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Time: 21minutes            Level: easy           Bimby: 1 minute 

Ingredients for the dough: 

2 eggs 
50 gr. sugar 
300 gr. flour 
100 gr. butter 
1 pinch salt 
1 teaspoon vanilla extract 
50 gr. almonds 
q.b. strawberry jam 
 

Preparation: 

Put all the ingredients in the closed lid, except the almonds and the strawberry jam, and set the pro-
gram for 30 seconds, speed 6. Place the dough in the fridge wrapped in cling film for 30 minutes. Pre-
heat the oven to 180ºC. Separate some dough and shape it into the shape of a finger. Press an almond 
firmly into one end to form the fingernail. Mark three lines halfway down the fingers to create a kind 
of nodule. Repeat with the rest of the dough. Place the cookies on the greased baking tray (or on 
greaseproof paper or a silicone mat) and bake for 20 minutes or until golden brown. Leave to cool for 3 
minutes. Carefully lift out the almonds and spread them with the strawberry jam so that they look like 
blood. Place the almonds back on top of the jam.  

Done by Gabriel Franco, 6th A 





Halloween Fun Page | 7th A 

Hello guys! We are about to reach one of the best times of the year! HALOWEEN! But this year, we need to make it 

SCARILY UNIQUE! 

So, we're going to show you a guide for a perfect Halloween! Ready??? 

 LET'S GO! 

COSTUMES 

One of the most important things for our guide are the COSTUMES! "Ah, but I don't have time", " I don't like wea-

ring exaggerated things", "Oh, but I don't have anyone to dress up with". Don't worry guys! In our guide, we have all 

types of costumes, from the most basic to the most complex, for one or more! 

 
 





shall we play scary games?  
The next step for a perfect halloween is playing some games games with friends or family. Who doesn't like to have 

fun? How about doing  it in a scary way? Shall we 

play? 

 

1-Colour the mandalas! 
 

   

 



Spot the differences 



























scary news!  - bonus 
Well,we reach to the end of our halloween guide! we hope we helped you,guys to have some 

fun and we hope you liked too!  

HAVE A MASSIVE FUN HALLOWEEN! SEE YA NEXT YEAR! 

HAPPY AND SPOOKY HALLOWWEN |7th A 



 















Halloween is celebrated on 31st October and the colours of Halloween 
are orange and black. 

Orange is related to the end of the harvest. Black is related to death. 

In the USA and the UK Halloween traditions are very popular, espe-
cially among kids and teenagers. Let’s look at some of the most com-
mon. 

 

Pumpkins - the inside removed and eyes, a mouth and a nose cut into 
one side. A candle is placed inside the empty pumpkin. People use 
pumpkin lanterns to decorate their homes at Halloween. 

 

People of all ages dress up no Halloween.  

The most popular costumes include witches, vampires, ghosts, skele-
tons, zombies and monsters. 

 

Children knock on the doors of houses at Halloween and shout ‘trick or 
treat’. The neighbours give them sweets as a ‘treat’. If there is no treat , 
the children play a trick on them. 

 

Later teenagers sometimes watch a scary film with friends at home or 
at the cinema. Any film with the words ‘Halloween’, ‘Vampire’, ‘Dead’ 
or ‘Zombie’ in the title is probably going to be quite scary. 

  

8th A and 8th B 



Halloweeƍ Traditionơ iƍ thŬ USA 

Halloween Traditions in the USA 

Halloween started from the ancient Celtic holiday of Samhain, now it’s the same as Ireland. Over the centuries, Hal-

loween transitioned from a pagan ritual to a day of parties for kids and adults. Halloween originated in Europe and 

was brought to the United States by immigrants in the 19th century, where it evolved into a popular holiday. People 

wear costumes to scare away spirits and go trick-or-treating. Modern celebrations include dressing up as celebrities 

and watching horror movies. The tradition has spread worldwide as a fun and commercial event. UNICEF uses trick-

or-treat concept for fundraising. 

      In the USA they do many traditions that we don’t know or do here, like: 

Haunted houses - Americans usually put in their houses some decorations like ghosts, spiders, pumpkins and webs. 

