
"TRICK OR TREAT!!" My little brother called out 
giggling, he was dressed up as a spider and 
looked far too cute to be scary. He held his 
pumpkin cauldron with both hands, whilst I 
knocked on door number 13 for the second time. 
We were only allowed to go trick or treating on 
our street, and as I was 12 now, I was in charge. 
There were only 3 houses left to visit. Mrs 
Jenkinson always gave us nearly all of her sweet 
supply, so we were almost full up anyway. This 
house always spooked me, my brother always 
wanted to visit, but I would have happily walked 
past it. Who lives in there? I have never seen 
them. The curtains were closed and the house 
made creaking sounds. I looked up to the 
bedroom where I saw a creepy shadow move past 
the window. All of a sudden there was a flash of 
light! The door shuddered open a fraction and a 
croaky voice whispered "Come on in..."




