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			CHAPTER 1

			​The Journey

			Long, long ago in a small highland town on the edge of a mysterious forest, lived a bright and clever girl named Violet. A sickness had claimed the lives of her mother and father a few winters ago,

			so Violet lived with her grandparents in a small cottage. In those days, it was forbidden for kids to play near the misty forest because of the missing children.

			Violet’s best friend had gone missing whilst picking mushrooms near the edge of the woods during the food drought last winter. Violet’s grandparents forbade her to go anywhere near the forest or even the meadows. Everybody lived in fear of the forest. There were rumours of ghosts, werewolves and monsters living deep within the misty forest.

			All of the town’s children were under strict curfew and had to be indoors before dark. Every night, worried parents would tell the tale of the ‘Two-Faced Ghoul’ as a warning to stay far away from the misty forest.

			It was a dark time, filled with superstition, hunger and sorrow. Late at night there were quiet sobs from grief stricken mothers who had lost their children to the monster that dwelled in the forest.

			Young Violet spent most of the evening in her bedroom looking up at the stars in the sky.

			“I know you’re out there Daisy. Come home soon. Please find your way home. I miss you so much,” Violet whispered.

			Violet lit a small candle for her missing friend before getting ready for bed, as she had done every month since her friend went missing. The shadows on her bedroom wall danced in rhythm to the tiny candle flame. Lighting a small candle as she drifted off to sleep made all the difference. Violet kept her door slightly open, so that she could call out to her grandparents if she had a nightmare or felt scared in the middle of the night. It was very difficult to sleep at night and Violet often felt tired in the morning.

			“Think positive thoughts. Think positive thoughts,” she quietly whispered into her pillow as she clasped her bedsheets to her neck.

			Violet thought about beautiful snowflakes during the winter, honey cake and cinnamon biscuits, made by her great aunt, which were her favourite. She also thought about having fun with friends, laughing for no reason and playing hopscotch, and hide and seek after school. Sometimes this helped her to fall asleep.

			Late one night, Violet awoke to muffled sounds and nervous voices downstairs in the kitchen. She crept out of bed and peeked from the staircase. It was her grandmother, quietly sobbing in the kitchen over a letter she received earlier that afternoon. Her grandfather was also present.

			“Whatever will we do? My sister is very sick and she will die if she does not receive medicine.”

			Violet’s grandfather added, “If we go around the mountain, we won’t reach her in time. The shortest route is through the misty forest. There is nothing we can do. If she doesn’t get medicine within three days ... Oh, poor Violet. I do not have the heart to tell her.”

			Violet loved her great aunt very much. She knew that there was only one other option to save her beloved great aunt. She must travel through the misty forest. Violet’s little hands and feet became very cold at the thought of standing on the barren meadow, on the fringe of the forbidden forest. However, the warm feeling she could feel in her heart was stronger and gave her courage.

			“I won’t let you go gran gram. Hold on. I’m coming,” she whispered.
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			At dawn Violet woke up early and left a note for her grandparents, with an apology and telling them not to worry. She took the medicine, some food, onion ointment and provisions, and set out to save her great aunt.

			Violet crept through the barren meadow where nothing grew, and arrived at the edge of the misty forest. The trees looked sickly, with twisted branches that looked like the tentacles of a kraken. It was always dark in the forest. The trees were tall, twisted and thick. A labyrinth of branches that blocked out the sky, only allowing a few rays of sunlight in from the tree tops.

			Hanging from a large tree at the edge of the forest path was a two headed scarecrow. A sign hung around its neck that read ‘beware’. There were also some of the missing children’s items littered around the ground and hanging from the tree and scarecrow.

			No child had ever ventured so close to the misty forest. A sinister wind blew through the leaves that sounded like the howling of dying fairies. The two-faced scarecrow fluttered carelessly in the breeze. A menacing grin laid upon its face mockingly daring the bravest to enter the forest or turn back.
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			CHAPTER 2

			​Shadow in the Dark

			Violet had walked for a few hours and it was getting dark. A faint sound could be heard in the distance. It sounded different from the creepy wailing wind she had heard earlier. It was getting closer but it was hard to tell which direction it was coming from. A violent gust of wind suddenly shook a thick bush on her right. Violet ran and lost sight of the trail. As she looked back to see what had caused the commotion, she tripped over a twisted branch and fell into a hidden ditch on the forest floor. A big pile of leaves at the bottom of the ditch broke her fall.

			Violet was completely surrounded by the slippery walls of the ditch. There were no tree logs she could use to help her escape. Her eyes began to water as she slumped back down into the mountain of leaves that had cushioned her fall.

			“I’ve come all this way, only to be trapped in this horrible hole.” 

			The moonlight flickered through the gaps of the twisted leaves. As she gazed helplessly ahead, she noticed flashes of tiny light, bouncing and darting near the dark hole on the other side of the ditch.

			On closer inspection, Violet saw a hidden cave entrance, camouflaged by thick weeds and oddly shaped rocks. Violet slowly and quietly walked towards the cave entrance to find another way out.

			The tiny flashes of light turned out to be fireflies dancing around the mouth of the small cave. Violet emptied her peanut jar into her basket and collected some of the fireflies into her empty jar. Once she had collected enough fireflies in the jar, it helped her see in the dark.

			Violet stood at the mouth of the cave for a moment before taking a deep breath and quietly creeping through the cave entrance. She tried to recall joyful experiences from her past for comfort. She wanted to turn back but there was no way out. She had to keep going forward. She was very quiet, hoping not to wake or disturb anything that might be slumbering in the dark.

			The cave was warm and humid. It was very quiet and sounds of the forest seemed to evaporate as she ventured deeper into the cave. Violet began to tremble as she imagined what horrors were stalking her from the shadows. The fireflies darted aggressively in the jar, as if to warn her of approaching danger.

			Violet slowly crept deeper into the thick darkness. It was pitch black but the jar of fireflies illuminated against the cave rocks. In the dim light she could see large claw marks on the cave walls. Violet realised that she was not alone.

			“Hello,” she whispered.

			She held her jar up towards the darkest part of the cave and was met with two malevolent yellow eyes that gleamed back at her from the darkness. Violet was frozen in fear, her legs were like jelly and her palms were sweaty. She closed her eyes for a moment and remembered her sick great aunt and her grandparents back at home. She also remembered her best friend who went missing.

			Violet began to tremble with courage, she was determined to get away at all costs.

			“I see you! My name’s Violet and I’m not afraid,” she yelled, as she threw her basket and provisions at the hungry eyes, that watched her closely from the shadows.

			There was a loud shriek and a groan that came from the figure lurking in the darkness, as the eyes came shooting towards her.

			Violet yelled, “Please don’t eat me! Are you the wolfman?”
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