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They told you not to talk to him. 

They told you not to go there. 

Blah, blah, blah, you hear. 

When they leave, you wander next door. 

Upon arrival, you come across an old, 

white broken down home. 

The windows are broken, 

and serve as a reminder 

of the history there. 

The paint, worn and faded, 

served as the time the house 

was around. 

The woodwork, 

moldy and warped, 

serve as the damage 

time has done. 

Curious, you head up 

the stairs. 

Each step you make 

sends out a scream. 

Could the screams 

be past victims 

or former owners? 

You reach the top 



of the steps, 

and place your hand 

on the doorknob. 

With one turn, 

the knob screams 

a warning to leave. 

You open the door 

with both caution 

and fear. 

One step in, 

and you hear 

the echoes of 

the past. 

Your exploration 

leads you to a 

kitchen that’s 

coated in blood. 

Whose blood is 

anyone’s guess. 

You enter a living room 

with covered furniture 

and dust all over. 

The dust has collected 

and formed a city 

of their own. 



You head into the bedroom 

and inside 

an old jewel box. 

You open the jewel box 

to reveal a portrait 

of a woman. 

A ballerina pops up 

and plays an eerie 

melody that echoes 

in your head. 

Was she the neighbor 

they warned you about? 

You leave the bedroom 

and head into the basement. 

You take a match, and strike 

the wall, revealing some light. 

Inside, you see jars upon jars 

of contents. 

The darkness makes the jars 

even more suspicious looking. 

One of the jars you see 

has eyes staring back at you. 

Was he a victim of this neighbor? 

As you walk, the eyes follow. 

The lights flicker on, and the 



contents reveal themselves 

as body parts of past lives. 

Hearts, brains, eyes, 

and more see you, 

and unfortunately, 

so does the neighbor. 

He is a creepy old man, 

with hatchet in hand, 

an eerie smile to show, 

and evil in his eyes. 

Just as fast the lights 

came on, they go off. 

You’re never heard from again. 

You should’ve listened, but 

your arrogance clouded 

your judgment, and now 

you’re part of the collection. 

 


