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Chapter -1 The Dying Mansion
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A chill ran down his spine as he entered the yard of the old Roush Mansion. The house loomed tall against the stormy sky and always seemed to be shrouded in a heavy fog. Today, as the day neared its end, a strong wind tore at the old building. Other than its eerie look, it wasn’t much different from when Uncle Iry was still there. It had always needed paint and a little cleaning, though it looked better on the outside. Uncle Fred had once told him that Iry didn’t care much about how the inside looked because no one ever came to visit except the kids and close relatives. He did keep it nice and bright, with every room lit up, even though he never left his bed in the living room on the lower floor.

As they entered the house, Junior nearly tripped on a loose board that was warped and curled up in front of the door. The floorboards were loose and shifted under his feet as he walked toward the bed where Uncle Iry used to be. It was a big iron bedstead, bent and rusty, and very long because Uncle Iry had been a tall man. The blankets were stained and a little ragged. A mouse scurried across the bed, jumped to the floor, and darted out of sight under the bed.

It just didn’t seem right that the bed was empty.

There was no loud greeting from the old man who used to occupy that space. He shivered as he observed the tobacco-stained blankets, which were thrown back as if he had just gotten up. He wondered if a man just walks off the earth when he dies. He didn’t know exactly what death was, except that when his Gramma Allen passed, his dad had said that she wouldn’t be running her mouth anymore. So, he figured it was something she didn’t want to talk about. But they didn’t see her anymore.

No one had dared visit here since Uncle Iry died because the place was just plain spooky. Even now, shutters banged, curtains blew, boards creaked, and howling sounds drifted through the house. There was a steady drip of water coming from somewhere in the rooms above. That was strange because there was no running water here.

They drank from a bucket filled at the spring down the road past Aunt Ruth and Uncle Bud’s house. The boards on the kitchen ceiling were warping, twisted, and flapping like they didn’t want to be there. The kitchen cabinets were falling apart, and two drawers were broken and lying on the floor, covered with cobwebs.

In other rooms, plaster was chipped off the walls. In some, wallpaper hung loose, drooping to the floor. The eeriest scene of all was in the dining room. The huge table was set with six plates, beside which were a knife, spoon, and fork. The serving dishes in the center were steaming with hot food. The silverware danced beside the plates as if restless from waiting. Clear glasses at each plate were filled with something golden. But he could tell it was not a fresh meal because everything was covered in cobwebs. Maybe the steam was not from hot food, but fog. He wasn’t going any closer to find out.
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