
The man approached the wide, metal building with restraint. His light grey eyes took it all in, or at least tried to. There was so much to this place that it was 
becoming hard to focus on one thing at a time. One of the first things he noticed was that the building didn’t have any windows. Or at least, any that he was 
used to. The so- called windows here consisted of hard metal bars and no glass was to be seen. Another thing that screamed out to him was the darkness of it 
all; the building itself seemed to be made of pure metal, but the atmosphere seemed to match. On his way here, the man noticed the vaguely sunny day and 
had felt slightly more at peace by it. But now he was here, he could see no sun. Instead, dark grey clouds loomed above and around him, and he felt the 
unmistakable feeling of being trapped. The man, whose name turned out to be Victor, slowly crept towards the dark building. He knew why he was here, but he 
could feel his plan evaporating the closer he got to the door. It wasn’t the actual building he was afraid of, horrible as it was, but more the thought of what it 
held inside…

The thin, grey door creaked as Victor pushed it open. Inside, the building had just as much life and personality as it did on the outside: none. It was almost pitch 
black, apart from a dim yellow light flickering in the hallway. Victor could hear desperate screams and shouts of prisoners, pleas for help and banging of cell 
doors; but Victor tried with all his might to ignore them. He was here to carry out his plan; his legendary plan, which could make him a well-known hero across 
America. No, not America. The world! This thought was practically the only thing keeping him going through this horror. As he crept closer and closer toward his 
destination, Victor came across a flight of stairs. Every step he took, each stair gave a low groan. Spiders scuttled out from every corner, and he felt a black rat 
squeaking at his ankles. Shaking it off with disgust, he finally approached the second floor. This was the floor that held the beginning to his plan. This was also 
the floor that contained many angry prisoners. Bangs of fists and yells of horror echoed throughout the building. This place was the definition of insanity.  Victor 
kept his head held down, willing them silently not to notice him. He was so close, he was sure; he could feel it in his bones. Looking up, Victor eventually found 
what he was looking for: a door. This was not just any door; this was the door he had been looking for his whole entire life. In fact, this door was the beginning of 
his future life, his fame and glory, his daily routine of being interviewed by intrigued news reporters, asked for autographs by awestruck fans, invited to important 
meetings with the highest authority. Convinced his plan was going to be carried out perfectly, Victor swung open the door with confidence. What he didn't 
know was that his plan was going to go more wrong than ever... 

The first thing that went wrong was something that really shouldn't have gone wrong so early, or in fact ever. Victor couldn’t believe a genius like himself would 
forget such a simple accessory as a torch! The room was pitch black and he had forgotten to bring a torch. Kicking himself, Victor ventured deeper into the 
room, until he heard a low rumbling sound. He froze. Surely he must have imagined it? This sound did not belong to a human, he was sure. It was too 
abnormally low pitched for that. The sound stopped, and Victor took another step. This time, he knew he had made a drastic mistake. The maker of the noise 
emerged from the shadows, roaring at the top of its voice. Victor saw, to his horror, that a huge creature was bent over in front of his very eyes. Feeling sure he 
was dreaming, Victor yelled. He was not dreaming. The huge monster stomped towards him. Victor, feeling desperately for the lock, realised he was trapped. 
The shadows engulfed him in an unpleasant way, and Victor slowly felt like he was going to die. Victor’s last thought was, “What have I done...?” 

by Daisy P



Everything was silent. The darkness was absolute. Nothing stirred. The cries of an owl pierced the cold air and set the boy's heart pounding; he 
jolted upright in his bed listening for a sound. What was that? Scrrrrrrrr. It sounded, he thought, like someone scraping their nail along the floor. 
Minutes passed and sleep beckoned but then It came again this time from directly beneath him. Why would anything be doing that to the ceiling 
below him? The boy let out a quiet whimper and wrapped his cover tightly around him., Eyes wide in barely contained fear, he made a futile attempt 
to fall asleep. Hours went by and everything was calm;, the boy relaxed and drifted into an uneasy sleep. 

Morning came and it brought with it a miserable drizzle. The boy listened to it hitting the ground as he ate his breakfast, enthusiastically devouring 
his food. He remembered last night and his mood instantly darkened; had it all been a dream? No… The fear was definitely real... The rain fell 
harder and the boy stood and left the table his face set in a frown as he walked up to his room. The family had moved into the house 2 days ago and 
there were still boxes on the floor of his room; the walls were still bare. Nothing seemed out of the ordinary in the light but the boy knew there was 
something amiss. Which room was below his? He thought to himself and, despite his fears, he decided to find the source of the noise.

