The Haunted House

There was a big house situated two blocks away from a traffic light junction. The other houses next to it were all well renovated and parted with well-kept gardens. However, this house was very old, perhaps even eighty years old.ne has ever lived there for a long time. My friend, Jasmine, and I heard people saying that the strange happenings disturbed the last owner so much that he decided to abandon the house. We heard people said that every night that house, there will be a weak sound saying                       “ Give me back my child! Give me back my child!” And some said they saw a woman with her whole body covered with blood. 


As Jasmine and I have always been very curious by all the stories about the house, we have wondered if they were really true or not. Sometimes, we thought of exploring the place but we just couldn’t find the time. One day, Jasmine, and I walked home together. Suddenly, it rained cats and dogs. As we did not bring along our umbrellas or raincoats, our closest shelter was this old, dilapidated house. We rushed to the old rusty gate and reached the entrance of the house. We were already soaking wet and were shivering from cold. As the rain was getting heavier, we decided to go into the house to satisfy our old-age curiosity. As we went in, we felt a little scared. We held each other’s hands tightly. As nothing happened, we went up the stairs and looked around. We went into a room that could accommodate a thousand elephants. There was a bed in the middle of the room. There was a picture of a man, a woman, and a little girl about two years old. Then we went to another room. There was a lot of blood on the floor. Jasmine said that she remembered people saying bloodstains that remained the next day even when one wipes it away the day before. So I went to get the mop and wiped away the blood to see if what she heard was true. Soon it was night.


Just then, we noticed that the rain had stopped. Jasmine went to find some candles. Jasmine found some candles. She lighted the candles and we took two each. As we were going out of the house, we heard someone saying,“ Give me back my daughter! Give me back my daughter!” 


We turned back and saw a woman in blood. Although we were terrified, we asked her what actually had happened.


She said,“ 80 years ago, I killed by my husband who raped my only daughter without my knowledge. He injured some parts of her body because of his violent action. My girl, Emily was 12 years old. The picture you saw this afternoon is when she is 2 years old. Emily was so frightened that she dared not tell me. Before she was raped, she was a cheerful, adorable and beautiful girl. Since the day she raped, she became not so cheerful and seldom talked. After much pestering, one day, she disclosed to me about what had happened. I was so angry that when her father came back, I threw him put of the house. The next day, he asked me why I threw him out of the house. Then, I said you should know it yourself. Then he realised that Emily had told me. He decided to kill her while I was sleeping. He came in through the kitchen window and killed her. He cut away her head, hands and legs. Next, he killed me too. When I died, I stayed here so that I could take revenge.” Then Jasmine said,“ I think your husband had already died. Why are you still here?” the woman said she was waiting for someone to burn that house, so that she could disappear from this world. “ Can you help me to burn this house?” she begged. Terrified out of our wits at what we heard, reluctantly we agreed to burn the house down.


The house was burnt to dust and ashes with no trace of the woman’s presence, not even her distressed voice.                                                                                                                                                      

