


Steven Riggs didn’t know who’d named him. It wasn’t his father, who had 
never even clapped eyes on him and it wasn’t his mother, who died giving 
birth to him. It was probably someone in the cold, dank workhouse where he 
lived with a gaggle of other homeless orphan boys. The workhouse was a 
cruel, hard place to grow up. Hungry and drained, depressed and downbeat, 
Steven despised queuing every night for grey, watery gruel. The more he had 
that grey, watery gruel, the more depressed and downbeat he became. But he 
was so hungry…

One fateful day, Steven dared to ask, “Please sir, can I have some more?” The 
master went red, then crimson and then almost purple with rage!

“MORE!” he shouted. “Be off with you to Mr Dongle.” Terrified, Steven ran 
away and faced the dark and dangerous streets of Victorian Britain alone.

An example of a historical fiction story



Could you use 
these ideas to 
write your 
own historical 
fiction story?