The light was swiftly fading, as the boy went to bed claiming he was fatigued from a long day. The storm raged and so did the boys nerves as he 
waited until his parents had fallen into a deep sleep. When he was sure he was the only person conscious, he slipped out of his bed, grabbed a 
torch, and eased open his door. He took a step into the shadowed corridor and crept along it until he reached a flight of stairs leading down, down, 
down into the cellar. A rusted iron door with a small window in the top marked the entrance to the cellar. He took a deep breath and shoved hard 
against the door.

The door slammed open with a bang and the boy froze, praying his parents had not awoken. After a minute of silence, he released a long breath 
and stepped forward into the dark cellar and the answers that lay there. No light made it this far into the earth so the boy flicked on his torch which 
illuminated a small part of the room. There was an old barrel strewn across the floor as if someone had taken whatever was inside and then cast them 
away. His gaze fell on another door which must be directly beneath his room. He gulped, should he have come alone? He stepped forwards;, it was 
too late to turn back anyway. He placed a hand on the door and pushed.

The boy did not return from the cellar that night. His parents heard a single scream and came running but there was nothing in the cellar- nothing 
except the bones of a child picked clean and gleaming. 

By Anna P



There in the corner of the extended, hallway secluded from the others. A door. Too dark to be noticeably picked  out by the human eye. Though at 
the same time too large to be made to fit an average sized human through it. Except It wasn’t made for a human to come across, that I know and 
you  soon will realise! The wood was cracked and flaking, with a wooden plank placed  across the middle to seal it shut. You may be asking yourself 
in this moment why it was sealed as such? ‘Why not just use a padlock to shut it tight’? Well… the thing that I am searching for, the thing that should 
be behind that door. Can not be locked in any other way as it will break out. But here's the twist; the average person  at this point  probably 
presumes that I am trying to make sure that whatever is in there never ventures out. Not now not ever, however you couldn’t be thinking of a more 
wrong assumption! You see I wish for what is in there to come out, and to never, ever  return there  again!

My footsteps make no sound, as I approach. Even being in contact with a selection of  disintegrating wooden floorboards makes not one peep. I 
don’t know what they've done to the room but whatever it is,; it looks bad (at least from the outside). Hinges rusted and concealed by mould. Sword 
dentations across the wood. These attempts from others to get inside and kill. A creature of whom has acrimony so strong towards man. My arm 
stretches out and pushes up on the plank; slowly it moves upwards and opens the door! 

At last. With such ease it opens for me, as if it knows who I am (which is of course impossible for any- other to think) Except perhaps it is not. My 
blood turns to rock. My head spins and I turn to see… 

Before I can be apprehended by them, I spin, grab the plank and yank it open locking myself in. The last thing that they see is a figure running into a 
brick wall! I did not expect this. Like walking into another place entirely. It’s a.. Prison cell 

Except It’s not! There's nothing, prison cell about it: the walls are finely  plastered and covered with a polished shine of paint. A large double bed 
neatly made(as if expecting guests) sits in the centre, a wall lined from top to bottom with bookshelves stretches  across the back side. As if walking 
into a masters quarters. All except the closet. I know what you're thinking, ‘really after all this they just run into a fine quarters and the only creepy 
thing about the entire room is the closet!’ Well yes but a word as unadorned as ‘creepy’ is a sin against talking.  This was horror.

A door stood wide open from the opening of it. I looked inside.  Instead of finding a selection of rails with jackets and suits on them I saw what could 
possibly be described as an infirmary room. Rows and rows of metal framed beds lined the outer walls. All with a dead body inside each and 
everyone of them! But these things  weren’t dead, their bodies yes, but their souls, no. You know how I know this, because each and everyone of 
them was sitting up in bed with wide eyes blinking at me. All sharing a grinning countenance! 

My heart skipped a beat…As this was not what I was meant to find. A thought hit me, That is unless It knew I was coming and…  
AGHHHHHHHHHH! My last words. By Becky D



The house stood eerily tall in the cloudy night sky. It peered over anything that passed by. The edges of the driveway were overgrown by 
brambles, extending out their thorny stems like hands reaching out. The grey stone pillars supporting the rusty gates to this home were 
choked by ivy. People often called the gates, “the gates of hell” due to an act of arson that had occurred in the year of 1890. The owner 
that inhabited this home had gone insane and he locked his family in the house and set it on fire. A few years later, the local council 
decided that they needed to rebuild the house, as the reputation of this small village was becoming poor. The new family that had moved 
in had not been told of the disturbing past of the land they settled on…

A few weeks after moving in, the family had reported hearing screaming, banging and scratching on the spare rooms’ door. The family 
soon realised something wasn't quite right at this house. One night, the parents were out of the house, so it was just the 17 year old girl 
and the 13 year old boy home alone. The 2 of them were just reading and playing when the girl went to take out the garbage. The 
teenager put her slippers on and made her way to the front door with the rubbish bag in her hands. As she put her hand on the cold door 
knob, she realised it was locked; she looked confused because she knew the door was unlocked before. “Hey, why is the door locked?” 
said the girl, calling to her brother. There was no response. She walked over to the back door and the same thing happened. The door was 
locked…

