
THE DEATH TRAIN!!!. 
By Maisy Field! 

 

"SWOOOOOOOSH!" There was a large storm outside and I could hear my Mum and Dad snoring 

away. I was so tired, sadly I couldn't get to sleep. Long green branches, of large tall oak trees, banged 

on my small window. The wind howled like hungry wolves and lightning crackled. I went to the 

window; to my surprise there in the clouds was an old tattered train. Suddenly, a black figure rose 

from behind the train, it looked like a young boy although I wasn't sure. 

In the blink of an eye, the figure had disappeared. I was so intrigued, I decided to get dressed, grab 

my shoes and off I went to find the train. 

"Hello!" I shouted, looking up I noticed the train falling a couple of metres away from me. I ran! One 

second later, I appeared to be inside the battered old train and at the back of one of the cabins, a 

dirty looking treasure chest was glowing from the inside, I went up to it; I opened it, a tiny bow flew 

out and banged me on the head. I went flying and the box landed in my lap as I crashed on to the 

floor. I slowly lifted the lid, the tiny box shook and the figure yet not a figure stepped out. 

"Ahhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhh!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!" I screamed, the man 

covered my mouth with his grimy hand and told me to shut up. I wished I hadn't got out of bed and I 

wished I hadn't come outside, I wanted to call for help but the next thing I knew was that I fell 

asleep. 

I woke up slowly and painfully, with wonder of where I was. Suddenly, I realised I was in a dark room 

and no noise was around not even the squeak of a mouse. BANG!!!!!!!!!!!!!!! I was seriously awake 

and alert now, I screamed like hell. My heart was racing like the speed of light, I wanted to go home, 

sadly the chances of that where extremely low. That very minute, the door swung open and in 

strolled a grimy, thin man who called himself 'The Death One'! 

I wriggled so much that I got rope burn on my arms, but still I couldn't escape. The next minute I felt 

something very hard hit my headcrash! I was lying on the floor as cold as ice...... no one knew 

whether I survived or not; all they found was a ripped up bow which was once mine... 

 

 

 

 


