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An unbelievable story happened to me on a freakish spring day. A cold feeling of shock gripped me as I stared at the splintered, shattered wood of my front door. The lock hung, twisted out of shape, having been forced violently apart, and I felt my pulse quicken as I noticed that the door was ajar. Scarcely breathing, I pushed it lightly with my fingertips and it swung open with the slightest groan. 

Inside, the house was deathly silent. I tiptoed down the hall, peering into the rooms on either side. They stared blankly back at me, deserted and unchanged, revealing nothing. There were no burglars still inside, or so it seemed. As far as I could see, there was nothing missing. I heaved a sigh of relief at finding my precious collection of crystal untouched, and my heartbeat slowed as my initial shock subsided. Somebody had certainly broken in - but why? At the far end of the passageway I hesitated, puzzled, and then cautiously climbed the stairs. As I neared the top, there was a noise; a light, hurried, scrabbling sound like one that mice might make, only coming from something rather bigger. I turned quickly towards my open bedroom door, only to be confronted by the strangest sight: an elderly man Iying uncomfortably face-down on the floor, his plump, flushed cheek pressed against the carpet, which had been pulled back to reveal the floorboards underneath. There he was with his right arm thrust down into a gap between the boards. 

"What on earth are you doing?" I demanded. He rolled himself slowly into a sitting position and ruffled his thinning hair, looking embarrassed. "I'm sorry," he mumbled. "I used to live in this house and I put a box down here with my savings and some papers to keep them safe." He brushed thick dust and cobwebs off his shirt and sighed. "But when I moved out I forgot, and I didn't know if you would let me have them. “ “What else could I do?
