The House in the Woods  
As I stumbled through the old, dark woods and crept around the corner into the clearing, looming over me stood the ominous silhouette of an ancient, crooked house with tall, towering turrets.  As I climbed up the rotten, decaying steps, an eerie feeling crept over me.
Touching the ice-cold doorknob filled me with dread.  As I opened the door and stepped inside, a ghostly voice haunted me making the hairs on the back of my neck stand up. Frantically, I turned to go back but the door slammed shut. It came again – that voice.  Was it just in my head or was it real?  I was determined to find out…
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