The House in the Woods
The whistling wind wrapped itself around the structure making the decaying wood creak ominously, the jagged path trailing closer and closer to the mouldy house. An icy breeze circled around me. A long shiver ran down my spine as I touched the old, rusty doorknob, its coldness hinting at decades of neglect. I opened the door and the terrible smell almost made me faint; a mixture of a dead man’s corpse and rats! I felt a freezing breeze come from the open door. I heard whispers run round the house and a song (like a doll’s voice) echoed quietly along the hallway. I saw paintings of family members I think I also saw an outline of a body... The windows gazed outside like hollow eyes. The stench of decay hung in the air as thick as soup. Shadows danced around the edges, like ghosts of memories lost to time. 
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