She placed the rubbish bin on the floor and made her way to the old countertop, grabbed the house keys and slowly inserted the keys 
into the old arch door. The key just snapped. Oh no… thought the girl- as she began to suspect something more sinister than just a 
broken key was going on…

“ Jake...???” called the girl, waiting for a response. Silence. She ran up the stairs, to his room and opened up the door. He wasn’t there… 
what is happening?! Panicked, she ran down the creaky stairs. She could hear screaming coming from the strange room. Jake! She 
thought. She sprinted back up the stairs and before she pushed open the door of the room, she stopped, she smelt a fire- she ignored it. 
Slowly she turned the copper handle and the door creaked open. The room was full of ash; the walls had scratch marks and all over was 
written: “ Help or burn” She was petrified. Without hesitation, she ran down the stairs and all of the living room was engulfed in flames... 

By Lucia A-E



A shadow hung over the old and cracked door, which stood in the endless void of darkness of its arched recess. 
Like an unfathomable eye under a brow,.  tThe landing was damp and dark and it was also panelled.  A heavy rusty 
rail supported by rusted balustrade, stretched away in alternate slopes and levels down the dark void of the 
staircase, past the cracked old doors which the paint on them was flaking.  Past the doors was a dark, cold old 
courtyard and gloomy street with fog eerily creeping down it.  The other doors were dark and evil also; but there 
was one different one which broke the pattern.  That top landing had light because of the cracked skylight; and 
perhaps it was largely by reason of contrast that its doorway gloomed so darkly and forbidden as if it was emitting 
unrivalled evil and hatred.

Whatever is in that apartment is not of human origin; the presence is demonic. If you get close to the door you get 
paralysed with fear from the other worldly being inside. The last person to have been a visitor to that room never 
returned. But the rest of the building is normal with people living in the other room but no has inhabited the 
number 66;6, it is known to the people living in the apartment as the room of the beast. 

There were no other rooms on that floor.  The corridor leading up to 666 was as black as night as if the room was 
engulfing all the light and hope in its darkness and evil. Windows of the rooms looked as if there were thousands of 
tiny cracks all through them but even on the brightest of days, as if God himself was trying to shine some light into 
the corridor no light came through.

By Rory H



The moon created a shadow of the old school;, this was before the mist rolled in causing the stars to fall out of the 
sky like blood dripping from the fangs of a vampire. A wolf in the distance howled echoing around the large empty 
derelict car park where children were once dropped and picked up from school. The shutters on the windows 
banged against the old wooden frames, the neon OMS sign flickered above the reception door, partially hanging 
off the wall. Inside the building, the corridors were dark and gloomy, full of bloody hand prints. Windows were 
smashed and doors blown open, once such a tidy and well kept place was now full of leaves and debris;, the sound 
of dry crisp leaves whistled down the corridors. The classrooms were empty, the doors still had old school teachers' 
names engraved in the wood, they smirked and cackled as you walked past. The sound of children echoed in the 
main hall, broken glass lay on the dull and colourless wooden floor. Walls, where pictures once hung, now stood 
bare and naked like a life model waiting to be painted. The fire door slammed closed! Sending a wave of sound 
through the entire school. 

Long before the school closed it was thought that a child had died in the main hall, causing early closure of the 
school. Despite it being closed for many years, the fire alarm still rang like a screaming infant who just fell over! Is 
the ghost of the child still in school? Is the school haunted? Did something bad happen to the child…...?

By Alby M



Paint peeled from the doors, dropping to the floor almost as if someone was pulling it off. Gloomy fog enveloped the building. Despite 
the dismal weather, the corridor was light like a spring morning but without the happiness. Nothing about the house was good, the air 
heavy and musty, shadows creeping. No- one had entered the house for years since the last inhabitant had passed away. He had lived 
his life rotting in the building like a curse made him stay there. He had never left.

The surrounding forest was grey and miserable: the trees were fragile and burnt by a fire only days after the old man’s death. Thunder 
claps echoed around the woods before heavy rain drops swept over the land. The only sign of life was some white foxgloves growing 
on the edge of the woods, almost as tall as head height;, they were menacing and evil as if they were a warning. 

