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With stick forts and dancing shadows, Kings Wood has a lot to offer. High points and 
nature trails, woodland animals and flowing rivers. Families have been coming here for 
generations, walking their dogs and bonding with their children. Nothing bad could ever 
happen here, right?

Behind the tall hill known as Robins Point, lies smashed bottles and empty gun cartridges. 
The product of two teenagers planning a nightmare. Back in 2002, 17-year-old Harry Kemp 
and 16-year-old Alex Mitchell routinely visited here for target practice. The two planned a 
massacre at Towers School for over 6 months after being continuously bullied for years. 

After bragging to their friends about their plans for ‘ultimate revenge,’ the police were 
alerted and intervened 2 weeks before the planned attack. Police reportedly found 5 fire-
arms with hundreds of bullets as well as an arsenal of over 20 knives and 8 pipe bombs. 
Police also found over 50 hours of video footage of the two planning the attacks.

“Mate, I’m so ready for Judgement Day. Gonna be mental.” Boasted Mitchell, a twisted 
grin on his face, resting his chin on the barrel of a sawed off shotgun. The two were sat in 
Kemps bedroom.

Judgement Day was what the boys called their planned massacre, 9th May 2002.

“My first is gonna be [REDACTED.] Dumb bitch deserves it. We’ll be gods.” Muttered 

The Story of Two Teenagers 
planning a massacre in England’s 

living room.

Making a Monster
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Kemp, loading up his chosen shotgun. 

After the two were arrested, Kemp was diagnosed with Anti-social personality disorder as well as 
manic depression. Mitchell was diagnosed with schizoid personality disorder as well as depres-
sion and psychotic tendencies. 

Both are being held in separate maximum security prisons where Kemp has attempted suicide 
multiple times. 

Making a Monster

L-R: Mitchel, Kemp.
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“Mummy, it’s angel dust!” 

Leaping for joy, the young boy grinned a toothy grin, his cheeks red from the cold. With his 
rugrats hat pulled down low over his ears, his Milkybar Kid curls poked through the bottom as he 
began playing in the frosty paradise. 

The boy’s mother smiled at the sight as she took out her Polaroid camera to take pictures of the 
moment that would soon be a loving memory. His Father let their 4-year-old Husky of its lead as 
it joined his human companion in the snow. 

Ellen and Roger looked on as their son began to make snow angels, a high-pitched giggle emanat-
ing from his mouth.  

At the sight of their dog squatting in the snow, the blonde woman immediately shouted, “Don’t 
wee in the snow, Nanook!” 

The husky tilted his head at his owner before letting out a small whine and sitting down.  

“Come and play with me, Mummy!” 

The boy’s name was Liam. With curious hazel eyes and a light lisp, the boy could warm even the 
coldest of hearts. He was the apple of his parent’s eye, making friends wherever he went. When-
ever he went shopping with his parents, he would smile and say hello to everyone he saw. 

However, the boy’s good heart would turn out to also be his downfall. 

Kings Wood had always been one of Rogers’s favourite places, the calm tranquillity appealing 
to his nature. So when the harsh snowfall of October ’97 hit, he instantly wanted his family to 
experience the scenery.  

Nanook took full advantage of his new surroundings, diving into the freezing depths before resur-
facing several metres away.  

“Come on sweetie, let’s keep going.” Roger told his son kindly as his wife tried unsuccessfully to 
get the husky out of the thick layer of snow. 

C R Y B A B Y
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Liam waddled towards his 
Father, almost falling over 
several times from the amount 
of layers he was wearing. It was 
surprising he didn’t go face first 
into a puddle.  

Continuing along the trail, the 
view was a sight to behold. 
Aged oak trees wove through 
the path, clustered together with 
layers of icy snow undisturbed 
on the tall branches. Soft edged 
clouds dotted the milky sky, 
light emanating from behind, 
desperate to break through.  

The only sound resonating throughout the forest was the harsh crunch of hiking boots against 
nature’s icy elements. Even the birds had gone quiet. 

That didn’t seem to deter Nanook however, as he barked continuously in an attempt to find a new 
playmate. (Preferably a Robin to chase.) 

“No, Nanook! Come here!” Ellen hardly raised her voice but she did, it was usually to stop Nano-
ok from doing something stupid. Like going head first into wet mud.  

As the woman began chasing the dog, Roger let out a hearty chuckle before putting away his 
wife’s camera.  

Whilst Ellen tried to stop her dog from going face first into a tree trunk and Roger tried to sort out 
the camera and all its different attachments, neither noticed the moment that would change their 
lives. 

 

It all happened in a blur.  

First began the shouting. 

Liam? 

Then the screaming. 

Liam! 
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Finally, came the gut-wrenching cries. 

