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Terror in the old house
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and welcome

Terror in the old house



And finally the weekend had come for Jhon after a

long week of work now he could rest and do other

activities and get a little distracted, leaving the 

monotony of his work.

Jhon was a young man who had always worked in 

the same company and where I build good 

friendships. One of those friends was Raúl, a 

person who had always given him all his support 

and they also shared activities outside his 

company like sports, walks and the inevitable 

Friday to have a few beers and talk about 

everything that happened in the workplace.

From very small, Raúl spent his summer and 

winter vacations at his grandparents' house in a 

village called Carmen de Viboral a little far from 

the city of Medellin Colombia, the house in which 

his grandmother lived was close to the town. Raul 

went with his brother and there they met with 

several other relatives. In the summer they helped

their grandmother with domestic chores and they 

could also visit her grandfather's farm where they 

helped her take care of cows, ducks, chickens and 

dogs.

The house of the grandmother of Raul was very 

mysterious, for many reasons that I will tell you, 



but above all it is mysterious for an old room 

where they kept objects that were no longer used 

in the house and also kept many memories of 

other times and other descent. Raúl is quite afraid 

to go up or down the stairs that led to the old 

room. It was a very large and spiral staircase, dark 

wood and seems endless. The steps are small but 

very wide and spiral up to reach the three floors. 

Well, the two floors where all the rooms and 

bathrooms are and the third where the famous 

old room is located, the forbidden place of the 

house. As you go up the stairs to the three floors, 

the steps are dwarfed, so it seems that it rises 

very, very high.

And why do I say that the old room of the house 

was mysteries? Everything happened that summer

and on that weekend we were talking about 

where Raúl came up with the idea of inviting his 

good friend Jhon. I called him on the phone that 

Friday and where Jhon thought it was a good idea 

to get a little distracted, go on a trip to a town he 

did not know and also be able to treat the family 

of his good friend Raúl.

That day while waiting for his friend Jhon to arrive,

Raúl realized that when he went up or down the 

stairs - as he ran his hands over the railing, the 

stairs emitted a sound similar to the meowing of a 

cat: miauuuu! When he heard that meow, or 



ghost scream, as some of his relatives said, he 

would be paralyzed on the steps as if he had been 

photographed: with his mouth open because of 

the fear he gave him, his ears stretched out to 

hear better and eyes of horror almost out of their 

orbits. When I heard the meow of the staircase 

again, we could not bear that much terror 

anymore and would go down or run up, looking 

for a place to sit.

One night before his friend Jhon arrived, while 

everyone was sleeping, Raúl awoke with a 



ravenous hunger. He had not dined what his 

grandmother had given him because he did not 

especially like that dish they had made that day 

and at midnight he began to notice it in his 

stomach. There were two options: either not to 

sleep because of hunger or to go down the stairs 

to get to the kitchen and eat whatever he wanted 

until he was satisfied. He decided to go down the 

stairs despite the fear.

He gave the light of the corridor and when he was 

about to turn on the staircase he remembered 

that the bulb was fused, so it had to go down in 

the dark, or almost in the dark, since something 

could be seen thanks to the lamp in the corridor.

It started to go down. He put his hand on the 

railing to keep from falling and in that moment he 

heard the strange meow. He was stuck to the 

ground and I think his ears grew out of his 

eagerness to find out where the meow came 

from. It was clear that that meows, or ghost 

scream, or whatever it was came from the old 

room. There was silence. I was sweating. His legs 

began to tremble. At that moment the ladder 

returned to emit the spooky sound. Each time he 

seemed to be closer, it was as if he were going 

down chasing him. He ran to the kitchen and 

closed the door.



I breathe to calm down and push the big wooden 

blade with my back so no one can open it. When 



she thought she was safe, she placed Grandma's 

huge chair to reinforce the door.

I look in the fridge. There were exquisite things 

and I take them all out. He put them on the table 

and sat down to enjoy a feast: chocolate shake, 

condensed milk, strawberry and cream cakes, 

cheese and mortadella.

When I was engrossed in tasting the delicacies, I 

heard a noise behind the door and, a moment 

later, something began to push the door open. He 

stood paralyzed with a cake in his hand and his 

mouth wide open. When it began to open the 

door had reflections and hid under the table that 

had a tablecloth so long that almost reached the 

ground. From there I could see the legs of a huge 

cat that entered sinuous in the kitchen. I only saw 

the legs from that position and, suddenly, I stop 

seeing them because he jumped and climbed on 

the table. He was


