The House in the Woods
Within the shadowy clearing stood an eerie building with decaying wooden walls. Shadows danced around the edges, like ghosts of memories lost in time. Its roof crumbling with rotting tiles. I felt like the drooping trees were watching me through the darkness and tall, ancient oak tree stood behind the house with aggressive red-eyed crows perched on the branches eyeing anyone who dared to trespass.
The thick fog started to creep towards me. A shiver ran down my spine as I stepped on to the creaky steps and up to the broken door. 
Suddenly, I heard a faint voice and as I turned, an indistinct figure stood in the distance. Every time I looked away and back again it grew closer and closer. Was I imagining it or was I in a bad dream?
Was it the silhouette of the person who used to live here or was it a real person? I did not know.
By Elizabeth


