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The Haunted Wood

Hi, I’m Jake Treasure. I’ve got my dog and I’ve got my football. We’re off for a bit of a kick-about on the common. Do you fancy joining us? Come on, then. And while we’re having a run round, I’ll tell you how my dad brought Spellthorpe United back from the dead – with a bit of help from me and a ghost or two.

It all started one Saturday about a year ago on the same common with the same big old dog called Lolly. My dad Neville was with us.

He was in a mood.

Loll kept bouncing up to him with my old football in her mouth but he ignored her. He just pushed on with his hands in his pockets, clucking his tongue at the golfers and muttering, “Hopeless! I’d like to get out there and show ’em how to play properly.”

“Why don’t you?” I asked. “You’re always saying you’ll show me how to play, but you never get round to it.”

“Yeah, well. Too busy. I’ve got Mr Robinson after me to finish a report for work.”

That Mr Robinson! He made Dad’s life a misery. I tried to cheer him up. “Boot the ball for Loll, Dad!” I called. “She’s dying to have a run after it.”
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“You kick it,” he answered. “Get off, Lolly! I haven’t got the energy.”

Dad used to love a kick-about. He could do anything with a ball, especially a football. “It’s not fair, making you work at the weekend,” I said. “Why don’t you pack that job in and get another one?”


“Don’t be so stupid,” he said, but I could tell he agreed with me really. We trudged on.
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Just across the lane there was this fenced-off, scruffy bit of woodland. Partly to change the subject, I asked, “Why don’t we have a quick wander through those trees before we go back?”

Dad just pointed to an old sign that read,

 

Private Property. Danger! KEEP OUT!

 

“What’s dangerous about it?” I wanted to know.

“Spellthorpe F.C. stadium,” Dad said.

“What d’you mean?”
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“Somewhere in the middle of all those trees there’s a football ground they closed about eighty years ago. They say it was quite a big stadium, but the whole thing must be a ruin now.”

“I wish we had a football ground now,” I said. “Why did they close it?”

“Search me,” said Dad. “Come on. I’ve got to get back.” He turned towards home.

“Oh, Dad,” I whined. “Can’t we just nip into the wood and have a sneaky peek around?”

“No way,” he said. “No time and not interested. Anyway, we’ll have spooks after us. I’ve heard the place is haunted.”
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A Start for Spellthorpe Youth F.C.

I knew Dad didn’t believe in ghosts, so I thought he was just making one up to try to put me off exploring the wood. Still, I kept on firing questions at him.

“Blimey, you’re worse than Lolly!” he groaned, meaning that once I got my teeth into something, I wouldn’t let go.

But I kept at him, and finally Dad remembered that the club had been owned by some mad bloke called Wicks who’d made a fortune as a shipwreck-hunter and then died suddenly.

That might have been the end of it, but a couple of days later Dad called me over to his laptop. “Here,” he said. “I’ve found something that might interest you.”

OEBPS/images/p5.jpg





OEBPS/images/p6.jpg





OEBPS/contents.htm

Contents


1  The Haunted Wood


2  A Start for Spellthorpe Youth F.C.


3  Some Serious Training


4  A Spooky Encounter!


5  Squawks from the Dead


6  Avast, You Spellers!


7  Treasure at Stoney Grove!


    Copyright


    Website





OEBPS/images/p7.jpg





OEBPS/images/co2.jpg






OEBPS/images/cover.jpg
GRodL e
Suher

£ TAN WHYBRoW

QX% JLLustrAteD By





OEBPS/images/cover1.jpg





OEBPS/images/cover2.jpg
Get stuck into more ‘
BoOKS For BOYS





OEBPS/images/titlepage.jpg
Gﬂﬂs‘. Books
DU'“‘G‘- P0y5

TAN WHYBROW
tuusteaten oy MARK BEECH






OEBPS/images/co1.jpg





