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STORYTIME 

 

Right, sit down you lot, and stop yer yapping.  I suppose you’re all wantin’ a 

story before you bugger off home again and leave yer grandma on her tod?  Yes, I 

thought you might.  What’s it gonna be then?  Jack and the Beanstalk, Mark? No such 

luck.  That story rotted kid’s brains when I was young.   Cinderella, Martha? Think 

not.  Whoever heard of a pumpkin turning into a carriage?  Cinderella should’ve just 

gotten herself a cab like any normal girl and cut out all that foolishness.  What 

rubbish!  No, tell you what.  How about a ghost story?  I thought you’d like that idea, 

Mark.  Little boys always like a good ghost story.  

What’s that, Sarah?  It might give you nightmares?  Tosh!  It’s character 

building, that’s what it is.  Everyone needs the crap frightened out of them every now 

and then.   

Quiet! I’m in the mood for a ghost story now and if I don’t start telling it, yer 

parents are gonna turn up halfway through and I’ll have to tell you the sanitised 

version and miss out the good bits. 

Did you know that this house is... haunted.  Oh, yes it is, Sarah.  Don’t you be 

calling yer old grandma a fibber now, or I’ll be having words with yer mother.  The 

story goes that a husband murdered his wife in the bedroom right above our heads 

because he found out she was getting her end away with a man from down the road.   

Shagging, Mark, she was shagging the man down the road, is that clearer for 

you?  Want me to draw you a picture or somethin’?  Put your drawing pad away, you 

little pervert. 

Anyway, as I was saying, the husband came home one day and found his wife 

in bed with her fancy man and the husband went crazy.  He threw the fancy man out 

and then went back to get his wife with a kitchen knife.  He carved her up prettier 

than a Christmas turkey.   

What’s wrong with you now, Sarah?  Pull yourself together girl; shit happens.  

After he’d done away with his wife he realised what big trouble he was in and did 

away with himself, too.  This house was all boarded up for years after.  No one 

wanted to live in a house where people had been murderin’.  Not a big sellin’ point if 

you see what I mean.  If you pull up the carpet in that room, you know what you’ll 
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find?  You’ll be findin’ dark patches of dried blood all over the floor where they 

couldn’t get the damned stuff off.  Seeped into the wood it did, and it ain’t ever 

comin’ out again. 

You can have a look next time yer ma dumps you here for the evenin’ if yer 

really want, Mark.  I have to admit that I’ve heard some right funny noises comin’ 

from that room of a night.  Why do you think I sleep in the back bedroom?  I may be a 

tough old bird, but even I don’t wanna be sleepin’ in that room.   

What sort of sounds do I hear, Martha?  Well now, I’ve heard a man shoutin’ 

and a woman screamin’, pleadin’ for her life she is, and the man’s shouting right back 

at her callin’ her all sorts of nasty names.  But their voices are all kinda distant, like 

they’ve got their heads in buckets or somethin’.  Sound funny does it, Sarah?  You 

wanna be here when they start up.  Makes the hairs stand up on the back of yer neck.  

It ain’t nice.  I usually hear ‘em on the anniversary of the murder.  And oddly enough, 

that’d be tonight, so it’s probably best that you lot are disappearing off home soon cos 

I don’t have room in my bed for all three of yers.  Speaking of which, I think that’s 

yer mother pullin’ up outside now.   

Go on with yer now, you knows I hate big sloppy kisses.  No, Mark, I still 

ain’t going to draw yer a picture. 

And now here I am, on me own again.  I’m sure those kids think I’m just a 

mad old biddy with a few screws loose.  But now they’ve gone and me house is all 

quiet again I knows I’m gonna have a rough night.  Any minute now they’ll start up.  

He’ll start roaring at her an’ she’ll start that godawful screaming of hers.   

I think… I think I’ll be sleeping down here tonight.   

With the TV on.  

Just for me own peace of mind, you understand? 


