The House in the Woods    
As I walked along the bumpy, crooked path, I saw a crumbling house with a roof of rotting, crumbling tiles. In front of me was a huge rusty gate, the hinges squealing as I pushed it open. Fog lingered around me as the stench of decay hung in the air like thick soup. I heard a ghostly laugh when I climbed the steps to the porch towards the mouldy, weather-beaten door. I heard a faint scream coming from the top window. I entered the house.
A shadowy figure stood motionless in the dimly lit corner. I walked up the tall, creaky stairs. CREAK! As I stepped down on the first stair. A giant gust of wind came and hurled me back on to the ancient front porch. I could see weathered beams with vines that twisted round them like snakes. The trees bowed around the mansion, their gnarled branches like bony witches’ fingers reaching out. The moonlight was shining so bright it was hurting my eyes.
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