  “What was that? “Cried Jack frightened. Bob didn’t reply. “We can’t be chickens “replied cocky Bob. The two boys walked towards the front door even though they couldn’t see a single thing but the bright moon. Flying madly, the bats fluttered down to the crumbling chimney. The two boys looked at the second floor window which had been kicked in or somebody had thrown stones at it. “Do you know where we actually are?” asked the youngest boy “No” snapped Bob. They both walked towards the front door and Bob grabbed the handle. “No wait” whispered Jack. “ I wouldn’t if I were you. Something will happen to us.”
Bob didn’t hesitate. He grabbed the rusty handle and turned it.
They walked in to the ancient house. The door slammed shut. “Let me out.” Jack cried out in fear.

 Bob turned around. He didn’t see Jack. Bob started to shiver and looked round   nervously. He had realised that what he had done had been dangerous .He really wanted to find Jack so he decided to look more.
            The room was cold and extremely dark. Bob stood still for a moment, too scared to move. He could hear rustling coming from the floor around him. Something was circling him. Then he could hear a voice hissing in his ear. The voice was menacing and frightening. “Turn the light switch on.”    