Inside the house, there was little furnishing and what little there was had been charred, ripped or broken beyond repair. The house had 
an eerie feel to it that only grew with the years it was left abandoned. The back garden was overgrown and filled with hideous plans and 
weeds, somehow untouched by the forest fire - even though it was bordering the house.  A gate at the bottom of the garden slammed 
shut as the harsh wind blew and the windows creaked with despair. Mould and weeds grew through the kitchen windows and ivy twisted 
through the cupboard,: bound so tightly, the cupboards would have to be taken off the wall to remove it. Mice scuttled in the cellar and 
the old man’s body still lay upstairs since he had passed away. The remnants of him were little more than a skull, bones and tatters of 
clothing; in his skeletal hand, he clutched a key engraved with patterns and letters. Locked away in his room, no- one had entered or 
seen him since his passing. 

Through the window, the horizon was visible, dotted with lonely mountains and towering trees. The view was incredible, yet no one was 
here to see it. Stone steps that used to lead up to the house had been swept away by frequent storms that occurred most weeks The 
sun barely shone and the village sank into despair. Some of them didn’t even know of the man’s death as he only ever had one visitor 
who fled the village the second the man had passed, a mixture of joy, stress, anger and terror were spread on his face as he ran as fast 
as he could away from the house. The remaining step was kicked off the hillside as he raced down the hill.  No- one had seen him since 
and his house looked almost as unkempt as the man’s did, the garden almost exactly the same and the furniture matching perfectly. His 
back garden had also been left untouched as the forest bordering his house was set alight. The trees a fiery red and angry sparks flying 
up in the air. Several landed in each mans’ land but neither ever set alight. 

By Zoe M



It was a dark and stormy night., I walked up the long winding path, but as a screeching crash of lightning gave me a 
shock, I tripped and fell into a dark room. I was heading up to an old castle because an old man told me there 
would be treasures at the top of a winding staircase. At first I was held back, because he told me many people have 
mysteriously disappeared trying to collect the large fortune. I crashed to the floor with a massive thump; once I had 
lit a match, I was horrified to find out I was in a torture dungeon where there were all sorts of disturbing objects in 
the dark damp room.

As you could imagine, I was really panicking when I was thinking about all the people who had been murdered in 
this exact spot, but freaking out wouldn't get me anywhere so I started to creep down the long, cold passage. It 
seemed quiet at first, but as I made my way up a spiral staircase I heard low and slow footsteps just on the stairs 
above me! Somebody or something was creeping down the stairs there was no escape from this real nightmare I 
was trapped in! The only thing I could think of to stay alive was to defend myself., I ran back down the stairs and 
grabbed the first thing I saw. It was a long windy whip I turned around and It was looking right in my face... 

I pushed a tall man with bloodshot eyes and a chalk-white face down a deep dark wine cellar. I sprinted up to the 
top of the staircase to find a large kitchen which looked as though it had been abandoned. There were pots and 
pans all over the floor in one corner of the dirty room. I saw a chicken with a butcher's knife half cut though its neck. 
there was blood everywhere; it was a bomb site. I crept through a rotten door frame to a large dining room. I was 
taken aback when I noticed a dead body lying on the table, but the worst part was a bite through its left arm! At 
this point, I kept looking behind me. My only thought was that thing I pushed wanted to eat me! 

By Tom R



Whoa! I toppled forwards and backwards in a jet black carriage. ‘Can you steady the houses, please!’ I exclaimed, watching the majestic slick black horses trotting. I suddenly relaxed breathing in the wet country air of the moors. As the sun was blocked 
with thick wooded trees, the carriage stopped. Alarmed, I squealed, ‘Why have we stopped? Keep going!’

‘Yes, sir but this is where you said you wanted to go,.’ the man replied, patiently. I was confused, until it dawned on me. I saw a dented gate half open, vandalised. ‘Ummm...is this it?’ I asked climbing out of the velvet lined carriage.

‘Yes, sir,.’ The other man said, calmly.

‘Oh....ok.’ I handed him the money and slowly walked through the unkempt gate.

As I approached the neglected house, I struggled to put the rusty, old key into the dark foreboding door. I listened carefully for the clunking of the key in the door. Clunk. I turned the handle and the door creaked open. Creak. I walked in. Shocked, I 
stepped back. The staircase was broken and worn. The paint on the walls was peeling off. Hearing footsteps at the top of the stairs, I wondered, is this house haunted? Should I be scared? I felt an eerie breeze behind me. ‘Ah!’ I screamed. I gulped. 
‘It’s just the wind, it’s just the wind.’ I repeated to myself, comforting myself. Noises were coming all around me whispering to each other. But strangely they sounded familiar. I thought I was going crazy until one voice called out: ‘Patrick, run!’ I turned 
around to run but then the tattered door shut and the blinds to the window fell. It was dark. I was alone. I knelt down and hugged my knees. Lying against a wall, I suddenly fell backwards. Huh, I thought. What was that? I turned around to witness….     

