Red

‘Don’t stray from the path!’

familiar smell of the Lush flowers that she passed exvery mreck. The stone-laid path

Red stopped to pick a handful of the gently nodding daffodils that flanked the path to her
grandmother’s house. As she crouched, a gentle breeze filled her nostrils with a waft of
‘What is that?” Red pondered.

yﬁimnhmmﬁl% around in her head: “Dm'i/si;w&{pmnﬂwpaﬂ\l" Butwh&/should/s}m
Whmmhunwﬂwu? Slud%,omlcokmul,dn'ihwtmuldit? Onrercome mrith
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distance, a Lake of dancing primroses enticed her further in; her mother’s words meere now
lost.

Red’s sulnerable ankles. The birdsong had stopped: the silence was deafening.

All of a sudden, Red felt like something or someone was watching her; she sensed its
presence. Anunmwhdlablzﬁ}umermndownhﬁrﬁpinzmmmhﬁzdthaiﬁhzm&nct
alone. What mras it?

Pmu,ckxng /shz/s,punamn,d}wpxng,to Mi‘hﬁ.pﬂﬂ’x- but it mras too Late. Rz,d'ﬁb;\eaﬂung
guickened; her heart hammered against her chest as terror bubbled in her throat. Panic
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‘Dont stray from the pathl” How [oolish she had heen



