The House in the Woods    
The dark, gloomy, cold air envelops the old, brown building and the dark, musty fog, shaped like ghosts, surrounds it. The dirty mist smells stale and acrid. I see that there are dead flowers and smashed glass on the floor. I cautiously walk through the rusty, rotten gate, getting closer and closer.  I hear glass shattering and the sound of wood falling to the ground.
I walk into the old, dilapidated building. As I touch the wooden door frame, it falls on the ground, so I don’t touch anything else because nothing is stable.
I’m scared now. I see broken furniture and appliances but it’s very late and I’m not walking back through the wood, so I try to sleep on the half broken bed. Whilst I try to sleep, I hear the crows and wolves howling but as I open my eyes, I am terrified from looking at an ancient statue. I am so cold, and I know why. The roof above me is broken. I feel like ice.
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