. I let my guard down, that’s what. 

I was coming back from the kitchen. Lewis and Jake were waiting by the fire door. They didn’t say anything. Just smiled, the kind of smile that looks like a dog showing its teeth. They’re typical of the boys that are here – fourteen going on forty, skinny kids with pinched and pale faces, hoods up and heads down. They go round in pairs because it’s safer that way and they hunt in packs. 

Then Jake shoved me against the lockers. My nose went pop. Blood everywhere. Lewis laughed. Not even a proper laugh. Just a sound. But I think they got a bit scared, because they grabbed me and told me not to say anything, right?

I didn’t shout. Didn’t fight back. Didn’t cry. I just cleaned myself up in the bathroom and told Field I’d fallen. She looked like she didn’t believe me. But she didn’t push. 

I waited until lights out. They’ve got fancy trainers – some name brand that means you’re important and they always sleep with them in their beds just like everyone else. When they woke up in the morning, the shoes weren’t there. Not under the bed, not behind the radiator, not stuffed in anyone’s locker. Just – gone. 

Lewis called me a little freak at breakfast. I said nothing. But he didn’t touch me. Jake was sniffling into his cornflakes. Shame. But I didn’t hurt them. Not really. Just took something. Like they did. 

––––––––
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INTERNAL REPORT – Angela Field (filed 05/07)

Subject: Adam Dyment – Initial Staff Observations (Week 1)

Placement: Caerleon Residential Unit
Date of Admission: 06/02
Allocated Key Worker: A. Field
Summary:
Adam Dyment has been resident at Caerleon for approximately one week. Initial presentation is quiet, polite, and emotionally reserved. He is cooperative with staff, maintains good personal hygiene, and follows instructions without resistance. No behavioural incidents recorded to date. 
Adam spends the majority of his time alone, reading or sitting quietly in communal areas. He does not actively engage with peers and appears to avoid conflict where possible. However, staff have observed him being targeted by some of the older boys (verbal taunts, minor interference with personal items). Adam has not reacted physically or verbally in response. 

On 23/06, Adam was observed with a nosebleed and slight bruising under the left eye. When questioned, he stated he “slipped in the corridor.” No witnesses confirmed this. Staff suspect the injury was the result of an altercation, likely involving peer intimidation or low-level bullying, but Adam refused to name anyone. He did not wish to make a complaint and insisted he was “fine.”

Staff impression is that Adam is currently operating in a passive coping mode – minimising visibility, suppressing emotion, and relying on withdrawal as a defence strategy. There is some concern that this approach may shift over time, either towards internalised distress or a more unpredictable reaction if provoked. 

Adam appears intelligent and perceptive but is difficult to reach emotionally. No incidents of aggression or defiance, but staff should continue to monitor closely for any changes in presentation, particularly signs of withdrawal or sudden behavioural shifts. 

Recommendation:

	Continued low-key observation, particularly around high-risk peer interactions. 

	Consider low-level mentoring or external pastoral support. 

	Weekly key worker check-ins to build trust and create space for disclosure. 

	Explore opportunities for Adam to mentor a new arrival, to foster a sense of community. 


A. Field, Residential Care Staff

––––––––
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Adam Dyment’s Diary
Monday 8 July 2002
They asked me to show the new kid the ropes. I know what that means. They know I know what that means. And I know they know I know what that means. They’re trying to get me to be part of the ‘community.’ 

The kid’s name is Keiran. He’s smaller than me, and I’m not exactly the Incredible Hulk. He’s 12, but he looks about 8 and he clings to this little drawstring bag like it’s got his whole life in it – which, in this place, it probably has. 

First thing he asked me was, “Is it true they steal your shoes here?”

I told him, “Only if they fit.”

He laughed. Nervously. I could see the white showing all around his eyes, like a scared horse. 

We did the tour. Kitchen (don’t eat anything left out). Lounge (watch out for who controls the remote). Back garden (nothing grows here except rumours and everyone’s buried treasure and contraband). I told him not to sit in Alonso’s spot, not to take the last biscuit unless he wanted to keep his teeth to eat it, and not to leave his toothbrush anywhere it might get ‘accidentally’ used to clean someone’s trainers. 

He said thanks, and then stuck close to me for the rest of the day like a bit of chewing gum I couldn’t quite scrape off. I didn’t mind as much as I thought I would. 

He’s alright. Too polite, maybe. Still says ‘please’ and ‘sorry’ like he’s in a different postcode. I think he’s from somewhere nice where everyone has breakfast together, and helps with the homework and has picnics. I should know. That’s where I came from – before Mum died. 

Alonso clocked him straight off. Like a shark sniffing blood. Gave him that look that’s half amusement and half appetite. Keiran pretended not to notice, but I could see the little tremor go through him. 

