
Save Our Stories Freelance Learning Co-ordinator  

We are seeking a highly creative individual to lead on the development and delivery of a strategic 

learning pilot for Save Our Stories, an exciting and innovative new storytelling and creative writing 

programme for Blackpool and Wyre.  

This is a role for an experienced practitioner, who has exceptional storytelling and workshop delivery 

skills and good project management and organisational skills.  They should have a passion for 

storytelling and reading, experience of leading storytelling and creative writing workshops for early 

years, children and young people and good knowledge of the National Curriculum English 

Framework for key stages 1, 2 and 3.  Experience of successful working with writers and creative 

organisations is essential. 

The S.O.S Learning Co-ordinator will report directly to the Arts Development Officer and work closely 

with the S.O.S Planning Group, which is made up of representatives from Blackpool and Lancashire 

schools, arts and libraries, Left Coast, early years, family learning, and the Blackpool Museum 

Project, to benefit from their collective knowledge and experience and to ensure that sector 

developments in education theory and practice are actively sought and shared.   

This is a freelance opportunity subject to satisfactory DBS clearance checks. The relationship the 

Council wishes to establish with the successful candidate is a commercial contract for the 

provision of specific services. Applicants should be able to certify that they comply with self -

employed Taxation regulations. 

Project dates: 7 months from appointment  

Hours: Average 22hrs per week to include some evening and weekend work. 

Fee: £8,500 (1/7 fee paid each month on receipt of invoice) 

Closing Date for Applications: 10.12.15 

Applications to: Lynne Pattinson, Arts Development Officer, Central Library, Queen Street, Blackpool 

FY1 1PX or email lynne.pattinson@blackpool.gov.uk  

 

The Save Our Stories Project is managed by Blackpool Arts Service with funding support from 

LeftCoast (the Arts Council England supported Creative People and Places Programme for 

Blackpool and Wyre). 

 

mailto:lynne.pattinson@blackpool.gov.uk


Background and Further Information 

The focus for the Save Our Stories programme is to deliver fun and challenging activities 

that promote creative writing, reading and storytelling and improve literacy for children, 

young people and their families.  The idea is inspired by the work achieved by internationally 

successful models like Dave Eggers’, 826 Valentia Project in San Francisco 

http://826valencia.org/about/ , Ministry of Stories in London  http://ministryofstories.org/  and 

Fighting Words in Dublin http://www.fightingwords.ie/ 

Our programme is very much rooted in the community it serves, Blackpool and Wyre, which 

has a widely spread population with differing social needs, living in a diverse region, which 

includes the world famous seaside resort, the former fishing port of Fleetwood and the rural 

villages and salt marshes of Wyre.  

 

 

Purpose of the role 

 To help create a new model of learning to support children’s literacy through storytelling 

and creative writing based on the Save Our Stories premise, using the S.O.S Rescue Vehicle 

as a tool of engagement. 

 To develop, co-ordinate and deliver a pilot programme of learning and participation 

activities for education partners in Early Years, Family Learning, Primary and High School 

settings. 

 To develop, co-ordinate and deliver participatory activities that explore storytelling and 

creative writing for S.O.S appearances at events/festivals and other promotional 

opportunities. 

 To promote and market the S.O.S. pilot to strategic partners to secure bookings for S.O.S 

projects, appearances and workshops. 

 To develop ongoing evaluation tools and report on key performance indicators. Providing 

the evaluation and monitoring information that will inform future plans and fulfil 

commitments to strategic partners. 

 

Aims of role:  

 

 Devising learning programmes to support the S.O.S mission and vision objectives. 

http://826valencia.org/about/
http://ministryofstories.org/
http://www.fightingwords.ie/


 Developing and delivering projects/workshops within a range of schools/early years/family 

learning settings and engagement activities at public events and festivals. 

 Working with participants of differing ages who have a range of needs. 

 Managing a programme delivery budget of £10K and supporting ongoing fund raising 

applications. 

 Supporting S.O.S volunteering and work placement opportunities.  

 

 

Wider Engagement Responsibilities 

 Actively engage with the Cultural Services Team (Arts, Libraries and Heritage) and LeftCoast 

Engagement Team to contribute to wider opportunities for partnership working. 

 Ensure that all activities are suitably publicised, newsworthy activity is profiled and that web 

content is updated. 

