The House in the Woods  
I saw something that I thought was a space in the woods, but there, looming before me was a tall, massive mansion. It made me feel eerie. Then the stale odour hit me. The moss-covered and weather-beaten house was surrounded by ancient, overgrown trees.  I couldn’t believe it. As I carefully approached the crumbling building, a chunk of crusted roof nearly fell on me. Then it came to me…was it an accident?  The door creaked open and the hairs on the back of my neck stood to attention like soldiers on guard. I thought I heard whispering, but perhaps I was just hearing things. The cold temperatures sent chills down my spine. Then some lightning struck awkwardly, flashing across the sky. The trees were dead with only thin jagged, leafless branches left. The scent of the damp earth and decaying floor the crumbling ancient house had a rotten light upon it.
The lights flickered inside as I entered. It looked grimy and rotten. The house stood like a weary sentinel guarding secrets long forgotten. The ceiling was decaying, looking like it would fall down any day now. The windows gazed upon me like hollow eyes, then I heard it…for real this time. The sound was whispering.  It was the voice of an old woman, and she was saying my name…
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