The House in the Woods 
Walking through the forest I could see fog in the corner of my eye. Beckoning me to go closer. Turning to my right, I tiptoed through the fog only to find my feet were muddy and wet, I looked forwards and I could see a faint outline of a tall, crooked house. Three steps forwards to take a closer look. I could see it then. It definitely looked haunted.
The tall, dilapidated trees crumbled as I waded through the slimy swamp, all the time edging closer and closer to the mysterious building. The house stood like a weary sentinel, guarding secretes long forgotten. I stopped at the ancient, rusty door, should I go in?
I squealed as the candles flickered on. I heard a noise; it sounded like heavy breathing. Determined, I carried on through the structure. I found an old painting hanging on the wall -a portrait- two eyes looking right at me. RUN!! So, I did… back through the door and back through the swamp.
Even in the silence, the distant rustle of leaves seemed to speak of secretes held within.
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