 Support and promote all Blackpool Council policies, with specific attention to Equality & 

Diversity, Safeguarding, Health & Safety and Data Protection. 

 

 Essential Desirable 

EXPERIENCE  Storytelling & experience of immersive 

storytelling  

 leading literacy focussed arts/creative 

writing workshops with Early years, 

children and young people in education 

and community settings 

 working with vulnerable children and 

children with a disability working in an 

arts/drama or theatre setting 

 working in an arts/drama or theatre 

setting 

 professional training in workshop delivery 

  

 

SPECIAL KNOWLEDGE  education to degree level in an 

Arts/Humanities Subject (or equivalent) 

 current trends within English Education 

at Key Stage Foundation,1,2 & 3 

 knowledge of safeguarding issues, 

  Teaching, early years or youth work 

qualification 

 Knowledge and experience of event 

organisation 



particularly in relation to children and 

young people 

 Awareness of equal opportunities issues 

 

PRACTICAL SKILLS  ability to devise and lead successful 

and enjoyable workshops 

 excellent communicator with good 

negotiation skills, able to promote 

and share the work 

 good organisational skills, able to 

plan and deliver to agreed timescales 

 good IT skills 

 ability to drive and a clean driving 

licence (standard driving licence) 

 ability to manage a designated 

budget 

 

 

 

COMPETENCIES: 

 

 Achieving Results – actively contributes to organisational success at various levels 

 Creativity – confident in providing new ideas and concepts 

 Communication – ensures sharing of relevant information to create mutual understanding 

 Dealing With Difficult Situations – steers people toward a constructive outcome, reports 

incidents and shares concerns with manager. 

 Interpersonal skills – actively communicates through listening and understanding 

 Safety Orientation – actively considers the safety and wellbeing of self, participants and staff 

 Working With Others – brings people together, shares information, builds trust 

Appendix 1 - Save Our Stories Mission, Vision and Premise 

Our Vision is to give every child a voice and the skills and confidence to express their ideas through 

stories. 

 

Our Mission 



We believe that every child has the right to experience the magic of stories and explore the world of 

the imagination. Save Our Stories will work with children, young people, their families and teachers, 

encouraging them to experiment with storytelling, writing and creativity, helping them acquire the 

literacy skills they need to take them on their own magical storytelling journeys. 

 

Our Aims  

 To bring to Blackpool and Wyre an adventurous and imaginative new programme, focussed 

on storytelling, creative writing and reading for children and young people, inspired by 

internationally successful models like 826 Valentia, San Francisco 

http://826valencia.org/about/  and Fighting Words, Dublin                

http://www.fightingwords.ie/   

 To work with writers, artists, teachers and librarians to develop new creative approaches to 

literacy through imaginative creative writing, reading and storytelling activities; and through 

this improve the wellbeing and educational attainment of children in our community. 

 To work with partners in Early Years’ and Family Learning to develop creative activities that 

encourage parent/carer and child bonding through the sharing and enjoyment of stories and 

through this improve the life opportunities for local children. 

 To work with inspirational artists and writers to nurture new creative writing and to push the 

boundaries of the artform. 

 To increase local participation in the arts by developing a programme of activities and 

opportunities that targets those in our community least likely to engage with arts and 

literary activities. 

 To provide creative pathways to literacy, high quality volunteering, work placement and 

shadowing opportunities and through this approach help address worklessness in our 

community. 

 

Our Values (these will inform what we do) 

 Schools, teachers, Early Years and Family Learning, Arts and Libraries Services are our 

essential partners. 

 Children are at the heart of what we do. 

 Creativity and imagination feed literacy. 

 Enjoying reading is every child right. 

 Our programme is inclusive and accessible. 

 We are a part of our local community. 

http://826valencia.org/about/
http://www.fightingwords.ie/


 Volunteers are an essential part of our programme. 

 

Save Our Stories – The Premise 

What if all our stories suddenly disappeared?  What if we woke up one day and there were no 

books, no nursery rhymes, no soap operas, no plays, no jokes, no films, no anecdotes, no funny 

stories on the bus, no comics, no reminiscences, no histories? What would our daily lives feel like? 

