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Level control
Information, structure and vocabula

ry are controlled to suit the
students’ ability at each level.

The number of words at each level:

Starter

about 300 basic words |
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Pre-Intermediate about 1400 basic words
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Vocabulary

Some difficult words and phrases in this book are important for
understanding the story. Some of these words are explained in the
story and some are shown in the pictures. From Pre-Intermediate
level upwards, words are marked with a num

ber like this: ...>. These
words are explained in the Glossary at the end of the book.
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Who am I?

omething very strange was happening to me. My head

hurt. I didn’t know where I was. I couldn’t remember
my name. | couldn’t remember anything.

My eyes were closed. I tried to think. Where was 17
Who was I? Someone spoke to me.

‘Are you all right? a voice asked.

I opened my eyes. It was evening and almost dark. I was
sitting on a long, wooden bench in a park. A teenage boy
was standing in front of me. The boy had a dog with him.
I couldn’t see any other people. Everywhere was quiet.

‘Are you all right? the boy repeated. ‘You look strange.’

I felt strange. I sat up straight. My whole body hurt.
‘What happened to me? I asked. ‘Did [ have an accident?”

‘[ don’t know,’ the boy said. ‘I saw you walk here and sit
down.’

‘I walked here!’ I said, surprised.

‘Yes, can’t you remember? It was about five minutes
ago.’

I couldn’t remember anything. The boy pointed behind
me. ‘You came from over there,” he said.

I turned and looked where the boy was pointing. I
could see some trees. Beyond the trees, a train passed by
slowly.

‘What's over there? I asked.



The boy pointed behind me.

U came from over there,” he said.

Yo



Who am [?

‘There’s only the railway line,” the boy replied. ‘But
that’s where you came from.’

‘What place is this? I asked.

The boy laughed. ‘What do you mean” he said. ‘Don’t

you know?

[ didn’t know.

“This is Nuneaton,” the boy said. He laughed again.

[ repeated the name of the town to myself. The boy
stood looking at me. My clothes were dirty. My jacket was
torn’.

‘He thinks I’'m mad,” I thought.

The boy moved away a little. ‘Did someone attack?
you? he said. ‘Have you been robbed?

[ put my hands in my pockets and checked quickly. In
one pocket, I found my wallet. Some money was inside it
and there were a few papers. In another pocket, I found a
house key and a gold earring.

‘Perhaps I've been robbed,” I said. ‘But there’s money in
my wallet.’

‘Shall I call the police”

I didn’t want to talk to the police. I wanted to go home.
[ needed a hot bath, an aspirin® and a long sleep.

‘There’s no need to call them,” I said. Tll report? the
attack to the police tomorrow.’

‘OK,’ the boy said.

I thanked the boy for his help. Then I watched him and
his dog walk away. I sat quietly for a few minutes. Slowly,
I began to feel better. I tried hard to remember. But I
could remember nothing. I had lost my memory.



Who am [?

| had to find out my name and address. I checked |,
pockets again. The house key was important, of Course.
But where was the house! Luckily, I had my walle
Perhaps the papers inside it could help me. I openeg m
wallet and took out the papers. On one of the pieces of
paper was a note. It said: Phone Harvey Chapman aboys
appomement. But there was no phone number.

[ also found a train ticket. It was a return ticket’ from
Birmingham to London. The date on the ticket was 6th
June. I checked the date on my watch. The dates were the
same. | had been to London today. And I had lef;
Birmingham this morning. But I wasn’t in Birmingham
now. | was in Nuneaton, a town near Birmingham.

There was a little pocket inside the wallet. In here, |
found something very important — business cards. All the
business cards were the same. They showed a name - m
name — and a business and a home address:

JAMES KEATING

HOME: WORK:

12 SUTTON STREET 301 BELLOWS LANE
BIRMINGHAM BIRMINGHAM
PHONE: PHONE
0121 23395009 0121 2364351

o e

e li“l“
Part of the mystery was solved. I began to ff"l‘n:% he
better. Now I could go home and rest. I walked a¢



Who am I?

park and into the town. I soon found the railway station.
Birmingham wasn’t far away. A train was leaving for
Birmingham in fifteen minutes. I phoned the home phone
number on my business card. Nobody answered. An
answering machine® was connected to the phone. I left a
message.

‘This is James,’ [ said. ‘I'm coming home.’



Published by Macmillan Heinemann ELT

Between Towns Road, Oxford OX4 3PP

Macmillan Heinemann ELT is an imprint of
Macmillan Publishers Limited

Companies and representatives throughout the world

Heinemann is a registered trademark of Harcourt Education, used under licence.

ISBN 1-405-07304-7
EAN 978-1-405073-04-2

Text © Richard Prescott 1995
First published 1995

Design and illustration © Macmillan Publishers Limited 1998

This edition first published 2005

All rights reserved; no part of this publication may be reproduced,
stored in a retrieval system, transmitted in any form, or by any means,

electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording, or otherwise, without
the prior written permission of the publishers.

This is a work of fiction. Any similarities to people, institutions,
corporations or public bodies bearing the same name are purely coincidental.

[llustrated by Derek Bishop
Typography by Adrian Hodgkins
Designed by Sue Vaudin

Cover illustration by Oliver Burston

Printed in Thailand

2009 2008 2007 2006 2005
1098765432



