The House in the Woods
A crooked, spooky house surrounded with mist and swamps, lurked in the middle of the dark forest. It had cracked windows and a crooked, jagged,     pointy roof. On the other side of the swamp, I saw footprints leading into the darkness of the dead shadowy trees. I went closer and was engulfed in a thick mist. I heard footsteps.  They were coming closer and closer to me, so I ran up to the house, but then suddenly, they stopped…
Walking cautiously through the house, I saw ancient paintings of people on the wall, their eyes always following me. The old oak floorboards started creaking when I stepped upon them, then suddenly, there was a huge crack and a smash! I had fallen into the basement. It seemed to be flooded.
As I walked through the puddles and dust, I found an old staircase that had crumbled in some parts. It ran up into the garden, which was an overgrown mess with brambles and vines, as if nature had got its own back. The porch (also a mess) had thorns running up the crumbling walls towards the cracked tiles on the roof. I bet this mysterious place could tell loads of stories.        
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