We’d soon discover that we’d lost something vital, and we’d want to do all we could to get our 

stories back. This is the provocation behind Save Our Stories. It imagines a future where all our 

stories have disappeared and it’s up to the children and young people of Blackpool and Wyre – from 

East to West, North to South – to get them back. It’s an imaginative and vibrant approach to 

storytelling and story sharing and offers a surprising yet accessible opportunity to engage in literacy. 

 

How do we Save Our Stories? 

We Save Our Stories with the S.O.S Rescue Vehicle, and one has already been designed. It’s a 

stunning, startling, story-gathering voyager which will travel to festivals, schools, children centres, 

coastlines, countryside, neighbourhoods, and communities throughout the whole of Blackpool and 

the Wyre region with one simple message – help us Save Our Stories. Designed by artist Andy Hazell 

and gleaming red and chrome, the rescue vehicle announces its arrival with a fanfare and then 

throws open its doors to invite participants inside to help with the adventure. It is both a call to arms 

and a creative play space where new stories are created and stored. Accommodating groups of up to 

twelve  at a time the S.O.S Rescue Vehicle will function as a futuristic library where participants will 

create stories for the blank books on the walls of the vehicle. Gradually, as the S.O.S vehicle travels 

up and down the area, more stories will be created, the library will become fuller and richer, and the 

vehicle will become owned and marked by those who have used it. Participants will also be able to 

track the progress of their stories online, follow the map of where the voyager visits, and see the 

growing list of story-saving heroes. 

Save Our Stories Storybook (Draft) - copyright Nick Walker 

1. 

Some said they heard a crackling or a fizzing, as if from an electrical storm, and one so strong and 

sudden that the illuminations along the seafront burst their bulbs. Others said it was like a roar from 

a whirlwind which funneled down the River Wyre loosening roof tiles and rattling all the bins in 

Fleetwood. Those unable to sleep talked of a hum, like from a refrigerator but louder and all through 

the house, making the dogs whine and the cats howl. Fishermen out to sea spoke of distant pops 



and cracks of fireworks along the shoreline, and a glow which dimmed the light on the Pharos 

lighthouse. Others inland heard a deep thud which rattled the doors in their doorframes, knocked 

over glasses of water, and set off car alarms. Even those asleep said their dreams were suddenly 

interrupted, like someone fiddling with the cable on the television set and making the picture 

wobble. But whatever it was, when the morning came, the noise had stopped, everything was quiet, 

and all appeared calm. It was only when the people wiped the last bit of sleep from their eyes and 

went out into the world that they discovered that something had gone very, very wrong. 

2. 

<insert the name of your town> was, on the face of it, still the same town – pavements hadn’t been 

ripped up, houses still stood, toast still popped from the toaster, tea still brewed, and the sun still 

rose and shone on the <insert town landmark>. Buses kept their routes, bicycles freewheeled, and 

planes flew overhead. But everyone could tell something was up, it’s just they didn’t know what it 

was. They were glancing at each other like they wanted to strike up a conversation, but then would 

look away as they didn’t want to make a fool of themselves. People stood outside newsagents 

chewing their nails, and queued in coffee shops unable to decide what to order, and waited at bus 

stops shuffling their feet. Drivers in cars at traffic junctions didn’t drive off when the lights changed 

but just sat there behind the wheel wearing a little frown of confusion. No one even beeped them to 

get a move on. It was as if the whole country had been hit on the head with a spade, or had 

suddenly been told to speak in a different language, and none of them knew how to do it.  

‘Well I don’t know what’s going on,’ said one woman who was just standing in the middle of the 

park. ‘Even though the world hasn’t exploded, and I can still find a parking space, I still feel really 

horrible, and I want someone to do something about it.’ 

3. 

My name is <insert your name>, I’m <age> years old and I’ve always loved stories. Sometimes I 

wonder if I love them a bit too much. There are times when fiction and reality blur in my head, and 

the characters that exist in my books feel much realer than the people at school, or at home. I like to 

talk to Sherlock, or Hermione, or Tin Tin, and confide in them, letting them know my secrets, and 

asking their advice. They’ll come on walks with me, they’ll whisper things to me during dinner, they’ll 

help me sleep at nights. John in Swallows and Amazons sometimes communicates with me in Morse 

Code. When I’m talking to them, people say I sometimes have a faraway look in my eye and the 

teachers at school complain that they have to ask me the same question three or four times before I 

realise that I’m being spoken to. I think that’s why I’m seen as a bit of an outsider. I don’t mind. 



