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1 Day Challenge
Prompt: What a chore.

Not the Basement!

The creaking sound would amplify eerily as it bounced around through out the hallway acoustics. It sounded like the ancient dry bones of some wailing being crying out for WD-40. Creepy cobwebs danced on the unfinished walls near the doorway as the first old wooden stair groaned under the pressure of my skinny frame. The gray darkness engulfing me more and more as I made each step, praying nothing would reach between the stairs to grab my ankle. 
Relieved with each step, that I didn’t fall down the rickety stairs to the unlevel cement floor as I reached the bottom. With my head on a swivel, I then eased through the darkness toward the washer and dryer, wide-eyed and trying my best not to trip over anything and drop any of the laundry from the basket. For I was sure if I dropped any clothes I’d likely also pick up spiders as I bent to retrieve them or get conked over the head by something hiding in the dark. I hated doing laundry down there. I had way too much of a vivid imagination for the dark, dank, unfinished basement of my stepdad’s house.
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