The House in the Woods   
Amongst the dismal trees, a house loomed out of the thick mist, with moss-covered wood festering with rats. As I stepped on the crumbling earth, crows were flying above the building.  The wind picked up and the house creaked. The rusted old door handles broke as I turned them. Inside moth-eaten couches stood abandoned.  A Victorian tap dripped green liquid in the kitchen. A knife lay as sharp as a claw, and I could see a puddle of blood on the floor. 
The stairs creaked as I tiptoed up them, the hallways walls were grimy, and frayed curtains lined the windows.  With a creak, the door opened on an ancient bed sat a broken mirror, whilst the dirty rug had some kind of ritual on it, the wax still hot.  A bat awoke and flew from a crevice, and I heard a faint noise calling me to venture into another room… a playroom.  Old dolls, and a train were in the middle of the floor. 
By Megan