Candy corn -Candy corn has existed for more than 100 years. According to legend, a Wunderle Candy Company em-

ployee named George Renninger invented the confection in the 1880s. The Goelitz Candy Company (now Jelly Belly 

Candy Company) started producing candy corn around the turn of the century and continues the tradition today.  

Trick or treat with treat bags - Trick-or-treating on Halloween is a custom where people in costumes go door to door 

asking for treats with the phrase "trick or treat". The treat is usually candy, with the threat of a trick if none is given. 

The tradition originated in Scotland and Ireland, and has spread to other countries like the UK, US, Canada, and 

Mexico, where it is known as "calaverita". 

Pumpkin carving - In Ireland, people started to carve demonic faces out of turnips to frighten away Jack's wandering 

soul. When Irish immigrants moved to the U.S., they began carving jack-o'-lanterns from pumpkins, as these were 

native to the region. 

Bobbing for apples -The History of Bobbing for Apples 

According to History.com, the tradition is tied to love and romance instead of the traditional spookiness often linked 

to Halloween. Originally during this time period, females in Britain would bob their heads in water while attempting 

to bite into apples named for their male suitor. 

 

 

8thA – Catarina, Margarida G., Sofia M., Mariana e Inês Esteves 



Halloweenˢ startedˢwithˢ theˢCelticˢ
festivalˢofˢSamhain,ˢwhichˢmarkedˢ
theˢendˢofˢsummerˢinˢIrelandˢandˢ
Britain.ˢTheˢCeltsˢ believedˢ thatˢatˢ
Octoberˢ 31st,ˢ spiritsˢ returned,ˢ soˢ
theyˢlitˢbonfiresˢandˢworeˢanimalˢ
skinsˢ toˢ scareˢ themˢ away.ˢ Asˢ
Christianityˢ spread,ˢ Samhainˢ be-
cameˢ connectedˢ withˢ Allˢ Saintsˢ
Dayˢ onˢ Novemberˢ 1st.ˢ Overˢ timeˢ
Halloweenˢbecameˢtheˢcelebrationˢ
weˢ knowˢ today,ˢ withˢ costumes,ˢ
candy,ˢandˢspookyˢtraditionsˢespe-
ciallyˢinˢAmerica. 

 

 

8thA - Sofia Corbo, Inês Gonçalves, Maria Crespo and Maria Barriga 





A Celebration of Spooky Traditions 

 

Halloween, originating from the ancient Celtic festival 
of Samhain in Ireland, is celebrated in various countries 
worldwide. Samhain was believed to be a time when the 
boundary between the living and the dead was blurred, al-
lowing spirits to roam the earth. This tradition has evolved 
and is now celebrated with costumes, trick-or-treating, and 
various other festive activities. 

 

The celebration of Halloween is not limited to Ireland 
but has spread to many countries, each with its own unique 
customs and traditions. In the United States, Halloween is a 
time for pumpkin carving, haunted houses, and dressing up 
in elaborate costumes. In Mexico, the Day of the Dead, or 
Dia de los Muertos, is a vibrant and colorful celebration that 
honors deceased loved ones through offerings and festivals. 

 

From Ireland to Mexico and beyond, Halloween is a 
time for communities to come together, embrace the 
spooky and supernatural, and indulge in sweet treats. 
Whether it's telling ghost stories, visiting haunted attrac-
tions, or attending costume parties, Halloween is a time for 
fun, laughter, and a little bit of fright worldwide. 

 

8thB 







Introduction 

Halloween is one of the best festivals of the year; it starts on the 31st of October. Halloween was brought to the 
United States in 1840 by Irish immigrants who fled the famine in their country and it came to be known as 
'Halloween'. The festival is believed to have originated in the British Isles as part of Christian tradition.”  

Why do people decorate houses for Halloween?  

Decorating homes for Halloween comes from those early traditions of warding off evil spirits. In the past, villa-
gers might have carved faces into turnips or gourds to frighten away any unwelcome ghosts.  

How to decorate your house for Halloween:  

There are many different types of decorations you can use for Halloween. Pumpkins are a big symbol of Hallo-
ween, so many people decorate their homes with pumpkins.  

