The Skeleton

[bookmark: _GoBack]In my school there’s a deep dark cellar.  Everyone says it’s haunted.  But one day, for a dare, two boys decided to go exploring in it.  They shouldn’t have done.  The cellar’s out of bounds to kids.  They sneaked in and but it was pretty boring.  It was full of dusty old books and broken furniture.  Then, right at the back in the darkest part of the cellar, they found a cupboard covered in cobwebs.  They opened the door and, to their horror, a skeleton fell out.  It was weird.  The skeleton was wearing a vest, a moth-eaten pair of shorts and an old fashioned pair of black plimsolls.  The boys screamed and turned to run but they bumped into a large shadowy figure.  “Gotcha!” said the figure.  Luckily it was only Mr Jones, the school keeper.  “You boys are in big trouble,” he said. “I’m taking you to see the Headteacher.”  “No wait a minute, Mr Jones,” pleaded the terrified lads.  “We’ve found a skeleton in the cupboard!  Look.”  The school keeper peered down at the grisly remains.  “Well, well, well,” he muttered.  “So that’s where he was.”  The boys stared at the man in surprise.  “Do you know who that is then, Mr Jones?”  they asked.  “Oh yes,” replied the man.  “That is the 1994 School Sports Day’s Hide-and-Seek champion.  We never did find him!” 

