The House in the Woods    
As I walked through the deep, dark forest, I saw this ancient mansion with rotting trees, crows perched on the branches, surrounding it. The windows glowed orange as if someone, or something, was in there. 
I went into the horrifying house, I tiptoed into the kitchen, and I heard a creaking noise from upstairs. Should I go and investigate? Then I heard them… Someone was coming up the stairs from the damp gloomy cellar. The footsteps drew closer, and I found myself rooted to the spot with fear.
By Harry Mann