To make a pumpkin for your home:  

1. With a knife and the pumpkin cut the top of the pumpkin;  

2. After cutting the pumpkin lid, remove the pulp and seeds;  

3. Draw a picture of what you want your pumpkin to look so you don't make mistake;  

4. Once the drawing is done, cut your pumpkin to look like the one you drew;  

5. Once the pumpkin is cut, sprinkle it with water and leave it to dry for 5 minutes, this will help the 
pumpkin preserve itself;  

6. After these 5 minutes, Þnish by placing a candle to illuminate the pumpkin. And this is how you make 
a pumpkin for Halloween!!!  

Why do people dress up for Halloween?  

People dress up on Halloween as part of a tradition that dates back to ancient Celtic customs. Originally, peo-
ple dressed up to ward off evil spirits. Over time, the celebration evolved, and costumes became a way to ex-
press creativity, have fun, and enjoy the festivity. It is an opportunity for people to become characters they 
admire or Þnd amusing, creating a playful and festive atmosphere.  

Here are some Halloween costume ideas:  

1. Creepy Doll  

2. Wicked witch 

3. Enchanted pumpkin  

4. Spooky ghost  

5. Gruesome skeleto  







The evil tree 
One night, a boy went to visit his grandfather who was sick. The two talked for hours until at a 
certain point the grandfather made a big request to his grandson: 
– I want you to promise me something. 
– Of course, grandpa. 
– I'm going to ask you something very serious: promise you won't 
go near that tree on Halloween. 
The grandson looked confused and the grandfather continued: 

– Near the exit of the city, that old and lonely tree. One of the legends of Halloween 
is that they hanged a person there about 100 years ago. Since then it has become an 
evil tree.  
– Oh, grandpa! How can a tree…                   
– Shhh! I'm telling you. When I was your age, my friends and I made a challenge to see who would carve their name 
at the top of the tree. There was nothing wrong with that, until José Silva decided he would be the first. 
“Without saying why, he gathered everyone there on Halloween night and started insulting the tree. We held his 
pocketknife and lighter while he tied a rope around a rock and then sent it over a branch. 
“When everything was ready, he was pulled to the top and disappeared among the branches and leaves. Then, after a 
while, we noticed some noises coming from above and we thought he had started carving his name into the trunk. 
“That's when we heard a scream, as if he had seen a ghost. His lighter fell from branch to branch, with Zé's body soon 
after. 
“I will never forget the noise! CRACK! CRACK! So puff! He hit the ground, dead.“ 

– My God, grandpa! What happened? 
– That’s what I was wondering! That's why the next morning I went up to see what was up there... 
- And then? 
– Do you know what I found, carved into the trunk? ‘Here lies José Silva’, with date and every-
thing. As if it were a tombstone. Correct date and time of day.” 
– My god, grandpa, but why did Zé kill himself… 

– He didn’t do that, my grandson! It was a message from the tree to Zé. 
– How do you know? 
– Because that night, Zé didn't take the knife, it stayed with me in my pocket.  
 

By Renato Maia and Martim Magalhães | 9th A 



Once upon a time, in a small town nestled deep in the woods, a legend whis-

pered among the townsfolk about an old abandoned mansion. It was said 

that the mansion was haunted by the ghost of a former owner who met a 

tragic end. 

One dark and stormy Halloween night, a brave group of teenagers, curious 

to test their courage, decided to explore the mansion. As they entered the 

creaking front door, the temperature dropped and an eerie mist enveloped 

them. 

Strange noises echoed through the empty halls, shadows danced on the 

walls, and the floorboards seemed to groan under their weight. With each 

step, they felt the presence of something unseen following closely behind. 

As they reached the grand staircase, a chilling voice whispered, "Leave this 

place or suffer the consequences." Ignoring the warning, they pressed on, de-

termined to unravel the mystery of the mansion. 

Suddenly, the doors slammed shut behind them, trapping them inside. The 

ghostly figure of the former owner materialized before their eyes, its hollow 

gaze piercing their souls. They tried to run, but invisible hands held them 

back. 

