The night was dark and stormy, with lightning illuminating the sky like a macabre disco ball. The old
mansion on the hill seemed to be beckoning me, daring me to explore its mysterious depths. |
couldn't resist the call, even though | knew the legends about the place. They said that Edgar Allan
Poe himself had once stayed there, and that he had left behind a manuscript that was cursed.

As | entered the mansion, | felt a chill run down my spine. The walls seemed to be closing in on me,
and | could hear the sound of footsteps echoing in the halls. But | pressed on, driven by curiosity and
a desire to uncover the truth.

The manuscript was hidden deep within the mansion, in the room that was said to be haunted. As |
approached the door, | heard a voice whispering my name, calling me to turn back. But | pushed the
door open, determined to face whatever lay ahead.

Inside, | found the manuscript, a tattered and faded piece of paper with Poe's unmistakable
handwriting. But as | reached out to touch it, | felt a sudden jolt of electricity coursing through my
body. The room began to spin, and | felt myself falling into a void.

When | woke up, | was back outside the mansion, soaked to the bone and with no memory of how |
had got there. But the manuscript was still in my hand, and as | was reading the words written by
Poe, | realized that | had uncovered a dark secret. The secret that would haunt me for the rest of my
days

Pawet Dacyna, 1a, 2LO Zamos¢



