
Ashley Good Y7
L e  R o c q u i e r  S c h o o l  wa s  t h e  mo s t

h a u n t e d  p l a c e  o n  t h e  i s l a n d .

S c r e am s  a n d  h ow l s  c o u l d  b e  h e a r d

f r om  t h e  h a l l s ;  l i g h t s  f l i c k e r e d  o n

a n d  o f f  wh e n  y o u  we r e  wa l k i n g

a l o n e  a n d  y o u  c o u l d  h e a r  t h u n d e r

e v e n  o n  a  b r i g h t  s u n n y  d a y .  T h e  f i r e

a l a rm  wo u l d  g o  o f f  r a n d om l y  a s  i f

s om e o n e  wa s  r e p e a t e d l y  s e t t i n g  i t

o f f  y e t  n o  o n e  wa s  t h e r e ;  t h e

s e c u r i t y  ma c h i n e  g u a r d i n g  t h e

c omp u t e r  wo u l d  s e n d  a  wa r n i n g

e v e n  t h o u g h  n o t  a  s i n g l e ,  l i v i n g  s o u l

w a s  p r e s e n t ,  b u t  t h e  mo s t  h a u n t e d

p l a c e  o f  a l l  wa s  t h e  k i t c h e n s .  N o

y e a r  1 1  s t u d e n t  mad e  i t  o u t  a l i v e . . .



Ben Collier

Year 8 winner

UNDER THE BLOOD RED MOON

above the hellish skies, the

bodies of dead were scattered

across the blood stained land.

a lurking darkness emerged

from deacesed figures, coming

in all shapes and sizes, they

dragged them selves across

war zone and grew larger and

larger as time went on. the

shadows began to rise in a

zombifying way and began to

march over the corpses. they

were as silent as nnight, yet

they were a standing pillar of

light for what was yet to come.

the black sillouettes shook in

fear when there sight

connected with the upriding

evil in the horizon...



ARIANA
BARRADAS Y9

Running.We just ran. Left, right through twists and turns
trying to find our way out.Through the threatening

corridors all we saw were wires leading God knows where.
Footsteps of an anonymous figure were meters away, but
you could still hear them. We had to find a way out. We just
had to. Now there was two corridors I went one way, Noah

went another but as always he was right "this way" I did
what he said as we climbed up a narrow ladder. We were
finally out,but when we looked closer we were still deep

underground.



Jack Budge
YEAR 10
WINNER 
It was a cold, dark evening. The wind
whistled and blew past my ear making

me shiver. The moonlight fog was a
light. I walked down the mud trail in

the forest. I read the crumson
calligraphy scratched into the tree

trunks saying "beware of the midnight
ride". This made me think that there
could be creatures from beyond the

grave within meters of me. Tonight was
the night my nightmares came to life to

scare me. I was wondering how I got
into this masness of the forest. One

thing ran my mind. "This place is
haunted" 