In a desperate attempt to escape, they stumbled upon a hidden room filled 

with macabre artifacts from the past. The ghost's wails grew louder, filling 

the air with dread. Just as they thought all hope was lost, a blinding light en-

gulfed the room, banishing the ghost back into the darkness. 

The teens emerged from the mansion, shaken but unharmed, vowing never to 

return. From that day on, the mansion stood silent and forbidding, a grim 

reminder of the horrors that lurked within its walls. The legend of the haunt-

ed mansion lived on, a cautionary tale for those who dared to trespass on All 

Hallows' Eve. 

Ariful Alim | 9th A 



In a small village lived a young woman named Clara, famous for her beauty and for something no one could understand: she always 
wore a red scarf around her neck and never took it off, not even to sleep. The villagers had all kinds of theories, but Clara was discre-
et and never offered explanations, only smiling politely when someone asked. 

 

Clara grew up, and the young men in the village soon became in love with her mysterious beauty. But she kept her distance from eve-
ryone, as if she were hiding some secret. One day, however, she met a young man named Gabriel, who was captivated not only by her 
beauty but also by her kindness and intelligence. They fell in love and, over time, became engaged. 

 

Yet the red scarf remained, ever-present. Gabriel, curious, asked her one night, "Why do you never take off that scarf, Clara? You’ve 
been with me for so long; you can trust me." 

 

Clara, with a sad look in her eyes, replied, "My love, please, trust me. I only ask that you never touch the scarf. One day, you will 
understand." 

 

Gabriel respected her request, and soon they were married. On their wedding day, Clara was radiant, yet the red scarf stayed around 
her neck, like a persistent shadow of mystery. 

 

Months passed, and Gabriel’s curiosity grew. He tried to ignore it, but the scarf intrigued him more and more each day. Until one 
night, as Clara slept soundly beside him, he couldn’t resist. "She’ll never know," he thought. Gently, he tugged at one end of the 
scarf and slowly began to undo the knot. 

 

As soon as the knot was loosened, the scarf slipped away, and, to his horror, Clara’s head rolled softly from her body, landing on the 
floor with a dull thud. Gabriel screamed, terrified, and when he looked at his beloved’s face, he saw her eyes still open, fixed on him, 
as if she knew what he had done. 

 

The next day, they found Gabriel alone in the house, clutching the red scarf in his hands, murmuring to the emptiness. He never re-
gained his sanity, and the villagers said that every night, you could hear the haunted whisper of a voice lamenting, “Why didn’t you 
respect the scarf?”. 

 

 

By Jemima Oliveira, Raquel Martins, Anaísa Ye and Inês Azevedo, 9th A 



      Rail monologue 
 

It was a freezing, stormy night when I missed the last bus to go home.  

The small town was dimly lit, and the only option now was the train station, where I hoped to catch the 
last train of the day. 

As I was waiting on the platform, the distant rumble of thunder echoed through the air. 

There were a few people in the station, but during the time I was there, all of them disappeared. Proba-
bly they were wondering why the train had been delayed and gave up on it, taking a taxi or walking in-
stead, I thought. 

I was taken by a weird and great feeling I had never had before. I felt really light, like a feather, serene, 
like everything I went through had ended, and I was about to restart somewhere, even though I wasn't 
sure where.  

All of a sudden, a whistle pierced the stillness, and headlights illuminated the tracks. A train appeared, 
but it was old and rusted, the lights in it were failing and most curiously, the wheels and inferior part of 
the train were covered in what appeared to be blood. The lightness I felt turned into a weight once I first 
saw that train come in, it was overwhelming and asphyxiating, but I had no other alternatives. 

If I didn't catch that train then I would be stuck in the station for the night, or even forever, since I was 
not certain at all of what would happen to me. 

 I didn't have much time to decide if i should take it or not anyways, so I entered the train when the 
doors were about to shut, i was the only one entering and the only one at the station at this point. 

The lights went out, possibly because I was by myself there, but the moon still illuminated the train 
enough for me to be able to understand where I was.  

 

I passed the place where my body was found. 

 

I could see the rail covered in blood still, because not much time had gone since I passed away, but it 
was still a weird feeling to go near there. My body was pale and partially smashed because the train 
had passed over it before, when my life as I knew it reached its end, but my face 
was intact still, and the moonlight made it look angelically beautiful. 

