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THE GHAISTLY FITBAW MATCH

by Finn Sands, St Matthew’s Academy

Et wis aw daurk an a cloody nicht. Et wis Halloween.

Tam strolled an sauntert through the toon. He was listening tae his tunes.
The music wis roakin his soul.

Tam felt excited. He wis gang guisin’ later. He hud decidit tae dress up as
his aw time favrit, Football Hero.

Tam loved fitbaw. Et wis his passion. He cooldnae git enuf o’ et.

As he walkit alang, he saw a licht shinin. Fluddlichts beamtet him through
the slate-grey sky. They shone o’er the Auld Fitbaw Stadium.

Next meenit, He heard a scraich tae. Et made him tremmle. His first
thoucht wis tae rin awa. Hooever, he decidit tae heid oot, an explore.

He wantit tae ken whaur and whit the scream wis frae. His stummach
churned like his Granny’s washin machine.

Tam reached the abandon’t stadium. He pushed through the rusty turnstyles.
He sneakily crept up tae the West Staun.

As he entert in, he wis petrified. He wis oan his ain.

He saw afore him a sicht that he didane understaun. He spied ten ghasty
fitbaw players, rinnin aboot,an playin a gie rough gaime of fitbaw.

White wis gaun oan?

Tim wis frozen stiff wae shoack. He wis horrified.
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He, tae his horror, noticed the baw wis the heid o’ the Heidless Referee.

‘Whit?’ anhe wondert sum mair.

Tam watched the the gaime, still tryin tae work it aw oot.

Siddennly, a monstrous luckin mid-field player crossit an ootstandin baw,
tae another sinister-luckin striker.

The ba wis executit past the heidless Goalie, nae boathur.

The team screeched wae dicht.

Forgettin whaur he wis, Tam leapt up in celebration. He cried oot lood,

‘Gauuuun yerselll ghoasties!’

Everything stapped.

The stadium fell silent.

The place wis as quiat as a cemetery on a funeral day.

Tae his horrur, aw the ghaists an ghouls, oan the field afore him, turnt wae
richt speed, an leuked up et Tam.

Tam wis feart. He wis dumfoonert, wae shoack.

‘Git him!’ screamed yon ghastly Keeper.

Shin, they aw’ bolted an chased efter Tam.

Tam sprinted awa.



SCOTS HORROR STORIES

www.scotshooseyaldi.com

3

He boalted, as he kent his life depended oan his ain speed and haste.

He left the Stadium, quicker than the rinner, Usain Bolt.

He rin fur the High Street, where he kent, aw’buddy else, oot guisin, wur
gethert the giether. He spied dodgy vampires an mair ghouls an a trio o’
wicked witches. Nane o’ them spooked him as much as the real thing rinnin’
after him, though.

Tam wis fair puffed oot when he reached hame.

He ran up the pathway.

He ran intae the hall and ran alang the hallway, tae his room.

He was tremmlin’ wae tension.

Aw, o a sidden, a severed heid batterit through his windae.

He heard a vice shoot oot.

‘Red Caird Tam! He’s in here guys! Cum oan in an git him!’

Tae his increased horrur, Tae heard a richt clatter o’ fitstepps in the hall,
echoein oan his laminate flair.

Et that everythin’ fell pitch black …


