The Spooky Alley by Bethanie Cartwright

I hated the care home where I lived so one day I decide to escape.  

I wait until it is dark and everyone is in bed. Then I open my bedroom window and climb down into the alleyway below.

It is a dark shadowy night.  A mist is starting to appear in the distance like condensation on a mirror.  I can hear the echoing of my footsteps and I suddenly feel that I am not alone and that someone is very near to me.  

I feel a tap on my shoulder which makes me jump but when I turn round to see who it is, there is nobody there.  I think it could be the ghost of a lost child who had been murdered here some years ago

I am very frightened but I tell myself that I am only imagining things.  I begin to notice the smell coming from the bins that line the alleyway. A stench  of rotting eggs. 

I look down at the rain spitting onto the cracked stones beneath my feet and I think of an old jail cell where abandoned people have died and now their spirits roam the night to haunt people who do wrong. Even though these spirits did dreadful things in their lives, they now want to prevent people from doing bad things.

I hear something or someone scatter behind me but when I turn round there is no one there. All I can see is a dark mysterious wall in the forbidding night.

Something is there, I just know it but what? I see a white blur coming towards me. Then the blur becomes clearer and I see that it is an unearthly ghost glowing in the darkness and turning the air to an Arctic cold.

It has fangs like steel razors. It is right in my face and it is as scary as a lightening storm. I fall to the ground like a meteor falling from the atmosphere. As I stumble to my feet the frantic ghost is still before me. Poison pours out of its hands and his eyes are like rotten crab flesh. 

I can smell the dreadful scent of wolverine dung.  I can see his veins popping and blood pouring out of his hands like a volcanic eruption.  

His teeth are jagged glass and his clothes are ripped and torn like the ground after an earthquake and soaked in the most revolting vomit ever.  He has no shoes on and his bare feet look as though he has been walking through a shallow puddle of toxic waste.  The skin on his feet is burnt and peeled.  I can just about see his bones!

I feel I am about to die when suddenly the ghost flies down the alleyway and disappears out of sight.

I decide to return to the care home, climb back through my window and go to bed. 

It was about five o clock in the morning and if the care workers found out that I had left without permission I would be in big trouble so I had to keep things to myself. I know that I hated the care home but I would rather be there than out on the streets where anything could happen to me and who would care?

That night I had the scariest dream.  It was as though I was walking back down that alley and I saw the ghost.  I woke up screaming and Mike the care worker came in and asked me what was wrong.  So I told him about the dream I had but not about the alley incident, because who would believe me anyway and if they did I would still be in serious trouble.

I decided to keep it to myself and I never tried to escape again.

A few years later, a family wanted to adopt, and they chose me, and I went to a loving home.





