The House in the Woods   
A normal day turned into a nightmare when a house appeared on the horizon, beckoning me towards it. An ancient birch tree stood next to the porch with gnarled, twisted arms.  The crumbling roof was inhabited by ravens making screeching noises which sounded like the screams of children long forgotten. Deadly shards of glass were scattered around the window. Edging through the forest I could see a pile of rotting logs, fallen down planks were everywhere. Glowing lights came from the broken windows.  How did the house stay up? 
 The air was thick, clinging like a blanket over everything.  I placed my trembling hand on the rusty doorknob. It turned easily and I pushed open the door…
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