The House in the Woods
I was walking in the woodland when suddenly, right in front of me, there was an ancient, crooked house. It was so old and battered, you could hear the creaking from within.  The garden was a mass of overgrown brambles and tangled knots crawling up the wall. I wanted to get a closer look but then I heard a deafening BANG! I turned to leave, but the taste of the fog drew me back, the tress whispering my name.
By Joseph

