  It was a rainy night, about twelve midnights.  My friends Punitha, Peer  and myself took the last train from Chua Chu Kang to Jurong West after our work.  We were about to past the Chua Chu Kang cemetery “Ooo, Ooo!, Ooooooo” came a very sharp and scary voice.  I turned back to Punitha and asked her whether she heard the noise.  “No, I did not.” She shouted back.  All of a sudden, I heard a different sound and so did Punitha.  It was like “clink clink, clink clink, clink, clink.” The noise became louder, so we thought it was Peer.  We turned to Peer and asked her why she was making that noise.

  She exclaimed, “How dare you blame me?” All of a sudden, we heard, “squeak, squeak, clink, ooooh!” All of us were terrified out of our wits.  We turned behind but there was no one.  We quietly tiptoed to the place where the conductors gathered.  Our hearts started to beat very quickly like a frog jumping in my heart, when we saw his face.  Our faces turned as pale as a ghost.

  The train conductor’s face was transparent green and his eyes were bloodshot red.  Our heartbeats started to quicken.

  We ran for our lives.  We were very exhausted and had to quench our thirst so Punitha, Peer and myself went to my house and drank many litres of water within minutes.

The next day, we went to the railway station to check about the train.  But they said the train existed million of years ago.  We were surprised.
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