I don't know where I will go now, but I hope my soul rests at last. 

 

Susana Silva, Leonor Dong and Leonor Gomes | 9th A 

 



ItˢwasˢpastˢmidnightˢwhenˢSarahˢheardˢscratchingˢonˢtheˢ
wall.ˢAtˢfirst,ˢitˢwasˢfaint,ˢaˢsubtleˢscrapeˢonˢtheˢotherˢsideˢ
ofˢtheˢwallˢbyˢherˢbed.ˢSheˢlaidˢstill,ˢheartˢpounding,ˢliste-
ning.ˢTheˢnoiseˢgrewˢlouder,ˢcloser,ˢasˢthoughˢsomethingˢ
wereˢclawingˢtowardsˢher. 

Gatheringˢherˢcourage,ˢsheˢre-
achedˢforˢherˢphoneˢtoˢshineˢaˢ
light.ˢButˢtheˢmomentˢtheˢglowˢ
filledˢtheˢroom,ˢtheˢscratchingˢ
stopped.ˢSilenceˢpressedˢaroundˢ
her,ˢthickˢandˢheavy. 

Relieved,ˢsheˢturnedˢoffˢtheˢlightˢ
andˢlaidˢbackˢdown.ˢ 

Butˢasˢsoonˢasˢherˢeyesˢadjustedˢtoˢtheˢdark,ˢsheˢfroze.ˢThe-
re,ˢinchesˢfromˢherˢface,ˢaˢshadowedˢfigureˢwhispered,ˢ"I'veˢ
foundˢyou." 

 

MatildeˢSantos,ˢJoanaˢFriasˢandˢHelenaˢPeruchoˢ|ˢ9thˢA 

 



On a cold, deserted Halloween night, a group of five friends decided to explore an 

old cabin deep in the woods, infamous for dark legends. Rumor had it that years 

ago, a man had gone there, committing horrific crimes, and the place was cursed 

ever since. 

As they stepped inside, the air was heavy with the metallic scent of something… 

they didn’t want to think about. The cabin was dark and silent, except for a faint 

dripping sound—water, perhaps. Or blood. Driven by curiosity and a hint of 

dread, they began to explore the rooms, eventually coming upon one where the 

walls were smeared with dark stains and frantic scrawls that looked like writing. 

Suddenly, the door slammed shut behind them, and a piercing scream tore 

through the silence. One of the friends, Peter, had been stabbed by a knife flashing 

out of the shadows, blood dripping onto the floor as he fell, lifeless. Panic set in 

as the group tried to escape, but they soon found the door was locked. 

A hooded figure appeared, holding a bloodstained knife. One by one, the friends 

tried to flee, but each was caught and attacked in different corners of the cabin. 

The house filled with screams of terror and pain, and blood spattered across eve-

ry wall. 

In the end, only Lucy was left, breathless and covered in blood, trapped in the 

basement. Her face streaked with tears, she looked into the eyes of the killer as he 

advanced slowly. Her final scream caught in her throat as the blade glinted one 

last time before everything went dark. 

The next morning, townspeople found the cabin, now in an eerie, deadly silence. 

Blood trails marked every corner, staining the floor. They say that at night, you 

can still hear the screams of the young souls, forever trapped in the place where it 

all ended in blood. 

By Catarina Miller, Inês Brito, Leonor Cabral and Mariana Gonçalves | 9th B 

HORROR STORY  



Whispers of the Forgotten 
On a cold Halloween night, a group of friends decided to explore the infamous Blackwood Cemetery, rumored to be haun-

ted by a restless spirit. Armed with flashlights, they slipped through the rusty gate, their laughter echoing in the still air.  

As they wandered deeper into the graveyard, they stumbled upon an old, crumbling tombstone. The name was barely legi-

ble, but the date of death was etched clearly: October 31, 1876. The friends joked about how the spirit must be waiting for 

Halloween to rise from the grave.  

Suddenly, a chilling breeze swept through the cemetery, extinguishing their flashlights. In the darkness, they heard a low, 

mournful whisper: “Leave... before it’s too late.”  Ignoring the warning, they fumbled for their phones, using the faint glow 

of their screens to navigate. But when they turned around, one of their friends, Jake, was missing. Panic set in as they cal-

led his name, their voices trembling.  