Being an outsider is fine when the insider life is so interesting. Anyway, while everyone else was 

wondering around in a state of confusion, I immediately knew what was wrong. My head was empty 

and that big cast of friends who kept me company had disappeared. I don’t think I’ve ever been as 

terrified as I was that morning. 

4. 

By the time I got to school everyone had been called into the hall. Normally they’d be music playing 

while we settled and then it would be switched off as our headteacher would push open the doors 

at the back and stride in, shoes clapping confidently on the parquet flooring – clap clap clap - and 

we’d all fall silent. Today, though, it was already silent and the footsteps were uncertain as if the 

head wasn’t sure if this was the right school. In fact, the footsteps didn’t even make it to the stage 

but instead turned and ran out the back doors and away. We all heard the sound of a car starting 

and speeding off. Another teacher, one I didn’t know very well, stepped up onto the stage at the 

front. She looked pale and her lips were tight, and there were little lines of worry around her eyes. 

‘School,’ she said, and her voice cracked a bit so she had to clear her throat. ‘School’, she said again, 

‘we appear to have …’ and she stopped again. It was clear to me that she hadn’t really understood 

what had happened, or what to do about it. She took a sip from a bottle of water and I noticed her 

hands trembling as she tried to put the lid back on. ‘School,’ she started, but again she stopped and 

looked desperately at her colleagues. I couldn’t bear it anymore so I stood up. Everyone turned and 

looked at me. 

5. 

You know when you have those moments when you seem a bit outside yourself? Like you’re doing 

something but at the same time you’re watching yourself do it.  

The moment in the hall was like that. I was in a sea of school kids and I was aware of my mouth 

opening and words coming out in a voice I hardly recognised.  

‘All our stories are gone,’ I said. 

For a moment, all was still. Then the hall started buzzing as they started to realise this was the cause 

of the day’s weirdness. All the novels had no plot. All the comics were colourless. All the films were 

freeze framed. All the poems were unspoken. All the theatres were silent. All the tvs were on 

commercial break. All the e-readers pixelated. All the nursery rhymes were unsung. Everyone’s 

dreams were gone. The buzzing grew into a rumble and then a roar and soon the noise in the hall 

was deafening. 



‘Quiet!’ I shouted. 

I’ve never shouted before in my life but when I did, the hall fell silent. 

‘Now I don’t know who, or what, has taken our stories, and I don’t know where this thing, or this 

creature is now. I don’t know if any demands have been made, I don’t know if anything else is going 

to be taken from us. But I do know one thing …‘ 

I felt like I was in a movie. 

‘We’ve got to get our stories back. And fast.’ 

 

6. 

School was cancelled. I don’t think that was what I was actually calling for, but since all of the books 

in the school had become useless it seemed like it may as well close for the day. Even the maths and 

science books had little stories in them to explain formulas and theories and without those little 

stories the text books flapped around uselessly like fish out of water.  I think if a meteor had hit 

Earth, or a war had started, or a giant tornado was approaching, then they’d have looked to a 

different leader, but I was the story kid, I always had been, and so it turned out I was the one they 

chose. Until that point, hardly anyone knew my name, but that morning everyone did.  Even the 

mean girls at the top of the school high-fived me as I walked past. A boy who’d bullied me since 

reception gave me the chocolate bar from his packed lunch. He looked a bit scared – not of me – but 

that he might never hear a story again. Turns out he needed them as much as anyone. 

‘Tell us what to do,’ everyone asked. And so I told them that if we were to save our stories, the first 

thing we’d need was a rescue vehicle. 

 

7. 

‘It should be like a submarine,’ someone said. 

‘It should be like a missile,’ someone else said. 

‘It should be like a Spitfire, or a truck, or a flying tram, or a spaceship,’ everyone else said. 

And so it was like all those things, and that day we made one. 



I was the only one who knew how to drive it, and I chose <insert the name of your friend> as my co-

pilot. We roared and flew and sailed and transported through the towns and countryside following 

leads and clues.  

