A night at the Mini Eden Project

A dark, gloomy mist slowly found its mark on the mini Garden of Eden project and slowly descended down from the heavens above and decreased the sight from one hundred percent to zero. What was once a divine lush garden had some how been turned into a disgusting, dreadful cemetery-like horror garden at midnight. The creepy echoing wind appeared to whisper in an un-comprehendible way “go back!” as it flew away into the dark, gloomy, starless night. A fence creaked open as a fast fox run into the garden as fast as formula one car. The quiet, peaceful garden was perfect in the morning, but yet at midnight that all changes faster than a jaguar.
The dark, gloomy, murky water reflected the moon which hung high in the sky like a gigantic white helicopter hovering. A gruesome heap of moss started creeping up an old rock that appeared to have been battered by a thunder storm and quite possible a snowstorm.

The poly tunnel had been attacked: it appeared to have been struck by lightening which caused a terrible blaze, yet it was swarming with woodlouse eating the shattered remains.
A swampy, boggy area was crawling with life from millipedes to centipedes and frogs.

A small log pile area had been home to a disgusting, dreadful hive of termites destroying what seemed to be a bird house as well.
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