Tonight Alonso flicked water at him during dinner. Nothing big, just a splash. Called him ‘posh boy.’ Everyone laughed. I didn’t. Keiran smiled like it didn’t matter. But I saw his hand clench under the table. 

He’ll learn. Or he won’t. Either way, he won’t stay the same. 

They’ve made a mistake, asking me to help him. Because I will. 

And I know what it’ll cost. 

––––––––
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Letter from Keiran to Molly
Dated: Wednesday 10 July 2002
Hello to the best little sister in the whole wide world! I hope you are looking after Mr Crumble and that he hasn’t eaten all the custard creams again. Tell Gran I said thank you for the picture you drew of us all at the beach – I’ve stuck it on the wall above my bed. 

I’m doing okay here. It’s a big place with loads of kids, and we all have to take turns for things like the TV and the showers, but it’s fair (mostly!). I’ve got my own bed and my own pillow, and the food is hot. Not as good as Mum’s spaghetti and meatballs, though! (No surprise there.)

There’s a big back garden with a football goal, and sometimes we play matches if the older ones let us. I haven’t scored yet, but I got really close yesterday, and one of the staff said I was “a proper little Wayne Rooney.”

My roommate is someone called Adam. He’s not very smiley, but he knows everything and showed me where to sit, what not to touch, and who not to annoy. I think he’s being kind in his own way, and he’s very clever. 

I’m trying hard to be good and follow the rules so we can all be back together again soon, when everything is sorted out and the grown-ups stop being so silly. I know it feels like forever but it isn’t. Just a little bit longer. 

Please keep doing your reading and your brushing-your-teeth, and give Gran the biggest hugs from me. Don’t forget to feed Rhubarb (hamsters are very forgettable). 

Tell Gran I said hi and yes, I am being brave. Everyone says I’m very brave. 

Love you all the way to the moon and back,

Keiran xxxxx

P. S. If Mr Crumble is sleeping on my pillow again, tell him he’s in big trouble. 

––––––––
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Adam Dyment’s Diary
Monday 29 September 2002
I suppose I knew it was going to end like this. Not with an explosion – but a slow, steady tightening until something snapped. 

The atmosphere in the house changed over the past couple of months. Not loud. Not obvious. Just a kind of waiting. Like even the house was holding its breath. 

There were no more fights after the new rules came in. No more stolen phones, no more bloody noses, no more group warnings from Barry or awkward apologies written out under supervision. On the surface, things were calm. But it was the kind of calm you get before a thunderstorm – not peaceful. Just pressure. 

I think it started when that kid arrived. The one who didn’t even pretend to be sorry. Fifteen, tall, arms like twisted rope and a stare that didn’t blink. We never knew his full story, but word gets around. Permanent exclusion from one school, suspended from another. On remand for something violent, something to do with a car and someone’s head. 

His mother had signed him over to the state because she couldn’t control him and the staff tried to make it sound like a “difficult decision.” Yeah, right. 

He said his name was Deakin and no one knew if that was his first or second name. And nobody asked. 

He laughed in the face of every adult in that house and then started picking off the other kids one by one. Not with fists, with nasty little games. And he took a special interest in Keiran. Maybe because he was younger. Maybe because he was decent. Maybe just because I looked out for him. 

It started out small like it always did – names, casual put-downs, throwing stuff at him across the dinner table. Then came the fake friendship. Laughing together, pretending to be pals with his arm round his neck just a bit too tight. It made Keiran happy for about four days. Then something changed. I saw it in his face one night, pale and quiet, like something had gone missing inside him – just like that stupid picture he’d put up over his bed went missing a day later. 

And then Deakin broke Keiran’s arm. In the lounge with everybody watching and nobody doing anything – including me. I should have done something but I couldn’t. Deakin’s bigger and harder and he’s got an evil streak. He made a joke about bending action figures the wrong way. Said that’s how you find out where they break. 

Keiran screamed and the staff came running in and nobody said anything. When Barry asked me what I’d seen, I told him nothing. Said I must have missed it. Said if all the others said Keiran fell off his chair, then that’s what must’ve happened. Barry gave me that look again. The one like he’s wondering how much I actually see. But he didn’t push it. 

When Keiran came back from the hospital his arm was in a sling and all plastered up and he barely looked up from the floor. He said “hi” like he was apologising for something. 

After dinner because he couldn’t climb on the roof, we sat on the fire escape behind the laundry block. You’re not supposed to, but no one checks after dark. We listened to the boiler ticking through the bricks and we didn’t talk for ages. Then he said, quietly, “You didn’t help me.”

I didn’t answer. 

