
The Screeching Cabin!!​! 
 

As stealthy as a ninja, Hank cautiously crept out of the school entrance, praying that 
no-one would spot him. Checking for sounds, he carefully closed the door. Nothing. Silence. 
After only a week in high school he knew that everyone was in lessons even the headteachers. 

 
 All of a sudden there was a noise...footsteps. he held his breath tight. The footsteps were 

followed by the doors shutting, more for footsteps, which, luckily, got fainter and fainter. 
Amazed by how fortunate he was, he breathed a sigh of relief. He slid down the blood red handle 

bar, by the steps, then as happy as a clown, skipped across the car park. 
 

After skipping for a while, he reached the Screeching cabin. Most of his greatest friends had 
occasionally warned him about the dangers of the cabin and all about the curse that had been 

set on it decades ago. However Hank was too intrigued by the rumors and facts. He was 
determined to prove them wrong and prove he was the bravest of them all! Cheerfully, he 

strolled across the rocky path, dodging all the bumps and dips so he didn’t fall flat on his 
face . He stared at the ivy covered walls and the knee-high  grass that stood as still as a statue 

at the sides of the cabin. As he approached the door he noticed the door was half open, a smug 
grin spread across his face. 

 
As excited as a child at Christmas he kicked open the jagged door. Beautiful chandeliers hug 

from corners, and one of them hanging above a cosy chair. As he strolled across the room. he 
felt safe. He began to believe that everything his friends told him was fake. He ambled across 
the room sat down and began to play on his new phone. After 20 minutes of playing his eyes 

grew heavy and he drifted off to sleep, dreaming of brave knights and dragons. 
 



Numerous hours later, he sprung out of his slumber. He tried to scream but he couldn’t because 
his mind was too boggled. What had happened? Darkness smothered the walls and toys were 
now scattered all over everywhere of the freaky place. Outside the cabin, rain crashed down 

on the muddy ground and thunder roared in the once silent night. Thunder attacked the 
ground, creating deep craters  that soon turned into deep puddles. Back inside the dangerous 
mansion, the lights started to flicker and Hank’s palms started  to sweat with fear. Why had 
he done this? He looked around the derelict room watching for signs of movement. All of a 

sudden he heard a dreadful sound coming from the kitchen that were almost like...FOOTSTEPS! 
 

As quick as he possibly could, he fumbled for his phone as it was inky-black all over the 
dangerful room . The light from his phone pieced the  once dark room. At least he could see. 

Anxiously he crept across the sub-zero room into the soundful kitchen . Suddenly an anguish 
feeling ran down his back like a serrated blade was stabbing him. There was nothing in 

there. Surprised he turned around where he was face to face with a vague silhouette. As fast as 
his nimble legs could carry him he darted out of the smashed down door. He sprinted at top 

speed through the woods and through the house door at least it was the end of a school day. He 
leaped into bed and curled up into a ball so he could think about nice wonderful castles and 
sparkly fairies. He was completely calm until he saw something that made him freeze as still 

as a statue...  
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