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I took the first lungful of fresh air that I seemed to have 

taken in a lifetime. I began briskly strolling through the 

forest. The sound of the orange brown leaves crunching as I 

walked gave me a calming and reassuring sensation that 

tingled up my spine. The quarantine had made going to the 

forest feel like an out of reach dream. But today was the 

day. I woke up extra early and packed myself a feast that 

was fit for a king. I put on my brand new welly boots that 

squeaked when I placed my foot into them. Today was the 

perfect day. 

I left my house silent as a mouse. I swung the rucksack over 

my shoulder and off I went. Then I remembered something. 

I sprinted back like usian bolt to the house and retreive a 

pair of binoculars that seemed just right for the ocassion; the old vintage glass surrounded by brass 

made the binoculars shine in the red, bright, early morning sun. I placed them safely into the back of 

my rucksack and for a second time I left.  

The forest wasn’t too far from my house, roughly around 5 minutes on a bicycle. I stepped up to my 

bike that was proped against the garage wall. To me that bike was the best thing around, no one 

could go faster than me on that bike. The blue and black paint gleamed and slapped my face with a 

beam of light. I put on my helmet and took hold of the freezing cold metal handle bars and with the 

first turn of the pedals I was off.  

To the forest it was a narrow country road leading from my house to it. The bike elegantly glided 

along the road past the farms of my neighbours. The cows stared in amusment as I steadily went 

past the fields that they where grazing in. I couldn’t have picked a better day. The only thing that I 

could hear was the sound of my bicycle wheel tread over the rough stones of the old road. Carefully 

avoiding the many potholes on the way, I arrived at the entrance to the forrest. A humble metal 

galvinised gate was attached to an old fence post. With a bit of encouragement, the old lock opened 

and the gate swung wide open, as if it was greeting me in. I took the first steps into the knee deep 

leaves and plowed through the sea of orange brown nature. I began to hear the sound of water 

falling heavily and crashing against the rocks and as I walked further, it reveals idts self to be a 

narrow river that ran the whole way down the forrest as far as the eye could see. I would live here if 

I could; nothing in the world mattered as I was in my own place, away from everyone else. My mind 

cleared and was replaced by the memories had in this magical place.  

 


