
  
Early this month a new nursery opened its doors to our wonderful 

community, a much-welcomed addition as other nurseries in the 

area have been closing under seemingly suspicious circumstances.  

In the space of a month, four rather successful nurseries in a six-

mile radius shut their doors, leaving parents and guardians confused 

and concerned.  One parent describing the situation as “A 

nightmare”.  Locals were in a panic, witnesses described seeing 

mass hysteria, parents pleading with strangers in the street to look 

after their children for an hour or two.   

 

It was clear something had to be done, our community was on the 

verge of breaking point, with rabid parents prowling the streets 

looking for unsuspecting victims to look after their children.  This 

could not continue, and a Mr John Gotti agreed.  Not much is known 

about Mr John Gotti the only information we have on him, is he used 

to live in New York and seems to have Scrooge McDuck levels of 

wealth.  How Mr Gotti acquired this money is unclear, however no 

one questioned it, after all, we were desperate for childcare and Mr 

Gotti said he was the answer.   

 

Although there was chaos and despair plaguing our town, there 

were a few who opposed Mr Gotti’s plans for a new nursery, mainly 

due to the location and allegations against Mr Gotti’s shady past.  

Mr Gotti purposed the nursery would be perfectly situated 50 yards 



away from our world famous Nuclear power plant, which is our 

towns claim to fame, as the worlds oldest power plant.  Many 

experts have voiced concern, but Mr Gotti assured us that his 

experts have run tests and insist there is nothing wrong with the 

site, and even claim any nuclear radiation that may contaminate the 

water supplies, soil and air would be beneficial for brain 

development.  To the shock of many, this “evidence” was good 

enough for the local council to green light construction.   

 

As stated in the opening paragraph, the nursery has been open for a 

month and I have had the opportunity to go undercover and attend 

the many classes that are on offer.  So, I put my shoes on my knees, 

turned my baseball cap the round the wrong way and I was ready to 

infiltrate and get to the bottom of this mysterious origination.   

 

I immediately noticed the oddly formal dress code the staff had to 

follow, they all dawned pin striped suits, trilbies and carried violine 

cases with them, presumably for music lessons, although 

throughout the two weeks I was undercover, I did not attend or see 

any evidence of a music class being taught.    

 


