
Passage 1:  

The Haunted Library 

The ancient, crumbling library stood at the edge of town, its tall, dusty windows gloomy under 
the dark, stormy sky. As Mia pushed open the heavy, creaking wooden doors, a cold, eerie breeze 
brushed against her skin. The flickering, golden candlelight barely lit the endless, twisting aisles 
of towering, mysterious bookshelves. 

She took a step forward, her worn, squeaky sneakers echoing on the polished, marble floor. The 
air smelled of old, musty pages and faded, brittle parchment. A soft, whispering sound drifted 
from the shadowy, forgotten corner of the room. Mia’s heart pounded as she glanced at the 
tattered, leather-bound book resting on a small, crooked table. The pages fluttered, as if an 
invisible, ghostly hand was turning them. 

Mia swallowed hard. Was the library just old and spooky, or was something mysterious and 
unseen watching her? 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Passage 2:  

The Haunted Library 

The old, broken library stood at the edge of town. Its tall, dusty windows looked dark under the 
gray, cloudy sky. Mia pushed open the heavy, creaky wooden door. A cold, creepy wind touched 
her skin. Inside, the dim, flickering lights showed rows of tall, wooden bookshelves. 

She stepped forward. Her small, squeaky shoes made a sound on the shiny, hard floor. The air 
smelled like old, dusty books. From the dark, quiet corner, she heard a soft, whispering sound. 
Her heart beat fast. On a tiny, wobbly table, there was a thick, old book. Its pages moved, as if a 
hidden, ghostly hand was turning them. 

Mia took a deep breath. Was the library just old and spooky, or was something strange and 
unseen there with her? 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

Passage 3: Limited Adjectives  

The Haunted Library 

The old library stood at the edge of town. Its windows were covered in dust, making the inside 
look dark. Mia pushed open the wooden door. A cold wind touched her skin. Inside, the dim 
lights showed rows of bookshelves. 

She stepped forward. Her shoes made a sound on the hard floor. The air smelled like books. 
From the corner, she heard a whisper. Her heart beat fast. On a small table, there was a book. Its 
pages moved, as if a hand was turning them. 

Mia took a deep breath. Was the library just old, or was something else there with her? 

 

 

 


