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I walk through iron gates
and up a winding path that leads

me past some large gravestones. When

my friends said | should go into the Haunted
Mansion alome, 1 laughed. But when they

dared me, 1 knew I had to.



Aflter pushing the creaky front door open,
[ enter a large, round room with portralts
lining the walls. Suddenly, the door siams
shut_trapping me inside!




“Welcome,
foolish mortal,
to the Haunted
Mansion.” says
an ominous voice.
“l am your host . . .
your phost host”

Before my eyes,
the walls start
stretching! Then
the room goes dark,
and | hear a scream
in the distance.

When the lights
come back on, there

Is an open door in
front of me that
wasn't there before.




“Now, as they sy, look alive, and we'll
continue our lttle tour” the ghost host says
as | walk through the door and along the
hallway gallery Lightning strikes outside
the windows, allowing me to see the
portraits on the wall. “Allve” is not exactly
how the subjects looked when their eerie
images were painted!



“And now a carriage will take you into the boundless
realm of the supernatural,” the ghost host says
[ see a small black Doom Buggy I hesitate but board

the carriage, and it immediately moves forward.
There’s no turning back now.