Then, out of the shadows, Jake appeared, his eyes wide with fear. “I saw her! A woman in white! She pointed at me!” 

Before they could react, the ground beneath them trembled. The friends grabbed Jake, trying to pull him away, but he 

stood frozen, staring into the darkness. A figure emerged—a translucent woman draped in tattered white, her face twis-

ted in sorrow.  

“Help me,” she whispered, reaching out with a bony hand.  In a panic, the friends ran, but Jake hesitated, entranced. The 

others dragged him away just as the woman let out a wailing cry, a sound that pierced the night.  

 They burst through the gate, hearts racing, but when they turned back, the cemetery was silent. Jake’s face was pale, his 

eyes haunted. “She wanted me to join her,” he gasped.  

 From that night on, Jake was never the same. He spoke of shadows that followed him and whispers in the dark. Every Hal-

loween, he’d stand at the cemetery gate, as if waiting for the woman to call him back. And every year, the friends remem-

bered the warning: some spirits are best left undisturbed. 

 

Alice Azevedo and Beatriz Fernandes | 9th A 

  



Whispers of the mask 
 

It was Halloween night, and Emma was alone in her house, scrolling through her phone. She’d just finished watching Scream and 

couldn’t shake the image of the Ghostface killer from her mind. Trying to calm herself down, she turned on all the lights and told 

herself it was just a movie. Suddenly, her phone buzzed with a text from an unknown number. 

“Do you like scary movies?” 

Emma froze. It had to be a prank. One of her friends, she thought, still uneasy. Trying to play along, she typed back, “Very funny. 

Who is this?” Another text came instantly: “Who do you think it is?” 

Emma’s hands started to shake. She felt a chill creep up her spine. She looked out her window, but everything seemed quiet. Just 

as she was about to reply, her phone rang. The caller ID was unknown. “Hello?” she answered, her voice barely a whisper.  

“Hello, Emma,” a distorted voice replied. “What’s your favorite scary movie?” 

She couldn’t answer, her breath catching in her throat. The line went silent for a second, and then he continued, “Don’t hang up. I’m 

closer than you think.” 

Emma dropped her phone, heart pounding, and ran to lock the front door. She checked all the windows, making sure everything 

was secure. But as she turned back toward the hallway, she saw a dark figure standing in her living room, the familiar white mask 

staring right at her. Ghostface tilted his head, slowly raising his knife. 

Emma screamed and bolted toward the stairs, her heart racing as she tried to reach her room. But just as she slammed the door 

shut, her phone buzzed again. She picked it up, her hands trembling, and read the message: “You can’t hide, Emma.” 

With no other way out, she heard the slow, steady footsteps approaching her door. She knew there was no escape, just like in the 

movie. And just as the door creaked open, the screen of her phone went black. 

As the door creaked open, Emma backed up until she was pressed against her bedroom window, heart hammering. Ghostface 

stepped inside, his knife gleaming even in the dim light, his footsteps slow and methodical, as if he had all the time in the world. 

Desperately, Emma glanced around her room, looking for anything she could use to defend herself. Her hand closed around a hea-

vy lamp on her nightstand, and with a surge of adrenaline, she swung it toward him. But Ghostface was faster than she’d expec-

ted—he dodged easily, grabbing her wrist and twisting it painfully. The lamp crashed to the floor, leaving her in near darkness, the 

faint glow of her phone the only light. 

She tried to scream, but his gloved hand clamped over her mouth, silencing her. She could hear his heavy breathing, feel the cold 

edge of the knife against her skin. 

“Shh…” he whispered in that distorted, mocking voice. “You wouldn’t want to ruin the surprise.” 

Emma’s mind raced. Surprise? What did he mean? 

Just then, her phone buzzed again. Ghostface tilted his head, then slowly released her and gestured for her to answer it, his eyes 

shining with sick amusement behind the mask. She hesitated, but he pressed the knife to her throat, forcing her hand. 

