
 

 

The Journey to remember 
I woke up determined to get out of my house. Just down the road from here there is 
a house, but this is no ordinary house. This is a very old house; I’m sure it’s haunted. 
So I got up, got dressed and rushed to the door. I exploded out of my house like a 
bullet. I walked down my road determined to have a look inside this haunted house. I 
went round the corner and stared at the house with fear. I nervously stepped towards 
it. 

I got to the door and stepped inside. In each corner of the room there were cobwebs. 
My eyes awakened when I noticed the ripped walls. I went into the room on my left 
which had a black fireplace with cobwebs covering the fireplace. The ripped carpet 
looked as if it had been on the floor for hundreds of years. I then rushed into the 
kitchen. The floor was wooden with big holes in. It smelt horrible. I don’t know how to 
explain what it was like as I nervously went upstairs. I could already see the damp 
walls and more ripped carpet. I tiptoed up the stairs and then looked all around me. 
Every step I took there was a creak which was caused by treading on the floor 
boards. The floor was made out of stone and was very dirty. The carpet was ripped 
just like the downstairs of the house. I tiptoed round the upstairs of the house with a 
face of fear. My heart was pounding and my teeth were chattering. There were very 
sharp nails sticking out of the hard wooden floor. There were broken windows which 
had ragged curtains in a horrible condition. This house was a lot smaller on the 
outside than the inside which I found weird. I then went in to the bathroom. The sink 
was filthy and the taps were very stiff and made a squeaking noise every time I 
turned them. There were pipes in each room leading through the house. The ceiling 
had patches of disgusting grey dirt in each of the corners of the rooms. Everywhere I 
nervously stepped there were bare floorboards. I decided to go back downstairs and 
explore a bit more there. I went through the living room to the kitchen where there 
was a stench of old stale food. I looked out of the window into the garden which was 
covered in very long grass. Hidden in the long grass were very old and battered cans 
and ancient dirty planks of wood. I went back through to the living room which took 
me to the way out. This was the type of exploring that I was never likely to forget.  

I stepped out of the door and thought: “ I am coming back here that’s for sure!”  So I 
got back to my house happy to return but thinking about going back to the haunted 
house again. Going to that house was definitely worth the journey. Hopefully the next 
time I go it will be just as good.  
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