Some people swore that the house was haunted. Each night at 10pm, the first of many incidents begin - lights from the second floor window would suddenly flicker on then off, the old curtains that had remained there since World War II would move slightly as if somebody was sneaking a peak outside. 

For years I walked past that house to go to school and never gave it a second thought that it might be haunted - until now; 20 years later.

It was strange how the house was still standing and no permit was ever created to tear down the house. Nobody wanted to buy it.

I waited until the clock struck 10 before finding my way inside the house. The back window leading to the kitchen was simple enough to slide open and crawl in.

Torch in hand I slowly made my way up to the second floor where the lights flickered and like some police officer trying to carefully and silently catch the culprit in the act, I slowly hid to ensure I would not be seen in case the local kids were up here playing a joke - which I doubted.

I slowly moved the top half of my body forward though my legs seemed to have frozen on the spot. A cold chill swept through me and I shuddered with a feeling of fear.
I was told as a kid that an old woman lived here and her husband who had been at war never returned. The woman would wait by the window, occasionally looking out to see if he was marching back home but her hopes would crumble and night after night she would sit in solitude and sadness in anticipation that her husband would show up at the door.

I finally was able to move my legs and stepped into the room. The curtains were still there and the remains of the bed in pieces scattered on the floor. It was very quiet, too quiet and it chilled me that such silence can be so disturbing. Something must have heard my thoughts as I quickly turned to hear footsteps entering the room. Instincts told me to hide but I just stood there looking at nothing and only hearing the sounds of somebody’s feet walking across the room then circling around me until they reached for the light switch and the globe above me flickered to life then died. 
It was bizarre because the property had all its electricity cut off and here was this light globe coming to life for a few seconds then off. That chill swept through me again and I felt the hair on my arms and the back of my neck rise. The curtains moved ever so slowly and I just watched, dread taking hold of me.

Then I saw her, a silhouette of a woman dressed as a woman of the 40’s era would dress; sophisticated, demeanor in appearance. She was looking at me though I couldn’t see her eyes as they were hollow but she was looking at me.
“Welcome home”, she said.

Those words frightened me to a peak that I turned not realizing the door had closed and ran straight into it. With such a panic I gripped for the door knob, struggling to open it then finally succeeding ran out. I kept hearing her voice “You’re home”

Every night I see her, hearing those words. It had been a mistake going into that house.

Nothing was ever the same again after that.