It could’ve been a huge snake which squeezed the stories out of the books; it could’ve been a beast 

with an enormous paper shredder for a mouth; it might have been a giant with vacuum cleaner 

hands who sucked up all the words; it might have been a jealous ghost who hated people for not 

believing it existed and so stole all the stories; it could’ve been an octopus which came in from the 

sea with suction pods on its tentacles to gather thousands of stories at a time; it might have been a 

character with no story who wanted to have all the stories himself; it could’ve been an angry 

typewriter wanting all its words back; and for one serious boy, who seemed to know more than he 

should, it was almost certainly THE GOVERNMENT that had done this.  

 

8. 

One day passed, then another, then another, and still no sign of our stories. 

‘You’re making a big fuss about nothing,’ a man said. ‘My life won’t change, I don’t like stories, I only 

read the newspaper and things on Facebook, I think we should just move on.’ And he was confident 

he would get through the week without needing a story.  

But when he boarded his tram each morning and tried to tell his driver a joke, he found the 

punchline had disappeared. And when he got to work all the funny stories from his workmates had 

vanished. And as he toiled away on the factory floor there were no songs on the radio telling stories 

of love, rage, or hope. And in the evenings, when he got home and switched on the television, Albert 

Square was deserted, no one drank in the Rovers’ Return, and there were no admissions to Holby 

City. Even on his beloved computer no one committed any Grand Theft Autos, he wasn’t called for 

duty, and Lara Croft just sat at home drinking tea. 

And at the weekend when his wife asked him how he felt he said he felt like … he felt as if he … but 

he couldn’t explain his sadness about the loss of stories, as that was his own little story of the week, 

and that had gone too. 

 

9. 



And still we searched. After eight days I sensed the team beginning to lose faith, our bodies were 

exhausted, our heads were throbbing, and we had been surviving on a diet of chips so we were a bit 

bloaty and grumpy, but I wouldn’t give up and drove the gang harder and harder. It was past 

midnight when we found ourselves near the Manchester Square tram stop in Blackpool. It was 

around this spot that the ancient stream ‘le Pul’ drained into the sea, and because the stream 

passed over the peat lands in the east, the water that flowed here was blackened, and eventually 

gave the town its name. The pools of black water stopped long ago when dykes diverted the stream 

and the peat dried up, but that night, whether it was because it was late, or because the moon was 

casting a strange light over the water, or whether it was because our eyes were just bloodshot from 

three days of investigating, I thought I noticed that the sea was black again. I dipped my finger in the 

water and then looked at it, the tip inky. Perhaps it had blackened not from peat this time, but from 

the words of millions of books. I showed the gang. 

‘Where’s the source of this stream?’ I asked. They looked at the map and pointed to Marton Mere. 

This was the only possible source of the run-off. All our stories must be in the lake. ‘Come on!’ I 

shouted. They were starting to think I’d gone crazy. 

 

10. 

I used to enjoy swimming but I’m not sure I ever will again after that night. When we parked up on 

the edge of the lake and looked in, the water, to my mind at least, appeared to be a swirling mass of 

wild words and frothing phrases. At first we didn’t know what to do. Someone suggested we get a 

big net and tried to catch the stories and bring them to shore. Someone else said we should dig a 

hole in the bottom and drain the lake so the words would be left. I didn’t think either would work, so 

I just jumped in. The shock was huge, the water was freezing and it was so dark I didn’t know what 

was down or what was up. Words darted around me like shoals of fish, they got into my clothes, and 

into my hair. Near the surface I thought I saw some sentences from Charlie and the Chocolate 

Factory, and a few good lines from Diary of a Wimpy Kid, but as I got deeper there were passages 

from The Hunger Games and chapters from Northern Lights and The Graveyard Book. Bits of 

Watership Down mixed with Charlie and Lola. The Hungry Caterpillar swirled into Artemis Fowl. 

Words got into my mouth and up my nose. Swallows, Amazons, Truckers, Hobbits, Lions, Witches, 

and Wardrobes. 

Everything I had ever read was churning around me, and just when I thought I could catch some of 

them, everything went black. 



 

11. 

When I came to I was lying on my back and a bright light was shining in my eyes. I could hear bleeps 

and buzzes of bits of equipment which made me think I must be in a hospital. I tried to speak but 

there was something in my mouth, a tube perhaps, and my whole body ached. Voices were talking 

around me but they were muffled and echoing like there was still water in my ears. 

