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The misty mansion 

It was a dank, dark morning and it was not a good day to go for a walk in the 

boggy, smelly marshland. However, I was feeling adventurous that day so I set 

off for a walk. I had no idea how disgusting mud and weeds could be. All of a 

sudden, I heard something creeping around in the mud, disturbing the reeds and 

vegetation behind me. “Hello,” I called - no reply I shouted louder. “Hello is 

anybody there?” 

 

Then it appeared…big would be an understatement. It was massive- no 

elephantine. Its paws were bigger than dinner plates and its mouth was a gaping 

hole into blackness. It was an abnormally large, and quite aggressive- looking, 

dog. I sprinted in vain for cover in the undergrowth. It was hopeless, the dog 

had my scent; he was gaining on me.  

Eventually, I came across a house but it was not like houses that I had seen 

before- it was bleak and without any sign of life or maintenance. It couldn’t  

have someone living in it because   it was very dirty, paint was falling off and 

some of the windows were cracked; perhaps in desperation somebody was taking 

care of it (or at least visiting from time to time)  so I ran to the door. I was 

quite surprised that it didn’t fall off its hinges the moment I knocked and even 

more surprised that someone answered the door. It was an old man who looked 

about seventy. “Come in before that animal catches you.” 

 

I was shocked that the man let me into (I’m assuming) his house. “Who are you?” 

I asked without thinking. Suddenly, quite angrily the man replied, “I am me, full 

stop end of story.” 

“Sorry I didn’t mean to annoy you,” I said.  

“No I am sorry I was rude. I haven’t spoken to anyone else in years.” 

“Why?” 
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“Because every time I try and leave, I get forced to go back by the monsters.” 

“Like the dog?” 

“What, no that is just my really fat German Shepard.”  

He seemed to see my embarrassment because he then showed me round the 

house. It was quite cold and damp probably because of the fact that 

nobody had been near the house in years. In truth it was quite creepy. 

The man (he still hadn’t told me his name) said that there lots of 

monsters in this marsh but he hadn’t known this when he built the house. 

He told me that he only found out after some of the water that his dog, 

Bernard, drank from puddles and ditches was making him grow 

exceedingly large.  He then began to suspect that the animals that lived 

here were also getting very big; one day his hypothesis was proven when 

an enormous toad chased him into his house. He hadn’t left since. 

“I am going to help you because if we don’t get out soon, I am going to go mad as 

I do not like being trapped inside,” I reassured him kindly.  

“I will get some water so we can test it. I used to be a scientist but you have to 

distract the beasts whilst I collect the sample,” said the old man 

determinedly. 

I glanced out the window to check what the dog was doing (comforted by the 

fact that we would be alright) until the old man started growing bigger and 

bigger. He made the dog look small compared to him - then he laughed showing 

razor sharp teeth. I ran back until I hit the wall. Then I started to pass out the 

world going dark; then nothing… 