Her fingers trembled as she picked up the phone and answered : “Hello, Emma,” the same distorted voice said from the other end, 

identical to the one standing in front of her. Her blood went cold. Two of them? As if in response, a second Ghostface figure emer-

ged from her closet, his silent footsteps bringing him up behind her. She was trapped, flanked on both  



sides, nowhere to run. The second figure leaned in close and whispered, “It’s your turn to scream.” 

And scream she did, but the sound barely escaped before both figures closed in, the light from her phone flickering and then fading 

out. When the police arrived the next morning, they found her room empty. The only trace of Emma was her phone, left behind on 

the floor with a single message glowing on the screen: “Do you like scary movies?” 

Emma’s sudden disappearance spread quickly, and her friends were left shaken, haunted by the last messages she had received. A 

few days later, Sarah and her friends gathered in Emma’s room, searching for any clues that the police might have missed. Her 

phone was still there, lying on the floor with a cracked screen, displaying the eerie final message: “Do you like scary movies?” 

Just as Sarah picked up the phone, it buzzed to life in her hand. The screen flashed once, then displayed a new message from 

Emma’s number: “I’m not gone yet. Want to play one last game?” 

The friends looked at each other, fear growing in their eyes. This had to be a prank. But before Sarah could type a reply, her phone 

lit up with the same message, followed by the phones of each person in the room. They all stared at the identical texts on their 

screens, unable to believe what they were seeing. 

One friend, Jake, tried to laugh it off. “Someone must have hacked Emma’s phone. This can’t be real.” 

But just as he said that, the bedroom lights flickered, casting shadows around the room. The door, which had been slightly open, 

creaked shut on its own, the sound echoing through the tense silence. Then, the closet door swung open with a slow, deliberate 

creak, revealing nothing but darkness. One by one, their phones began ringing. Each screen displayed the same caller ID: Unknown. 

Hesitantly, Sarah answered her call. A distorted voice came through, unmistakably similar to the one Emma had heard that night. 

“Hello, Sarah. Did you really think it was over?” Trembling, Sarah whispered, “Who are you?” The voice laughed, low and menacing. 

“You’ll find out soon enough. But first… it’s your turn to scream.” The lights went out, leaving the group in pitch darkness. The silence 

was broken only by the sound of their phones dropping, one by one, as footsteps echoed closer, moving swiftly toward them from 

every direction. 

The footsteps grew louder, closing in from every corner of the room. Sarah’s heart pounded as she felt her friends backing up 

against her, all of them huddling together in the dark. The glow from their phones was the only light, casting eerie shadows over 

their terrified faces. 

Out of the darkness, a flash of white appeared — the unmistakable mask of Ghostface, hovering just at the edge of the circle of 

light. His black-robed figure stood still, then tilted his head, as if studying them, savoring their fear. 

One of the friends, Jake, broke out of the huddle, rushing toward the door in desperation. But before he could reach it, the door 

slammed shut with a force that rattled the walls. They were trapped. 

“Please,” Sarah whimpered, trying to reason with the masked figure, her voice barely audible. “This isn’t funny. Just tell us what you 

want!” 

The distorted voice returned, coming from somewhere unseen, echoing off the walls. “I want what you all wanted… to play a game.” 

They each heard their own phones buzz in unison, displaying a new message: RUN. 

Without thinking, they all bolted toward the only other exit — the window. But as they fumbled with the lock, another figure in a 

Ghostface mask appeared outside, blocking their escape, a gloved finger raised to his lips in a mocking “shh.” Trapped between the 

two masked figures, the group felt the walls closing in, their terror mounting. 

One by one, their phones buzzed again. Each screen displayed a countdown, ticking down from 10… 9… 8… The voice laughed, filling 

the room with a cruel, echoing sound as the countdown dropped lower. With 3 seconds left, the first Ghostface lunged, his knife 

gleaming. The lights flickered on just in time to reveal his expressionless mask right in front of Sarah’s face. Her scream pierced 

the silence — and then everything went dark. 

The next morning, the house was silent. When the police arrived, they found Emma’s room untouched, except for a chilling detail: 

five cell phones lying neatly on the floor in a circle, each displaying the same final message: “GAME OVER.” 
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