...A secret library! I had uncovered a secret room. Scanning the book titles, I came across a few unusual ones. After the last row of books, I came across some intriguing stairs. I stepped down the stairs as carefully as I could. Clip, Clop. My feet slid off a 
broken step, I grabbed onto the wall plaque but the stairs turned into a slide. ‘Ahhhhh…’ My voice echoed through the long dark and narrow...staircase? But no one was there to help me.

‘No!’ A voice cried out. It was the same voice I had heard earlier. I finally realised who that voice belonged to.

‘V...Violet?’ I stuttered, ‘But...But you’re d...ead.’

‘I know,.’ she replied.

‘W...W...What?!

‘You have to get out of here, quick...it’s...gran….’ Her voice faded away and I swear I heard a faint scream in the distance. What was she about to say? I landed with an almighty thump! ‘Ow!’ I called. I looked around, scared. I saw a mound of bones 
piled up in the gloomy room. There were coffins everywhere. I read one: Violet Pamela Beauty, my twin…! I gasped. Whoever did this to her shall pay! I hurried to all of the other coffins…most of my known family was there. ‘Hello.’ A familiar voice rang 
in my ear. It was grandma!

‘Grandma!’ I exclaimed, ‘I...I thought you were dead!’

‘Goodness no my child.’

‘Who did all of this?’ I sobbed.

‘Your grandfather, I tried to stop him but he went too far and I had to stop him otherwise he would have killed you!’ I sobbed even more.

‘Why..why did he have to kill Violet?!’

‘I know.. I know sweetheart.’ She pulled me close.

‘Uh!’ I gasped. I looked at my back and there logged in, deeply was a … knife! ‘W...wh...why?’

‘I’ll tell you why, young man.’ She hissed, wickedly. ‘ Your mother had an affair with a bad, bad man, called William. She ended up having you and Violet. She lied to everyone and I must fulfill my revenge by killing anyone who William is close to or 
blood related to!’

‘But, but I love you…’ pain ripped through my heart like a lightning bolt as I took my last human breath. By Heather P

By Heather P



As I walk through the forest, the fog is getting thicker. I can scarcely see the hand in front of my face. There is an eerie silence apart from the night 
owl in the tree above and the crunching of leaves under my feet. As I carry on through the forest, I am thankful that i had decided to wrap up warm 
before leaving my house,  with my blue woolen hat and scarf i felt confident they would keep me warm in my night walk. I do not usually walk at 
night i usually am able to sleep but tonight my mind is as foggy as the weather . As my foot feels damp, i realise i must have come across a stream; i 
look down and see it is just a little stream with a trickle of water. As i jump over, I find myself going up the bank, i am careful not to slip as it is muddy 
and the fog is not getting any lighter. It is  as if I am walking blind.

To what feels like an eternity it has actually only been twenty minutes since i entered the forest, i look at my watch and think that can't be right. Out 
the corner of my eye i see an old stone building so naturally, i go over to investigate .The building is like an old ruin, run down, dilapidated and 
derelict. I shout out, “Hello! Is there anybody there?” But nothing just an eerie silence . I feel strange and uneasy as if something had once happened 
here, it has turned colder but i am not sure if it was the weather making me feel colder or the creepy old building i had just found. I wrap my scarf 
tighter around my neck and decide to be brave and enter the dilapidated  wreck.

The only thing intact was a heavy wooden door at the front of the building. It took all my some strength to push it open. As it creaked loudly, it  gave 
me a fright making me scream i screamed i don't know why i screamed or what i thought was going to happen, just then something flew past my 
head. Now i really  was scared, as i looked up it was a bat that i had disturbed and it was not hanging around was keen to fly away. As i calm myself 
down and did some deep breathing, i started feeling ok and was eager to see what was in this old wreck of a house. There was no roof  and the light 
of the moon was the only light i had, as i turned around something was in my face it tasted awful and as a spider had climbed out of it. i assumed it 
was a cobweb as they were everywhere and the dust was catching the back of my throat. 

It was not the biggest of cottages and as i stood in what was one room with an old kitchen stove and a bench in it, i realised this house had been 
empty along time ,just off this one room there was another door like the front door it was wooden and intact. As i moved towards it, i begin to feel 
tense and uneasy, as i focused on the door knob i slowly moved toward it, not knowing who or what was behind it...

By Ben S



As I stood, gazing at the abandoned  house. I shivered, The cold air covered my entire body. The multiple layer of clothing could not protect against the  cold. 
The walkway leading up to house were cracked. Weeds and dandelions poked out from these cracks. Red roses grown wildly in thick batches. The moonlight 
cast a ghoulish glow on the house. Vines formed a maze on the side of house reaching their leaves towards the roof. The house's walls cracked and broken 
bricks . Cobwebs covered the corners of the doors, tiny black spiders everywhere. The house is a perfect fit for the supernatural.

