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I can feel the the soft, swaying leaves brush against my skin as if I was being stroked.I strolled down the  
mystical forest walking and walking, waiting to see my best friends house appear right in front of me so 
we could finish our project.I could smell the sweet and sticky atmosphere made by the fresh new herbs that 
were implanted near and on the barren and brown trees, with their leaves that towered over me, just barely 
letting in the afternoon sunshine.All I could hear were the owl's hoots and the powerful wind pushing me 
backwards only so slightly, as the wind made a high pitched whistling noise. 
    I suddenly stopped.I heard a crunching noise as if someone was treading on a packet of crisps . I 
listened and listened but no more noise came out from the forest except for my light breathing and my 
heart pounding inside my chest so rapidly it felt like it would explode if it were to go any faster.After a 
couple of minutes I quickly began wondering if my imagination was tricking me or if I had actually 
heard it.Without hesitation, I quickened my pace not wanting to be there any longer, hoping this forest 
would eventually end.Without warning, a leaf entered my mouth and I spat it out right after.It was so 
bitter and intoxicating that It almost made me puke. 
        Finally I saw the end of the forest and on the right side of the road sat a cottage,full of spider webs 
and a broken bench.I hoped this was my friend's house. I ran up to this mysterious house and rang its 
doorbell.Ding,Dong.The door opened slowly with a loud squeaky creak. An old lady stood right in front of 
me with an evil grin on her face. 
‘ Hello little child…’ I suddenly felt a cold shiver run down my spine.  My gut suddenly told me this was a 
bad idea… 
 

 

 


