A Mansion Packed With Mystery

You have moved into a beautiful old house. Everything is wonderful until one afternoon when you discover a secret passage and old papers saying the house has not been lived in since 1906! Before you begin writing, think about how you found the secret passage and how life in the house changes after finding the secret passage. Now tell a story about your adventure in the old house. 


I will never forget the day I decided to move to the gorgeous, historical city of Spotsylvania, Virginia. I had decided to shake the dust to Brooksville because I had lived there my entire life and needed to explore new places. In a hustle and a bustle, I packed my bags, scoffed at my abandoned old house, and took speed until I drove up to Weddel Realty in Spotsylvania. 


A sigh of relief captured my being. The sun was shining and the skies were crystal clear. Perfect, absolutely, positively perfect, I thought, never feeling more content before. I parked my car and stepped inside. 


“May I help you?” a chestnut brown-haired lady asked, her aquamarine eyes twinkling from the rays of sunlight bursting through the window. 


I cleared my throat. “Why, yes. I just moved to this city, and I am seeking out my dream house.” 


Now the woman looked startled and even pleasantly surprised. A certain look came over her face. In a flash, she began clankety-clanking at her sleek laptop computer. “I believe I know the ideal property for you to move to. It cost $379,000 dollars, yet this house is one hundred years old and quite a beauty. There are three bedrooms, two bathrooms, and even a secret garden. Would you like to see photos of this property?” 


Looking over her shoulder, I saw a photo of the most gorgeous mansion I had ever set my eyes upon. It was white, three stories, and included a wrap-around porch. A steep set of steps led to the entranceway. 


I was overjoyed and requested to see the property immediately. The next thing I knew, the antique keys were pressed into my hands, and the house was mine, all mine. 


Stepping into the main entranceway of the house, I admired everything I saw. Wooden floors, though a tad dusty, could be polished. Towering windows just brought in the right amount of light. There was even a spiral staircase with a banister that I could slide down on. 


Not after long, though, things started to happen. For example, I was putting together a salad in the kitchen, and when I looked up at one point, the piercing crimson eyes of a stray charcoal cat were boring into mine. There was something about the way the cat glared at me that chilled my spine, yet I could not pinpoint exactly what it was. When I turned on the television, only one channel worked, and it was the History Channel. 


What officially frightened me out of my wits, though, was when I walked upstairs, began unpacking a few boxes, and heard the air conditioner creak. Walking over to where the air conditioner was, I saw there was this row of three bookcases. What a peculiar place to stick a row of three bookcases, I thought to myself. I wonder if I could shift them around.      


I then realized one of the bookcases was not steady and that it was actually a doorway, not a bookcase. Being my adventurous self, I shoved through the opening and found myself walking through a secret passageway lined with wooden boards. After a moment, I was led into a diminutive room, no larger than 8 feet by 8 feet. Looking around, there were VERY old pictures of the house tacked to the wall, browned and crumpled from years of hanging in the room. 


Nah, no big deal, I thought, yet all of a sudden, my eyes fell upon a letter. It was written in very rushed cursive and dated January 8, 1906. The last few sentences caught my attention. The spirits are driving me out of here, and I must find a way to depart from here as soon as possible. I live alone, and every night, I hear my name echoed in the walls. Whoever is to see this letter next, take my advice and leave. The next person will be drawn to this letter somehow because he or she will be the next person who will live in this house.

The letter terrified me. The words then struck me like lightning. THIS HOUSE HAS NOT BEEN LIVED IN FOR A HUNDRED YEARS??? I thought. The lights flickering over my head, I rushed out of the room and found a way to lock the entranceway to the secret passage. 


On the other hand, I must admit I did not take her advice right away. I slept in the house for one night. After sleeping for forty-three minutes the first night, I thought to myself, Nah-nah-nah-nah-nah, you were just being a scaredy cat. Snuggling into the warm quilt my mother knitted when I was nine years old, I thought I would fall asleep for the entire night, yet I heard meowing and saw the same charcoal cat with the piercing crimson eyes enter the room. He stared at me once more and bared his fangs. “Raow, raow… raowwww,” he hissed violently. A flash of a moment later, I was almost certain he disappeared. 


Forty-three minutes after that, I was startled by echoing sounds coming from the hallway. It was something like “LLLLIIIIILLLLLLLLYYYYYYYYYYYYY… LLLLIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIILLLLLLLLLLLLYYY. LILY, COME HOME. IT’S JOHN, YOUR HUSBAND. LIIIIILLLLLLYYYY. WHEEEEEERRRREEEEEE ARRRREEEEE YOOUUUUU…”  


Even more horrible, I ran to the secret passageway, forced the door open, and realized the person who wrote the letter was named Lily. As I tried to make my way out of the room, though, I was locked in for the night. Whatever I did, the secret doorway did not budge. 


That was it, officially it. The next morning, I would escape the room so I could go to Weddel Realty and demand my money back. 


Morning came. I had escaped the room and the house. I left everything in the house. I would rather be poor and not have anything than live in the house. It was dark and pouring droves of rain outside. I found Cobblestone Avenue where Weddel Realty was located, yet I realized… it was gone. An abandoned store front stood in its place. 


I dodged over to a kind-looking elderly man walking under a walkway. He was walking with the support of a mahogany cane, and his silver hair glistened in contrast to the darkened, stormy skies. 

“Sir, sir, I’m sure you would know,” I called out, my voice quivering with fright. My mouth just… moved. I was practically shouting above the sound of the pouring rain. “I just purchased this property from Weddel Realty just yesterday. I know I am at the correct location, 709 Cobblestone Avenue. Sir, s-s-sir. Has Weddel Realty moved to another location?” 

The elderly man’s eyes widened as if he was staring into the eyes of a ghost. His voice was monotone and hushed, as if he wanted to get away from me as fast as humanly possible. “You must be turned around. Weddel Realty has not been in business for the past twenty-four years,” he stated.

All ounce of color drained out of my face. That would be… 1982, I thought. “Are you absolutely, p-p-posi-tive-ly sure?” I stuttered.

“I could not be any more certain,” was all he could state before he disappeared out of sight. 

My heart then began palpitating so fast that it felt like it was going to heave out of my chest. I began sprinting with all my might, yet my legs felt so tremendously massive, more than the weight of an elephant’s. My only mission at that point and time was to get as far away from Virginia as possible. 

With $379,000 dollars in the hole, $14.68 in my pocket, and one piece of luggage, I ran to my car, rushed inside, and forced my foot down on the gas petal. 

