WAGOLL

As night began to fall, a misty haze began to form under the canopy of swaying, rugged trees. I wondered, “What was this place?” Why was it so eye catching and yet so unnerving? Curling around thick spiraling branches were constricting vines, which braced and creaked – taking choking holds of the helpless trunks within. Dangling down from the layer of moss, vast, bold leaves flickered like flames in the growing bluster of wind. Dust, grit and grime drifted through the archways created by the curving branches which overshadowed the dimming the forest. I had never been anywhere so dark and scary before.
I felt vulnerable as I stood lost and engulfed in this strange and threatening setting. This place was truly special, but for the wrong reasons. I could feel the eyes of the forest fixed upon me! It was hypnotizing! On top of this, there was a sense that perhaps this was all a mask for an even darker presence… or even a being…I called out nervously, “Is anyone there?”. 
Through a small gap in the flickering leaves, two dull, piercing eyes emerged followed by a gaping mouth full of teeth that jutted out like yellow pegs of evil! Before I had time to spin and flee, the furious beast came charging through foliage like a steam train. “Argh!” I screamed wildly as it smashed and burst through the trees. Like a clamp, its jaws came chomping down around my bag and lifted me high up into the air. Fortunately, as quick as a flash, I grasped hold of the fastening and sprang it open so I could escape from the monster’s raging mouth. As I landed onto the ground, which was damp and dirty, I took a forward roll while the beast was temporarily distracted. 
Within seconds….