Liam?! 

 How could a 7 year old just vanish? 

With pounding hearts and erratic thoughts, the two searched high and low for their missing boy. 

 It was dark when the park rangers turned up, light from their torches illuminating the pathways. 
They too searched the area with no luck. 

Liam was gone. 

 It wasn’t until a month later did the finally find something. 

However, what they found only added to their confusion. 

Liam’s small, frail body was found underneath a pine tree. A tree that they had checked countless 
times. There was no immediate sign of trauma. He just looked like he was sleeping.  

His blonde curls clung to his forehead, his once healthy, glowing skin now a pale, lifeless grey.  

The coroner stated he had only been dead for two days when he had been found. His cause of 
death was unknown yet his stomach was full. He had eaten well the days leading up to his death.  

Although he had disappeared on one of the coldest days of the year, his body showed no sign of 
frostbite or hypothermia.  

Bizarre, was the only word the press could describe it as. 
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The sound of air raid sirens blasted through the night. Fear automatically instilled in all who 
heard it.  

“It’s time.” 

Next to a metal door planted into the ground, stood a tall scientist. With a balding head and sharp 
grey eyes, he examined his surroundings quickly before opening the hatch and climbing inside.  

With the door slamming shut behind him, he descended the stairs and into his ‘room of wonders.’ 
It was cold and damp, the stone walls making the bunker feel a lot smaller. 

Before him stood 6 large test tubes.  

Each held a person inside. 

5 men and 1 woman. 

Each had a mask on their face, rigged up with wires. Multiple IV’s dotting their bodies, more 
tubes pumping multi-coloured liquids into their bloodstreams.   

All were unconscious, wearing nothing but basic underwear.  

The tall tubes holding the experiments stood a good couple of feet taller than the 6’2” scientist.  

Going up to one of the tubes, he pressed his palms and forehead against the glass, a wide grin on 
his face. 

“It’s time.” 

A shiver hit him as he cracked his neck, clenching his fists with a deep inhale. Walking over to a 
large table top, he picked up one of the many syringes, this one containing, what appeared to be, 
black sludge.  

Lowering his hand to one of the openings in the tube, he injected straight into the experiments 
blood stream. 

The dark substance travelled through the IV and up to his neck. The second it hit his jugular, the 
experiment began to convulse inside his confines. Although he was still unconscious, his body 
was screaming. 

S I R E N



13

The scientists grin seemed to grow until 
it almost reached his eyes. The sick look 
in his eyes never ceasing. 

 
That had been the local ‘bogeyman’ tale. 
To stop your kids from acting out, you 
would tell them about the mad scientist 
who conducted human experiments dur-
ing World War 2. That would be enough 
to make your kids do the dishes for a 
least a week. 

But it was just that. 

A story. 

Until now. 

A man had taken his two sons to Kings 
Wood with their new metal detectors 
they had gotten for Christmas. 

However, the found a lot more than old 
coins. 

They discovered a mutated skeleton with 
three arms and a mutated skull. A long 
snout-like nose and sharp jagged teeth 
paired with metal legs below the knee 
caps.  

Everything they once thought, was no 
more.  

All they knew had fallen. 

A campfire story became a reality.
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Fallen branches littered the pathway, sun light streamed through the branches. The woods were 
alive with dancing shadows.  

Clutching her copy of the daily newspaper, Alice Evans admired the view around her. Blonde 
hair coiled tightly underneath her small, brown hat, the brim framing her pale face. Her slightly 
too long shawl whipping at her knees.  

After a night out dancing with her husband, she had gone to the market to buy a newspaper and 
had decided to cut through Kings Wood on her way home.  

The year was 1911 and England was currently suffering at the hands of the hottest summer on 
record. Plus, the country was preparing for the coronation of George V and Queen Mary that 

month. Union Jacks were strung up 
wherever they could reach.  

The woman’s hazel eyes took in 
her surroundings as butterflies 
dotted the space around her.  

She would never return to her 
husband.  

She was reported as missing the 
day after and to this day, she has 
not been found. 

Police found her purse three days 
later, empty apart from two dead 
butterflies with the wings ripped 
off. 

Fast forward to 2005, the same 
location. 

Alice Evans

THE LOST 
GIRLS
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Rachel Williams, a photography student, decided to use King’s Wood as the subject of her 
final project. Equipped with a Nikon Camera, a cheese sandwich, drink and bus fare, the 20 
year-old let her inspiration flow. 

Taking 32 photos in just over an hour, the young woman felt very accomplished with her 
work. Scrolling back through her pictures, a smile graced her features.  

With sweat forming just above her brow, the brunette stashed her camera back into her bag 
before sitting on a fallen tree stump. Getting comfy, she got out her prepared lunch. 