He said, “He twisted it. Grabbed it and bent it. Like you do with cheap plastic toys. He was laughing.” Then he looked at me – not crying, just empty behind his eyes and said, “He laughed. He laughed when it snapped.”

Still I didn’t say anything, but that’s when I knew. 

Not just about Deakin – I'd already knew who he was. What he was. But I knew something else: this place couldn’t take much more. And neither could I. Something had to be done. No fists. No shouting. No revenge story with blood on the carpet. But trees get old and grow brittle. And sometimes, branches just give way. 

It won’t look like justice – but it’ll feel like it. 

––––––––
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Report by Barry Millar on Adam Dyment to Child Protection Conference 23. 01. 03

Adam came to Caerleon Children’s Home on 20. 06. 02 on an emergency placement as there was no extended family to support him. He had initially been taken into care following the arrest of his father. His sister was successfully placed with foster carers, and several attempts were made to do the same with Adam over a period of six months. All of these were unsuccessful for a variety of reasons. Adam is a young man who tests everyone who reaches out to him. So far all his carers have failed the test. 

The home is overcrowded, with twenty-five children, seventeen boys and eight girls ranging in ages from seven to sixteen with only twelve bedrooms and eight staff work eight hour shifts twenty-four hours a day On arrival Adam was placed in a double bedroom with a boy of approximately his own age. 

Within a week the boy asked to be moved. I questioned him and he said Adam was stealing his property. He gave me a list that included a Walkman personal stereo, a sovereign ring and a gold chain necklace. 

When I approached Adam about the missing items I expected him to get angry, but he remained calm and told me he told me to search the room with a smile that I got used to over the next six months. He stood by the door while I searched everywhere: in his wardrobe, under the bed, through his drawers. I moved furniture and checked his clothes, even what he was wearing. He didn’t refuse any of my requests and even went out of his way to be helpful, but when I had finished he told me I should also search the other boy’s half. 

I did not find the Walkman, ring or chain, but I found three watches, four mobile phones, jewellery and other possessions that had gone missing over the last two months. 

The other children were delighted to get their property back, but none of them wanted to share with Adam. By moving them around, Adam ended up on his own in a small attic room at the very top of the house. 

We knew that bullying was going on at that time but there was very little we could do about it. There were twenty-five children and eight staff working eight hour shifts twenty-four hours a day. There were too many dark corners for things to happen and no one was talking. 

We instituted new initiatives such as irregularly-timed patrols and more communal time, and although lights out was brought forward we allowed the older children to stay out later; and this worked well until we admitted a new boy called Deakin and there was a reoccurrence of incidents of “walking into doors” and “falling downstairs.”

The worst of these occurred about three months after Adam was admitted, in the common room during the newly-extended communal time. All the children were there, watching television or playing games, reading or just sitting talking. I was one of the two members on duty when the phone rang in the office. I remained while one of my colleagues went to answer it. While she was out of the room one of the children had a severe nosebleed that would not stop and I had to get him to the bathroom to get him cleaned up. When I returned to the common room my colleague was attending to one of our younger children, a twelve-year-old boy who was a suspected victim of abuse. 

He had sustained a broken arm. 

My colleague rode with him in the ambulance but all she could get out of him was that he had fallen off his chair. 

I made a further investigation back at the home and every child’s story was exactly the same as his, almost word for word. Everyone’s except for Adam. 

He said he hadn’t seen anything even though he was in the room when the boy’s arm was broken in three places. He said that if all the others said the boy had fallen off his chair, then that’s what must have happened. 

The atmosphere at the home became increasingly oppressive over the following weeks. There were no further serious incidents of bullying, largely due to the heightened sense of awareness amongst the staff but the sense of foreboding remained. I became convinced that the reign of terror coincided with the arrival a month earlier of a fifteen-year-old boy whose mother had put him into care because she could no longer cope with him at home. He had already received a permanent exclusion from one school and been temporarily excluded from another. He was also on remand awaiting trial for one count of assault causing actual bodily harm and another for aggravated vehicle taking. 

The other children went out of their way to avoid him or gave in to him. All except Adam. He carried on as he had always done. 

He spent his time reading, everything in the house and when he had exhausted that, from the library. He read anything: fact, fiction, old or new. It didn’t seem to matter. He played chess for a while with the other children and the staff but no one could beat him and we soon stopped. He had little interest
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	DI Stephen Clarke

	Duty Solicitor: Mr. Peter Hains

	Appropriate Adult: Mr. Malcolm Reeves (Social Services)
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	A long (10 metres) rope at least 5 mm thick

	Two paperclips with diameters smaller than the rope

	Sheets of A4 paper/clipboards/tape measures

	Whiteboard and markers
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