
One Ice Cold Night  

 

            Wrapped up warm against the icy fingers of dusk, the 

caretaker once again closed the cemetery gates, but who was 

watching him? “Okay kids that’s the end of the book! Now 

time to go to bed,” Phil said gently, “My work starts soon.” 

One by one he kissed all three children on their cheeks. Phil 

tiptoed down the stairs and wrapped up warm for the cold 

dark night ahead of him. Phill wasn’t the luckiest man in the 

world as his job was boring and sometimes a bit scary, his job 

was being a caretaker at the grave yard down the road from 

their house. Plus his wife (Evangeline) was away most of the 

time exploring the beautiful world around us but she never 

seemed to be around at day time, so most of the time Phil 

saw her at night. Every night he put on warm clothes: his 

warm, fluffy, big red coat; a pair of big bulky black shoes; one 

striped bobble hat; two orange spotty scarfs and his blue 

gloves, but he always had a pack of matches in his pocket as 

he still got very cold.  

     Just as Phil got up to the door their nanny came: “I’m 

here” she shouted. “Oh hello Mrs Davis, the children are 

already in bed.” (Even though it’s the nanny’s job to put them 

into bed Phil liked to do it.) “Oh good, less for me!” the 

nanny yelped.  

    As Phil stepped outside he felt a shiver to the skin, his feet 

like blocks of ice. The air was misty and cold. Quickly he ran 

down to the cemetery, hoping to get a little bit warmer as he 

ran but it didn’t work. It even seemed to get a little bit colder 



as he got to the cemetery. As he got there he saw a large 

figure lurking at the gates; it was hard to make out if it was  

human or something else, then he heard a noise “There, just 

there it’s him.”  

     By this time Phil was getting very worried. Opening the 

gate holding his breath, he didn’t make a sound. Someone 

was watching him. Who was it? Making every move count, 

Phil tiptoed in to the cemetery, the air getting colder by the 

second. Awkwardly he ran and hid behind the tree. “Don’t 

run I just want to have some fun,” said a voice that sounded 

like it was coming from behind him, it’s warm and rotten 

breath breathing heavily onto his shoulder.  

    Not daring to turn around to see, out of the corner of his 

eye he saw a blazing sharp dagger shining in the moon light; 

if he didn’t kill the monster it would kill him instead. Phil had 

to think fast, he quietly slipped his hand into his pocket and 

strike a little flicker of light lit up a stick he turned around and 

the creature screeched “Noooooo….” 

      Melting away the creature was surrounded by a swarm of 

zombie-like beings running towards him. Grabbing  the 

dagger , the other zombies fell to the ground in a flash as he 

rapidly lit another match and another and another … Panic. 

His last match. The flesh-eating zombies blocking the exit, he 

launched himself at the wall… 

  “HEY I TOLD YOU TO STAY AWAY!” screeched a small 

woman. She sounded familiar to Phil…like – his mother-in-

law? “I’LL DEAL WITH THIS ONE!” Screamed the woman as 



the zombies backed away in horror. She grabbed Phil by the 

collar and pulled with force “I’ve got you now!” 
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