Rachel has not been seen since that day.  

Three days after she was 
reported missing by her 
family, police found her bag, 
empty apart from two dead 
butterflies with the wings 
ripped off. 

As of 2017, Police have no 
leads and have declared it a 
‘cold case.’ 

 

R- Rachel Williams.
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With a history as extensive as Kings Wood, it’s no wonder it has its share of ghost sto-
ries.

On 21st of August 2013, teenagers Nick Foster, Zahra Patel, Josh Macon and Will Bur-
nett decided to prove that the stories weren’t true. 

The four set out at 7pm on the evening of the 21st and pitched their tents in the heart of 
the woods, the closest path being Hannah’s Trail, a walk designed for children, which 
was 120ft away from their makeshift campsite. 

After eating their dinner, the four were feeling confident enough to start drinking. Each 
of them had a beer apart from Zahra who, due to religious beliefs, did not consume alco-
hol. The group of friends chatted long after the sun went down.

It was around midnight that Josh began to feel uneasy.

“I don’t know how to describe it,” He began, “I just felt I was being watched. We only 
had a few beers each so we weren’t drunk. I remember looking at my phone to see what 
time it was and it had just gone midnight. That’s when it all started.”

Reportedly, after telling his friends of his discomfort, Zahra voiced her own concerns.

“I know it’s easy to blame what happened on alcohol but I hadn’t touched the stuff. 
When Josh said he felt like he was being watched, I was sort of relieved because I had 
been feeling the same thing all evening. I just didn’t want to scare them. The best way to 
describe what I felt was to think of someone standing behind you and you can just sense 
them. You know they’re there.” 

After hearing this, the oldest of the group, Nick Foster, tried to calm his friends by claim-
ing it was just their minds playing tricks. However, it didn’t take long for him to change 
his mind.

The youngest, Will Burnett, began to speak quietly, cradling an empty can of coke, “I 
saw something earlier. A shadow. Not just once. I kept seeing it. We aren’t alone.”

P L A Y I N G  W I T H  F I R E
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P L A Y I N G  W I T H  F I R E
At this point, everyone began to panic. 

“It was if someone had flipped a switch, Zahra and Josh were both freaking out. Saying we 
needed to leave.” Nick said. “But I wasn’t having any of it. We were in a supposedly haunted 
woods in the pitch black, of course we were gonna see things. That’s how the mind works. Fear 
changes to paranoia. Your mind plays tricks on you! I tried to reason with them but Josh wanted 
to have a look around to make sure no one was pranking us. So he went to go and get the torch 
we kept in the tent. It’s a bloody massive thing, couldn’t miss it.”

However, when Josh came back out of the tent empty handed, citing ‘It’s gone,’ Nick had had 
enough. 

“He yelled at us to sit down and stop panicking. He went into the tent to go and look for it but 
came out empty handed. He checked the other tent, even though all of us knew it wouldn’t have 
been in there and once again, returned with nothing. He kept muttering that we must’ve left it 
in the car but all of us remembered bringing it. Will had kept flashing it in our eyes on the way 
here.”

After searching the entirety of their makeshift camp, they concluded that their torch was gone. 

“We all brought spares, smaller torches just in case but they were gone as well.” Josh said, “So 
we had to use our phones which could only light up maybe 5ft in front of us.”

When they decided to set out to scout the area, Nick, Zahra and Josh all turned to get Will, 
however, he was gone.

“I remember my heart just dropped. He was gone.” Zahra told us, gnawing on her bottom lip 
with watery eyes.

“I began screaming his name,” Said Josh shakily, “My best friend was just gone.”

“He wouldn’t have just wondered off. Not with everything that was happening.” Nick said 
firmly, shaking his head.
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The three began to search the campsite for him, over turning their tents, ringing his mo-
bile and screaming his name so loud, their voices went hoarse. No luck.

After they had searched their camp from top to bottom, the three once again had another 
argument. 

“Josh and I both wanted to go looking for him. He must’ve gotten lost and not had any 
signal. But Nick wanted us to all go back to the car and wait for Will there. Said that Will 
knew where the car was and he couldn’t risk the three of us getting lost with him.”

“I wasn’t gonna leave him,“ Began Josh, “I just couldn’t.”

“I knew that our phones had signal by the car. We could go back to the car and call the 
park rangers. They would know what to do and they would have better luck finding him 
than three teenagers.” Will said.

Nick eventually convinced Zahra of his plan but that still left Josh who was adamant on 
searching for his missing friend. 

L-R: Nick 
Foster, Will 
Burnett,  
Zahra Patel, 
Josh Macon
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“In the end,” Nick sighed, “I just grabbed him and started walking.”

