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Cha pter 1

A Night in Prison
The cold, damp air smelled of decay. Slowly, Joe, his
best friend Daniel, and a large group of their friends walked
into the prison cellblock. The cells along the crumbling main
corridor were framed with old, rusty bars. Water trickled down
the walls, leaving slimy stains and puddles on the stone floor.
Every footstep the boys took echoed in the eerie silence.
Bang! An ear-splitting noise cut through the silence. Some
of the boys jumped as the heavy doors of the prison slammed
shut behind them.
A tall, burly prison officer stepped from the shadows.
“Welcome to Batley Prison,” he growled. “This is the home
of the state’s most notorious criminals.”
The officer jangled a big bunch of keys. “My name
is Warden Mark Smith. You are now all prison inmates.”
Warden Smith stepped closer to the boys and lowered his
voice. “Do not be surprised if you hear cries after dark. Many
men lived out their final days in these cells, and their unhappy
spirits haunt the prison.”
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The boys looked at each other nervously.
Then, Warden Smith’s expression changed completely. He
smiled and gave a big, hearty chuckle. “But that shouldn’t stop
you from having a great Halloween, boys!” he shouted. “Think
of how lucky you are to be spending Halloween night in this old,
abandoned prison.”
The boys nervousness immediately vanished, and they
all cheered.
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As the boys excitedly set down their backpacks, Joe
smiled at Warden Smith. He knew the warden by a different
name, Uncle Mark. Joe’s uncle wasn’t really a prison warden.
In real life, he was the curator of the historic prison, and
he dressed up as a prison officer to give people tours. When
Uncle Mark suggested that Joe bring a group of friends to the
spooky old prison for Halloween, Joe was thrilled.
After the boys unrolled their sleeping bags, they set off
on a tour. Uncle Mark led them down a long, narrow corridor
that stretched the length of the cellblock. As they walked, he
explained that the prison had been closed for nearly fifty years.
Once, however, it had been home to hundreds of inmates.
Joe and Daniel peered into one of the cells. The only light
came from a tiny window with bars on it. The dilapidated
metal frame of a bed stood against one wall, filling almost
half the cell.
“Look,” said Daniel, pointing to a wall. Someone had
scratched forty-five tally marks into it.
Joe wondered if the prisoner had lived in the tiny cell for
forty-five days . . . or forty-five years?
At the end of the cellblock, Uncle Mark unlocked a thick
metal door. “Okay, boys,” he said. “You are now entering
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what’s known as death row. Prisoners who were to be executed
spent their final days in these cells.”
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Without saying a word, the group of boys followed Joe’s
uncle through the door. Even though the death row cells had
stood empty for decades, the stale, cold air still seemed heavy
with melancholy and dread. In silence, the boys spread out
to explore the creepy building.
At the end of the row of cells was another door, standing
slightly open. Joe and Daniel crept away from their friends and
peeked through the crack in the door.
Behind the door was a small room with a high ceiling.
In the center of the room was a set of wooden steps that led up
to a platform. Both boys let out a small gasp as they noticed
a noose dangling from a gallows on top of the platform.
Joe and Daniel knew they shouldn’t be in that room and
quickly rejoined the group.
“Take a look around the cellblock, or you can visit the
prison cemetery. That’s where inmates who were executed
are buried,” said Uncle Mark. “I want everyone back here
in fifteen minutes.”
“Come on,” said Daniel to Joe. “I want to see the cemetery.”
As Joe followed Daniel outside, shivers ran down his spine.
No matter how hard he tried, he couldn’t stop thinking about
the old, tattered noose.
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