
        Queen of All Saints Academy 

Joseph Walz                       February 26, 2017 

Sr. Mary Joseph          St. Porphyry 

English 

Writing competition 

 Four years ago we, my family and I, were hiking on a scenic mountain in North Carolina. 

As we were descending from the peak, a few brothers and I, decided to take a narrow side trail, 

to discover what secrets it might reveal; so we tightened our back-packs, filled our water bottles, 

and set out to follow this alluring path. The forest we entered was a myriad of every kind of 

beauty, proficient in the sweet sent of pine, the whistling of creeks, and the churning of 

waterfalls. Overcome by a desire to explore, we soon found ourselves climbing trees, sliding off 

waterfalls, and crawling through deep caverns. However, after an hour or two, we looked around 

in terror: a horrible suspicion flashed upon our minds. The trail was nowhere to be seen. We 

dropped our packs and began shouting, "Help, help," but only in vain. We had no idea where to 

go. We searched and searched, but we found that there was no chance of discovering the lost 

path. Then, as dusk was draping its dark veil over the mount, a terrifying noise was heard  that 

sent chills down our spines. A deathly tone pierced the night, and paralyzed us with fear.  We 

looked in fear at a swarm of distant figures. Their green eyes penetrated the black of the night, 

and their teeth glistened like fresh snow in a moonlit evening. We began tearing through the 

woods, but there was no way to outrun our foe; so we turned to face our growling enemy. Faster 

and faster they came at us, racing down the mountain, howling 'til the woods resounded with 

their cries. All we could do was watch as Death itself came galloping towards us. Suddenly, from 



out of nowhere, two hunters appeared, and a shot was heard, then another and another, leaving 

two wolves slumped on the ground, and a third dragging itself into the woods, marking its path 

by a trail of blood. 