The door slowly creaked open. An awful smell went into my nose. The house was dead silent except for my own breath. Black and brown mould was all over the 
ceiling, there was rain seeping through the roof. I quietly entered the dark living room. The Windows were covered with grime and dirt, the moonlight shone 
through the grimy window. dark shadows roamed around the room. The sofa and chairs were upside down revealing deep grooves on the ground where they 
used to sit. Unused Wallpaper lay on the floor. Picture frames hung wonky on the wall. Still dark shadows roamed around the room. A misplaced grand bookcase 
stood in the corner of the room, undisturbed for a long time. 

I made my way back into the hallway, a slimmer of light came from behind a door. I approached and opened the door. I had reached the bathroom. The single 
window was a little  dirty, a light flowed into the room. Dust lay on the floor as I made my way inside. The mirror lay shattered on the floor tile. Empty water 
bottle in the sink. The only sound to be heard is the drip, drip of the tap. A closer look revealed the dirty water, a brownish liquid. A  mouse stood at the bottom 
of the tub. Approaching the bathtub, a  horrible smell made its way to my nose. I leaned over and peered inside.  rags filled the bathtub, little bits of movement 
underneath them. I didn't want to know what was under the rags.

I made my way to the staircase. I stood and looked at the top, wondering when a twisted headed person will crawl down and have me for dinner. I tiptoed my 
way up the stairs. Each step creaking louder as if the steps could collapse at any moment. I turned to the right, and met my final destination. The door did not 
open that easy, a  push was needed. Stepping inside, a dresser seemed to have been pushed against the door, attempting to stop anyone from coming in. I 
could make out the bed, going  closer for a better look. A toy dinosaur lay missing its head on the bed. The sheet was splattered with blood. The wind got 
stronger  outside, the rustling of the leaves and branches were louder. In the corner, a little chair began to rock slowly. The room had once belonged to a boy. 
The thin strips of wallpaper showed little trucks. Crayon markings scrambled upon the wall where wallpaper used to stick. The carpet squished as I walked. Little 
picture frames were  facedown on the carpet.

A howl echoed throughout the house. It was time to leave, I told myself. I closed the bedroom door behind as I carefully walked down the stairs. I hoped I did 
not disturb anything. I made my way outside where my group of friends was standing. They asked me what took me so long, I replied that escaping the ghosts 
was difficult.

By Jago O



The Old Post Office is the lonely and isolated building on the hill (the only building left standing in an old Victorian village). The reason for this is that 
all the other buildings were demolished. I ask myself: ‘Why was the Old Post Office not demolished?’ Well, no one knows. The rotting door has 
chipped paint , broken glass and a creaking hinge. The inside is full of dusty unopened letters written a long time ago that never found their way to 
their final destination. The wooden floorboards are damp and rotting. The rats go about their business undisturbed. How lovely for them! The 
unstable staircase is falling apart and the only reason it does not creak is because it is so wet. 

Upstairs is actually an old apartment with a black and white picture hanging on the wall above the fireplace of the former postmaster and his wife 
who lived there a long time ago. As you walk into the apartment, the first thing that you notice is the huge fireplace. It almost looks as if a fire has just 
been put out and the smoke is still smouldering. Above the fireplace, there is a large mirror that is so dusty that you cannot even see your reflection 
in it. The apartment smells of mahogany furniture that has seen much better days. A few candle sticks are dotted around here and there. Like the fire, 
they too also seem to have just been put out as they all have lines of smoke  winding their way upwards. 

The sole bedroom is full of old hardwood furniture: double bed, a vanity unit with a smashed mirror and a musty mouldy stool. The double bed has a 
perishing frame and two bedside tables either side. Emily Bronte’s Wuthering Heights is on top of one of the tables, Hemrnan Melvile’s Moby Dick is 
on the other. How well-read these people must have been!

Down the short narrow hallway, flickering shadows appear. But is anyone there? No, of course not! The kitchen is small, but not too crammed with 
things. A grim old-fashioned iron with a checked tablecloth lying on top of it sits on the stove. Pots and pans lie on the floor, as if they had been 
thrown down. A clock hangs on the wall too, but it does not work. Strangely though, when you are outside the house, you hear something ticking. A 
sharp kitchen knife rests on the small kitchen table. 

A second staircase leads to the cold, spooky and dusty attic, which is full of filthy and long-forgotten furniture. There is a hole in the roof that lets in 
light through and throws a spotlight on the rats that are always scuttling about. Cushions rest on the floor, but if you picked one up and tried to puff it 
up, you would soon be covered in dust. I walked out the back door and away from the building, I looked back and saw smoke coming out the 
chimney.

By Hannah S

 



Jonny was 15 when it happened. He was held against his will by the ruthless gang Donald and company.  No one 
knew what occurred over those horrific weeks, but they knew the final nauseating scene… the miller crushed 
brutally by his own machinery.  Jonny had no choice.

