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A
 S Tom and the Spook approached the house, which had scared off so many apprentices before, Tom’s cloak billowed in the wind and the cold bit his toes like a hungry viper. “Right then lad, my old house, it has: two Boggarts, seven Ghosts and one feral Lamina living in a pit outside the back door. Well then I’m off to me bed.” And with that he disappeared into the mist. When the apprentice approached, a cold shiver was sent down his spine, because he was a seventh son of a seventh son; he could sense the dark approaching. When Tom looked up he saw things that would one day make him stir in his grave. There was a skeleton stuck to the wall as if he was still struggling to free himself from the twelve inch dagger stuck through his chest.

Tom pressed the concealed button in his staff and a blood stained knife appeared with a metallic click from the hidden recess at the top. He stepped into the house. The door slammed shut and Tom, fearing for his life, ran into the nearest room. His hands shook as he lit a candle with his Dads tinderbox. He had given it to Tom in his last moments, and thinking of this brought a tear to Tom’s eye. He wiped it away as if ashamed to cry over his own father’s death. When he had stopped crying he looked around; the walls were covered in blue blood, the blood of a Spook. So that’s how Tim Arkwright got his scar, which wrapped up his face like a ribbon of dried blood, thought Tom. The boy decided to sleep in this room as he thought the creature that did this might be hiding in another room... 
Tom was woken by heavy footsteps which seemed to be approaching from the cellar. THUD, THUD, THUD, THUD the footsteps stopped. All of a sudden there was a digging sound, so the foot steps were going down not up Tom decided to investigate but as he approached the door he heard a rusty bolt being driven through. Taken aback by this, Tom decided that this must be set up as part of the test and slowly went back to sleep on the floor.
 The digging subsided after a few hours. Having become used to the rhythmic sound, Tom awoke as soon as it stopped. Suddenly Tom was picked up by two huge hands grasping him round his neck and around his ankles, cutting off the circulation in his toes. The invisible hands carried him down the everlasting stairs one at a time as if it knew Tom was too scared to react or do anything. As they reached the bottom of the stairs he realised he had to get out of the iron grip; losing all self control Tom screamed “Heeeeeeeeeeeellllllllllllllllllllllllllp” 
The reason Tom had screamed was because of what he had seen. A grave marked with his name! Tom was thrown into the dark dingy pit. Soil was thrown over him he realised he had to do something; he jumped up and ran up the staircase slamming the cellar door behind him. Tom’s heart was pounding as loudly as a drum. He decided he’d had spent too much time in this depressing house, so he decided to leave. Tom found the back door and stepped out, breathing in the fresh night air. When Tom looked down he saw a six by six pit with several iron bars horizontally placed across the ditch in a chess board pattern.  Suddenly his master’s words rang through his head ‘and a feral lamina just outside the back door.’ Just then something grabbed Tom’s leg in a vice like grip pulling him down beneath the bars. All that you could hear for the next half hour was munching and gnawing and finally an ear-splitting crunch...   