“Nick’s a strong, tall guy and once he had me over his shoulder, I couldn’t get down. In 
hindsight, in must’ve looked funny. A 6ft4” muscly guy carrying a scrawny 5ft8” kid 
over his shoulder.” 

With Josh on his shoulder, yelling profanities and calling him every name under the sun, 
Nick and Zahra focused on getting back to the car. 

“We knew where to go. Go left of the camp and walk until you find an old cut down tree 
trunk, then follow the line of tree just to the right until you find the path. Follow the path 
and then you’ll reach the carpark.”

However, things were not that simple. The two plus Josh on Nicks shoulder, kept walking 
until they found the tree trunk.  

“I told Nick to put me down multiple times. But when he actually did, I was shocked. 
Until I saw what he was looking at.”     

A thick red substance covered the trump, dripping off the sides and forming pools in the 
dirt. The torch illuminating the liquid, creating a shine that almost looked pretty.

“Both Josh and I began crying, Nick just stood in shock, looked like he wanted to throw 
up.” Zahra murmured, playing with her hands, a single tear sliding down her face.

After this discovery, Josh was squatting on the ground, his hands over his face as he 
wept. Zahra had her hand over her mouth, wide eyes producing never ending tears. Nick 
gulped before he moved closer, treading carefully. His eyes scanned the pool, praying to 
find a feather of something that would indicate a bird or animal had met its unfortunate 
end instead of his friend. 

It was then, he saw something. He abruptly stumbled back, eyes the size of saucers and 
he proceeded to throw up. Zahra found his reaction strange, Nick wasn’t squeamish in the 
slightest. She moved forward slightly.

“It was three of Wills fingers.” 

“Will always wore this onyx ring. It was his Uncles. They were really close and when he 
died, he left it to Will. That ring was on one of the fingers.” Josh said, blinking rapidly in 
an attempt to get rid of his unshed tears.

After seeing the dismembered fingers of her friend, the girl immediately ran to her 
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younger friend in an attempt to shield him from seeing the awful sight. 

“We didn’t see…it when we first looked as we weren’t close enough. They were all 
covered in blood and I could see the ring he wore. I didn’t want Josh to see but it was too 
late.”

“I wish I hadn’t seen it but I did. I just couldn’t stop screaming.” He stuttered.

However, another loud scream pierced the air. 

“It seemed to echo from all around us.” Nick whispered.

The three spun around, all looking for the source. Then, a branch snapped right behind 
the large oak tree opposite them. A melodic laugh was heard before a disembodied voice 
shouted ‘RUN.’

“All three of us heard it, right on our ears.” Zahra shivered at the recollection.

The three sprinted in the direction of the lines of trees that would take them to the car 
park. “Zahra was in front, then me, then Nick. We ran for our lives. We really did.”

All of them, then stopped and began to scream.

“He was strung up in the tree, his clothes were ripped and he was covered in blood.” Zah-
ra sniffled, “His stomach had been cut open and his throat had been slit. It was Will.” 

“His intestines were coming out of his body.” Nick said in disbelief as he leant his el-
bows in on his knees with his face in his hands. It was found out later in the autopsy, that 
Will also had had his eyes and tongue cut out ante mortem.

“To be honest, I’ve tried to block it out of my memory.” Josh told us, a defeated look on 
his face. “I don’t want to remember him like that.”

 “I kept saying ‘We have to go!’ but it was no use. I had to physically pull Josh down the 
path and towards the carpark.”

“I kind of froze when I saw Will like that. It didn’t fully register in my mind until 
afterwards. But when I heard Nick yelling at Josh to move, I was thrown back into the 
situation, I guess.” Zahra said.

Nick pulled Josh down the path, the younger boy screaming and fighting back the entire 
time. His gut-wrenching sobs and broken-hearted screams were enough to push the other 
two teenagers into action.
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“At that point, neither me nor Nick could mourn for our friend. We couldn’t wrap our 
heads around the situation. We just focused on Josh and getting him out of there.”

When they eventually found the car park, the three were shocked yet relieved to see the 
police. Reportedly, people in the nearby houses heard screams and called them. That was 
when the three broke down and let the fear, grief and pure exhaustion take over.

William Edward Burnett’s funeral was on September 6th 2013. His cause of death was 
said to be blood loss after the torture inflicted upon him. To this day, his killer has still 
not been found. The three survivors have faced a lot of media scrutiny, calling their story 
‘fake.’ 

“I lost my best friend that night, anyone who says we’re lying about what happened or 
that we made it up for attention is sick.” Josh said firmly.

Whilst all three of the teenagers were investigated by police, all were removed as sus-
pects. 

Zahra, Josh and Nick in 2017.
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