Ten years later to the day and Jonny was released from prison. He returned to the scene of his ghastly deed.  Was 
this wise?  

It was June and early evening, not a whisper of wind with a bland sky. There was a dismal hole at the mill entrance; 
the brightly painted door was long gone. He felt like the sails had given up when their miller met his grisly death, 
and their white sleeves of cotton were ripped and rotten.  Did he imagine spots of crimson blood on their hanging 
rags?  The stone bell was in a deep sleep when he made his way inside. He walked up the ancient, aging stairs 
almost tumbling to the bottom every step he took.  

As he got to the top, he pictured the miller being crushed appallingly in the huge metal cogs.  The nightmarish 
visions came to a halt. He tried to escape but he was frozen, he felt a roaring wind and the sky  turned black. The 
wind screamed through the windows and the sails started spinning vigorously. Suddenly he saw lightning strike a 
barn, then a tower, then the church. Each strike lit a fire.  Eventually the vengeful storm hit the windmill. The town 
and its people were burnt, and all that was left was a pile of floury dust.

The millers' revenge...

By Sam C



I walked towards the oppressive looking manor house;, it  came into my view, shrouded in a dark and eerie light. The frightening reputation of the 
place made the hairs stand up on the back of my neck. The night was freezing, I could see my breath in front of me and I felt chilled to the bone. As I 
came closer to the house, there was a dark feeling of desolation., I held my breath and felt terror run through my body. 

There was a sinister silence with a vile smell all around me, assaulting my nostrils.  With each step, the ground seemed to groan beneath me, was it in 
warning as to what was to come?  Regardless, I continued on but was never more aware of my loneliness than now, I felt vulnerable and defenceless.  

The house was brooding in the winter darkness, the filthy curtains half hanging devilishly from the window frames billowed somewhat menacingly in a 
ghostly fashion, the cracked glass in the window panes gave the appearance of a huge spider-like creature reaching out with its blackened limbs. 

Suddenly, I caught sight of something white in the inky night sky, it was silently swooping towards me, I turned in horror as it flew at me, I couldn’t 
breathe, I was rooted to the spot, I let out a breath and with relief I realised this otherworldly creature was in fact an owl headed for its prey in the 
darkness. 

By now I was terrified but onto the house I continued, the huge oak door loomed in front of me, I reached out for the door knob, it was icy cold and 
rusty, I had to use all my strength to lever it open. The horrific creaking noise the door made jangled my nerves even further. 

What would be lying in wait for me? Inside I could barely see, it was so dark and gloomy, I entered what I presumed to be the living room, I started 
to be able to make out large pieces of furniture as my eyes adjusted to the poor light.  Everything was covered in thick dust and cobwebs., I began 
to make my way up the long spiralled staircase., Cautiously I stepped as the wood groaned and creaked beneath me. I felt I was being watched:, the 
further I climbed I became aware of the staircase wall being full of old family portraits, it felt as though a hundred sets of eyes were on me.  

I told myself to stop being so ridiculous, they were only portraits, I continued to the top of the staircase but was aware of the cold clammy sweat that 
had broken out all over my body. As I neared the top, I was convinced the eyes in the last portrait were following me, they suddenly took on an eerie 
glow and I had no doubt were staring at me.  That was enough.  I turned and fled.

I half ran, half fell back down the staircase. In a blind panic I couldn't open the oak front door, after desperately pulling for what felt like an eternity, 
the door finally opened.  I shot out into the cold night air, not looking back and certainly never returning to this awful place again.

By Ellis R



















The road was left abandoned;, Herbert still hadn’t been found. Mr White sat in the chair where it had all happened, his head in his 
hands and the monkey’s paw concealed in his jacket. Guilt surged through him like a river and he couldn’t contain it. What if he 
had killed him? What if his wish to make the thing go away caused Herbert to be gone? What if his wife ever found out what he 
did? What if he was the next victim of the monkey? The thoughts raced through his head and he bent over with nausea and 
anxiety. 

“Are you okay?” the old lady asked sitting back in her chair.

“Fine,” he managed to rasp, his voice high and quiet, “I just don’t feel so good.”

The lady nodded but didn’t seem convinced, “You look very pale, I would go outside”.

“Maybe,.” he answered in reply, his breaths getting shorter and quicker.  

Sweat was running down his forehead and it was all too much. He stood up abruptly and paced around the room. The old lady’s 
wool was still there, the half-drunk bottle of whisky, the chessboard -the pieces exactly where they were- everything from the night 
it happened was there, untouched. 

