
An Abandoned Building or Old House 
 
At the edge of the choked forest where daylight begins to fade, 
the old Victorian house stands like a forgotten monument to a 
bygone era (figurative language / simile). Once a proud display 
of architectural grandeur, it now surrenders silently to the 
relentless passage of time (thematic framing). Its looming 
silhouette against the twilight sky (visual perspective) evokes 
both melancholy and awe, drawing the eye toward a structure 
that is slowly being reclaimed by nature (dynamic imagery). To 
behold it is to glimpse a paused chapter of history, where every 
decaying beam and shattered window tells a quiet story 
(personification) of elegance fading into ghostliness. 
Approaching the facade (spatial transition) reveals the full, 
poignant extent of its ruin. What was once a vibrant crimson 
coat of paint has long since peeled into brittle, curling strips 
(tactile/visual detail), exposing gray, sun-bleached timber (vivid 
adjectives) that splintered beneath the suffocating embrace of 
wild ivy (personification/metaphor). Dark, shattered 
windowpanes gape along the upper floor like vacant eye 
sockets (simile), framing an interior consumed by deep 
shadows. The air surrounding the front steps smells sharply of 
damp earth and rust (olfactory sense), mixed with the metallic 
tang of corroded iron railings (gustatory/olfactory sense) that 
snake up the sagging porch. Crossing the threshold 
(movement/spatial transition), the outside world dissolves 
entirely; the atmosphere turns instantly cool and heavy 
(thermal/tactile sense), thick with the musky odor of rotting 
wood, water-warped wallpaper, and decades of undisturbed 
dust (sensory stacking). Shafts of pale sunlight pierce the 
broken roof, illuminating floating dust motes and casting 
geometric beams over floorboards that groan in deep, resonant 
protest (auditory sense / personification) under even the lightest 
step. 
Further inside, the grand parlor preserves the eerie, breathless 
stillness (mood creation) of a long-abandoned life. In the far 
corner sits an antique upright piano, its once-lustrous 
mahogany finish dulled beneath a thick blanket of grime (visual 
texture). Its chipped, yellowed ivories (precise visual detail) are 
choked with fallen plaster, yet the instrument seems to vibrate 
with the faint ghost of a forgotten melody (auditory imagery) 
lingering in the air. Opposite the piano, a towering stone 
fireplace lies cold and silent, its hearth filled with ancient soot 
and the tangled debris of fallen bird nests (grounding detail) 
from the chimney above. Tattered velvet curtains - once a rich 
imperial red - hang limply beside the tall bay windows. 
Motionless and stiff with age, they serve as heavy shrouds 
(metaphor), keeping the outside world at bay while safeguarding 
the parlor's quiet decay. 
Ultimately, the Victorian house is far more than an abandoned 
ruin; it is a poignant testament to the impermanence of human 
creation (reflective takeaway). Though wind and weather 



continue to dismantle the structure piece by piece, it retains a 
tragic, majestic dignity in its decline (oxymoron / emotional 
resonance). In its heavy silence and shadowed corners, time 
itself seems to have stopped (hyperbole), leaving behind a 
solemn masterpiece carved by nature, decay, and memory. 
 
Practice Topic: A Familiar Street During A Heavy Rainstorm 