‘We don’t know what happened,’ said a woman, ‘the patient just turned up alone freezing cold and 

wet and was speaking random words which didn’t make any sense, then fell unconscious and for the 

last four days has showed no signs of coming round. I think it’s hopeless.’ 

And that was the scariest thing, my own story about how I came to be in this hospital bed had been 

lost along with all the other stories. And what did they mean I was alone? What about my gang? 

What about the rescue vehicle? And what was worse, even if they did find my own story it didn’t 

look like it would have a happy ending. I tried to sit up but my head felt as heavy as a bowling ball 

and I couldn’t move it. I heard the people in the room start to leave. I could wiggle my fingers and so 

I tapped my fingernail on the cold metal of the bed railings at my side. Ting ting ting. The footsteps 

were still disappearing so I tapped them again, louder this time. Ting ting ting. The footsteps 

stopped. I tapped out a code. Dot dot dot, dash dash dash, dash dash, dot. 

 

12. 

Now I don’t know if it was luck, but the doctor, or whoever it was, must have been in the navy, or in 

the army, or perhaps she had read Swallows and Amazons as a child like I had, but whatever the 

reason, somewhere down the line she had learned morse code and she understood what I was 

tapping out on the side of my bed. Dot dot dot was the letter S, and dash dash dash was the letter O. 

‘Are you saying SOS?’ asked the doctor. ‘Are you a sailor? Is that how you’re here?’ 

No, that wasn’t what I was tapping out. I was telling her something else. I tapped some more. Dot 

dot dot, dot dash, dot dot, dash, dot dot. 

I was going so quickly that the doctor told me to stop. She needed to get some paper and a pencil to 

write it down and she hurried away. 



I tried to order my thoughts. If my future really was as gloomy as everyone seemed to think then I 

might just get one chance to get the story told. The doctor rushed back into the room with a 

notebook. I started tapping. 

... --- -- . / ... .- .. -.. / - .... . -.-- / .... . .- .-. -.. / .- / -.-. .-. .- -.-. -.- .-.. .. -. --. 

She wrote the words in her pad: “Some said they heard a crackling or a fizzing, as if from an 

electrical storm, and one so strong and sudden that the illuminations along the seafront burst their 

bulbs ...” 

 

13. 

It took all day to tap it out, the doctor drank ten cups of coffee, but by nightfall I was on the last 

sentence. This sentence, the one you’re reading now, before I let my hand rest by my side. 

‘But it doesn’t finish,’ said the doctor. ‘What happened to all the stories? How will we get them 

back? 

I didn’t answer. I was exhausted. 

The doctor looked at her notebook. She had filled twelve pages and had started on the thirteenth. 

She was about to ask again when something struck her. She looked down at her notebook and read 

the thirteen pages back. It was nearly a story. True, there might not have been an end, but there was 

certainly a beginning and a middle and that was a good start. I heard her pencil moving across the 

paper, and I knew she was finishing the story herself. She wrote for I don’t know how long and then 

gave a little chuckle of satisfaction. I think she’d enjoyed finishing it. And at that moment I felt a 

deep calm come over me. It was no longer true that every story had disappeared because here was 

one, written in a notebook, right next to me. And if there could be one story, then there could be 

others too. I felt the ache leave my body and I fell into a deep sleep, and as I slept, I noticed that my 

dreams were returning too. 

14. 

No one ever did tell me what had happened on that day when the strange noise came in the night 

and how I ended up in hospital ten days later. I often wondered if it was something that had 

happened in my head – there might have been so many stories in there that my brain made one up 

about them all disappearing. And I still had the story in the doctor’s notebook. I asked her to let me 

have it when I was allowed home and she handed it over making me promise that I’d look after it. I 



read it over and over and everything in it seemed real to me. But then I didn’t always trust my own 

mind so I decided to make lots and lots of copies of it. And I made it into a little book and on the 

back of the paper I drew a map of all the places where I’d searched for the missing stories, and that 

helped me feel like whatever had happened to me, had happened for a reason.  

And after that, I carried on with my life. But even now, on occasion, I catch a glimpse of a bright red 

rescue vehicle out of the corner of my eye and wonder if someone else has lost their stories. And I 

smile, because I know they’ll work out the secret of how to find them - all you need to do is start 

looking for them and they’ll appear. They’ll appear right in your hands. 

Save Our Stories Rescue Vehicle  

     

                


