
  I woke up. I woke up to the rustling of leaves, the soft breeze of the wind tingling on my skin. I 

started to look around and realised I was in the middle of the jungle. I wanted to get up, however 

I found my legs severely wounded. I wondered “what happened?” Then it hit me, I was on a 

plane with my children when the plane crashed. I had to find my babies, I was determined. Little 

did I know , there was something lurking in the jungle. I started walking towards the plane to see 

if my children were there. Nothing.  I immediately started yelling thor names but was only met 

with a deafening silence. Tears started forming in my eyes, however I knew I had to stay strong 

so I walked the way the wind blew. I was more than aware my children might have been dead 

however I was so desperate to find hope, a sign my babies were okay. 

 

  Walking, my legs stung as if I was being stabbed over and over again by a razor sharp knife. I 

had yet to treat my wounds so I found a nearby stream and washed them. After I took off my 

shirt to bandage them until I found proper treatment. Soon night fell and temperatures dropped, I 

gathered sticks and wood to spark a small flame and slowly fed it until it grew bigger and bigger. 

Slowly, I eventually dozed off. 

 

  As I slept, I saw my children and immediately ran towards them but stopped in my tracks when 

I saw their father. We got on that plane because of him , to escape him, but seeing my children 

laughing with him, so happy with him made me wonder “is this my fault? Is the reason my 

babies are missing is because of me?” 

 

  I jerked awake and started gasping for air but found myself in a stream… Fighting for air, the 

raging current dragged me along the rocky floor. Shortly water rushed down my throat into my 



lungs. Hopelessly, I used all my remaining strength to push myself up and by some miracle made 

it back to shore. Relentlessly vomiting, I thought I was going to die. In spite of all the pain, the 

tiny thread of hope my babies were okay made me push through my agony. 

 

  Later my stomach started growling which only meant hunger. I tried looking for something to 

eat. I saw: blueberries, blackberries and even mushrooms yet I refused to eat them. The number 

one rule in the jungle is to never eat wild berries or mushrooms.Then I resorted to hunting an 

animal but it seemed my only option was a hungry pack of wolves.As I was looking for another 

option, one of the wolves noticed me and started rushing towards me like a beast. Quickly I 

made a decision to go up a tree. While I was on the tree I saw my chance so I snapped a twig and 

launched it towards the wolf. As expected it died on the spot. I dragged the corpse, started a fire 

and ate it.Later I started wondering why I was in the water. Sure even at home I rolled a bit while 

sleeping but the water was at least ten feet away from me. I decided not to give much thought 

into it and dozed off. 

 

  For a few weeks I gathered supplies and explored the jungle when one day, I stumbled upon a 

strange looking building. I started exploring it and found a person. He was dressed in a blood red 

fur coat with a mast that resembled a deer. 

“Hello?” I timidly said 

He turned around and glared at me as if I was the most wanted criminal in the world. Then he 

jolted at me, restraining me and then took me to a room with several others. The room looked 

abandoned and poorly kept, it was filled with whispers. They all looked the same, the only thing 

that was different was the colour of their coat. As I was looking at my surroundings I heard it… 



“Mom!” 

 

  My eyes widened as I slowly turned around. My children were held hostage in a cage. They 

looked like they were being starved. Immediately I tried to break free but was stopped. Feeling 

so helpless I said  

“Please let them go, you can take me!” 

The strange people started discussing and once again the room was flooded with whispers. Then 

they came to a conclusion that they will let my children go but take me. My final moments with 

my babies were excruciating. They were crying and so was I. I told them where I had set up 

camp and how much I loved them. And then I was taken away… 

 

 

   


