
The Sprinkler 
Sweat is dripping off me.  
Will I live, or will I die?  
My fate is in the hands of the universe.  
Beams of sunlight fill the streets, as I lie with my friends Patrick, 
Ava on the dry, cracked earth below.  
Suddenly, a sign of life: a sprinkler. On Mr Jenkin’s front lawn. 
We looked at each other. It was just across the road from us. We 
knew this was wrong but hey, on a day like this, you've gotta do what 
you've gotta do.  
What once was a harmless stare from across the road, had suddenly 
changed into a brutal war field. 
Elbows, knees and heads all smashed and crashed into mine. 
This was survival at its toughest. Who would get there first? 
On a 45-degree day, one wishes for a cold bath. But a sprinkler was 
far better. Like a drought had been broken. 
Sadly, that moment of glory was soon stopped as the irritated senior 
and  
owner of the sprinkler Mr Jenkins burst open the door and began 
yelling at us.  
“YOU CANNOT DO THIS WITHOUT ASKING MY PERMISSION YOU ….” 
We switched our hearing aids off. Judging by the colour of his face 
we didn't want to find out what he was saying. One of the good 
things about being deaf is that you have the option to do that. We 
know that we don’t have to listen to angry shouting especially when it 
is directed at us! One little flick of the switch and we have blissful 
silence. Anyway, we could communicate our hands together. 
 
Now we were on a mission. A mission to get the sprinkler back. One 
of my friends, Patrick, went up to his door, and knocked on the 
door.  
 
“Hello Mr Jenkins” he mumbled “Um... D-do you think you could 
perhaps … maybe let us-”  
Patrick’s voice was cut off by Mr Jenkins. 
“I would prefer it if I didn’t lend you the sprinkler”  



He closed the door on Patrick.  
Now to Plan B: Disguise. We dashed over to my house and got my 
dad's work uniform although it was a bit big, ok VERY big.  
I dragged the uniform over to Mr. Jenkin’s front door and knocked. 
“Hello Mr Jenkins!” I said in a deep voice “We’ve had a complaint 
about your sprinkler system-” Mr Jenkins laughed in my face. 
” Ha ha oh you kids are funny” and closed the door on me for the 
second time.  
We had given up. We were back to where we started. Lying on the 
ground.  
Suddenly my friend’s face lit up.  
“I have an idea”, Ava said.  
She started running to her house, her long, brown hair waving in the 
air. Patrick and looked at each other, before running after Ava as 
she sped towards her house.  Patrick and I stood still, puzzled, as 
Ava dashed up the stairs. A few moments later she came stumbling 
down the stairs, her hands full of all sorts of bits and bobs, and she 
laid them all out. Scissors, tape, lots of sponges, an old hose and two 
bricks. Patrick and I were still confused as we watched her whiz 
these items into place. The scissors, the tape, the sponges, the old 
hose and two bricks. What was she making?  
A few moments later, she had finished her creation. We helped her 
bring it out, and we placed it just outside Mr Jenkins house. But me 
and Patrick still had no idea what would happen when she turned on 
the tap. 
“Um Ava?” I questioned her,  
“What are y-”  
I didn’t need to speak, as the water erupted from the hose. She had 
made a sprinkler. We were speechless, our jaws dropped open, and 
Ava had a satisfied look on her face. The next half an hour, we spent 
squealing and laughing, as we refreshed ourselves. Mr Jenkins looked 
out the window at us, half smiling, half disapproving. Then he winked. 
Order was restored (at least for now). 
 