He ran out the room: the door slammed behind him and everyone looked up from what they were doing. His wife stood up but sat 
back down, undecided whether she should go back after him. Rain spattered the single window and everyone's’ heads turned as 
they heard a twig snap from outside. Mr White was too absorbed in his thoughts and he didn’t notice, his coat getting wetter and 
wetter. Without a moment's thought, he took that paw and snapped it in two, and a pain gripped his arm like invisible hands were 
stabbing knives into him. He bent over double with agony but no one realised how much pain he was in. Dropping the paw, his 
arm was in so much pain he felt like it was being ripped from it’s socket. He stumbled into a tree and collapsed against it., People 
came out looking for him but he was unconscious for hours, his breathing slowly stopped and no one was there to save him.

By Zoe M



The light besides their bed flicked in the moonlight, shadowing everything around them. It made it look deadly in the darkest of the night.

“I’m telling you darling!” pleaded Mr. White, “It wasn’t Herbert. It must have been the wind rattling against the door, trying to get in!”

“That's exactly what its not!” His wife shot back., “I heard knocking so it was Herbert! Why are you trying to deny the fact that it was Herbert?”

“I’m just saying-” He started before his wife cut him off. 

“No! It was Herbert!” Mrs. White said before scrambling, slowly into bed.

Mr. White did the same, it was getting harder to get into the tall, heavy, four poster bed with its grand pillars. Therefore, like a sloth climbing up a tree, he climbed oddly into his large bed. He lay in 
his bed regretting wishing for that massive moneybag, regretting wishing Herbert back to life and wishing Herbert to be dead again most importantly. So the paw really does work Mr. White said to 
himself, shocked. Now I need to give it back- and quick! But how? My wife can’t know that I used my third wish! Nor can I tell her I stopped the knocking with the monkey’s paw. The wind howled 
loudly like a wolf thirsty for edible elk or delicious deer. It was going to be a long night.

In the morning tension was in the air;, they didn’t speak. The floorboards creaked as he made his way towards the newly dusted kitchen, no dusty cobwebs, no rusty mettle. But, before he could get 
there, he nearly jumped out of his skin, as well as the heavy, dark flooding rain, there was a knock at the door! Mr. White spun around! His wife dropped a plate! He knocked a knife over!

Mrs. White jumped with delight “See, I told you it was Herbert!” she was over excited like last night - Mr. White's sleepless night.

“Of course it can not be Herbert, darling, he’s dead I say, dead. Its the wind again. Have a seat and clear your busy mind”

“It- It can’t be the wind! It has to be Herbert

“Hello?” A deep and growly voice came from the other side of the door.

Lightning struck as he said it, the wind howled more and the rain patted the dirty glass in the window frame with the peeling paint. The frightened Mr. White and the excited Mrs. White opened the 
heavy wooden door and in came a tall dark haired man with an old and tattered black coat on him.

“Your son’s grave has been dug up,” the shivering stranger told the two patient people, “And he, um. Well his body isn’t in the new grave.”

Mr. White nearly fainted. Mrs. White let out a happy cry of relief like a mother who nearly lost her child. And the tall stranger stood as still as a statue. Mrs. White's reaction was very strange. When the 
confused man had left the overgrown garden, she shouted.

“He’s alive! He’s alive!” Even Mr. White couldn’t deny that

Quietly, he said to himself, “So the last wish didn’t work! Every wish comes with a price!” 

By Isabel H



Mr White felt the cold wind rush up the staircase and bang the bedroom door;, the sudden noise terrified him. He 
felt sick to his stomach.  What had he done?? Why did he ever wish for the two hundred pounds? He should have 
listened to the sergeant major's warning.  Why had he not just left the talisman in the fire to burn?? He supposed 
his natural curiosity had got the better of him, that and a little greed. Now he had to deal with his wife’s heartache, 
how would she ever forgive him? He heard her slowly making her way up the narrow staircase. Mrs White let out the 
most horrific wailing noise when she reached the bedroom.  

‘Look what you've done!! We've lost our only son because of you, I don’t think I can look at you again!’

Mr White looked on as his wife of fifty years carefully lifted the suitcase down from their wardrobe. ‘What on earth 
are you doing?’, he asked her with panic rising in his voice.  

‘I've told you I can't spend another minute with you after what you've caused’. 

It slowly dawned on Mr White that this was the final consequence of his third wish.  A cold chill ran over him, he’d 
lost everything, his life had been ruined within twenty four hours.  Why had he not just been happy to listen to the 
sergeant major's story?, without becoming the story itself now.  He grabbed the monkey's paw and threw it out with 
fury into the rubbish downstairs.  

Unbeknown to Mr White, within a few hours the monkey's paw was in the hands of somebody else.  A local young 
boy bored on his way home from school, spotted the monkey's paw sticking out of the bin, he grabbed it and ran 
off, unaware of the horrors that were about to unfold…

By Ellis R


