
THE HAUNTED MOBILE 
Chapter One 
Text Message 
 
 
It started with a text on Jake’s mobile. 
 
Cold.  Dark.  Cold.  Dark.  I can’t get out. 
 
Jake stared at the screen.  He scrolled down to see who had sent the text.  It 

had come from his own number. 
The phone was very cold in his hands.  He stared at it as if it had a life of its 

own. 
“Get a grip, Jake,” he said to himself. 
The message must have come from his friend Roddy as a joke.  Roddy was 

clever with phones.  Jake decided to ignore the text and see what happened. 
 
“Have you gone mad?” Roddy said to him at the bus stop after school.  It 

was dark, and rain dripped onto them through a hole in the shelter. 
“What?” Jake said. 
“That text you sent me.”  Roddy showed him his screen. 
 
Cold, so cold, so cold, so cold 
 
“I didn’t send that,” Jake said. 
Roddy scrolled down.  It said: 
 
Message from Jake 
 
Jake took out his phone. 
“My mobile is doing something weird,” he said.  “Look at this.” 
He went to show Roddy the strange message in his inbox.  But it wasn’t 

there! 
Jake stared at his screen.  He felt sure that Roddy had done something to 

his phone.  But why?  It was a mean thing to do.  Jake was glad when Roddy’s 
bus came. 

 
 
That night, Jake couldn’t sleep.  What was going on?  Who had sent those 

texts?   The question went around and around in his head, keeping him 
awake. 

Outside, it was pouring with rain and Jake could hear thunder.  It was a bit 
scary, so when his phone bleeped loudly, Jake nearly jumped out of his skin. 

It was midnight.  Was Roddy playing another joke?  Jake picked up his 
phone and stared at the screen. 

 
I’m so cold and scared.  Help me.  Alice. 
 



Alice?  He didn’t know anyone called Alice.  He scrolled down and felt a 
shiver run down his spine.  The message had come from his own number 
again. 

The screen was still lit. 
 
Delete message? 
 
As Jake watched, the phone deleted the message all by itself, and then its 

screen went dark.  He turned it off and put it in a drawer. 
Jake lay back in his bed.  Who had sent that message?  Who was Alice?  

What was going on? 
 
 
When at last Jake fell asleep, he had a disturbing dream.  He was in a dark, 

cold place and he could hear the sound of dripping water.  A lot of girls were 
standing with their backs towards him. 

He went up to them one by one, and tapped them on the shoulder, saying 
“Are you Alice?”  But as he tapped each girl she crumbled into dust, until he 
was standing alone, up to his ankles in soft, grey ashes. 
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