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 In the little village of Norwood, stood a house forgotten. Before the 
war, it was the center of life for the community. Grand parties filled the 
house with light and warmth. Champagne glasses sparkled. Laughter and 
music bounced off the chandeliers. Dancing couples reflected off marble 
floors. It was a happy place. But, when the carillon call of war and death 
came, the house shut its doors never to be opened again. 

 Now, the grand house was only a shell of the past. The once clean, 
inviting windows were shut up tight, hiding the world from its gaze. Outside, 
the marble walls and pillars crumbled from neglect.  Dark, cold fog covered 
the house. It’s gloomy arms never letting go.  

In the gardens, noxious weeds crept up statues choking the life out of 
happy memories. No animals nested in the bushes or trees. No sounds of 
birds filled the air—only the crying moans of the wind.  

Mrs. Thurston stared out the window of her son’s vacant bedroom. 

Her eyes fixed on the dark, overgrown driveway below. Her wrinkled, ashen 

skin—almost translucent—showed years of hardship and loneliness. Each 

wrinkle had a story—death, sickness, and abandonment. Blue veins 

covered her paper thin hands pulsing life throughout her frail, sad body. 

Her snow white hair, in a tight bun, sat atop her head like a gargoyle 

protecting the house. 

 She wore black. She always wore black—mourning the death of a 

son who never returned from the war and a husband who disappeared after 

trying to drink his broken heart away.  

 The spectacles on her pointy nose magnified her black, almost 

lifeless, eyes sunken in her head like scared animals hiding in their 

burrows. The vibrancy of her carefree youth was long gone. 

 She hummed a sweet lullaby that filled the dusty halls of the decrepit 

house, echoing the reality that she was alone—forsaken.  

 She slowly walked down the hall. Her frail bones cracking with every 

step. Her breathing was labored, shallow, and loud. As she turned her head 

back to her son’s old bedroom. A light appeared under the door.  

 She gasped. 

 


