
  

PICNIC 

A leisurely stroll 
through the woods 
isn’t what it turns out 
to be 

 By Rachael Mann 



Chapter One 

I came home and mom and I were going through all of my belongings I 

had left there when I moved out. I went through my clothes that were 

neither in style nor did they fit anymore; I go through a box of knick-

knacks, none of them worth keeping. 

I walked into the living room and my dad is watching a movie. I glance 

over at the television and asked him what it was about. He said it was 

called Picnic and started describing it: I had watched it before so I laid 

down on the couch and dozed off… 

Suddenly I’m trying to stay alive in a shallow pool of water. The water is 

so murky with sand, that if I were to open my mouth, it wouldn’t be the 

water to drown me but my lungs filling up with sand. I am caught in a 

whirlpool and a line of great white sharks are meandering along the 

edges. I have to swim to stay out of the path of the sharks for if I got in 

their way, I was not going to survive. I keep my head above water and 

notice that there is another rectangular pool on the other side of this 

one. It was also filled with sharks and a group of people were struggling 

to stay alive. I start screaming for help. 

I’m getting dizzy and struggling in the water. I feel like someone is 

pulling at me. It gets really bright and I make out the voice of my mom. I 

was having a nightmare! I have to stop watching Planet Earth on 

television. My dad is still watching that movie and everyone has called it 

a night so I decide to go to bed. 

  



Chapter Two 

I blink my eyes and I see two men running in the woods toward me. 

They were of similar height. One was stubby, had a white t-shirt half 

tucked into his bright orange shorts that hung below his knees. His dirty 

sneakers were untied. Next to him was a scrawny fellow with long dirty 

blonde hair. With no shirt on, his pale skin was blinding in the sunlight. 

They both seemed to act a little goofy. They were very clumsy in their 

steps and laughing back and forth; I thought that they might be high.  I 

wondered where they were going, though a voice in my head 

whispered… Trouble.  

I see a young boy and his bulldog sliding down a mud path. Just when 

the dog disappeared down the hill, a monstrous plant raised from out of 

the ground, then suddenly sank back in. It was similar to a Venus fly 

trap, though the spines seemed fang-like. As it quickly receded back into 

the ground, it snarled in dismay: I believe it meant to make the dog (or 

boy) its meal.  Trouble. 

In the distance I see a patch of land. I peer through the bushes as it 

starts to move. Thump…Thump…Thump. A large pad of Earth flips over. 

It reminded me of those secret passageways you find behind a fireplace, 

except this was in the ground. On the one side, it was barren land, but 

on the other side was a group of animals- Circus animals to be exact. 

From cues by the ringmaster, they were all jumping and pounding the 

Earth to make it flip again. They were trapped and trying to free 

themselves. It was all a matter of timing… who can get across the line 

before the Earth flipped again. I watched in amusement as one by one 

the animals got safely across the path. 

A group met up with the circus crowd and discovered that they had 

been locked away by an evil sorcerer who put a spell on the woods. 

Anyone who entered had to play in his wicked games. First person to 

lose was subject to excruciating pain, or worse, death or entrapment 

forever. The group knew it would be a long road before any of them 

would be free again.  



Chapter Three 

Suddenly I am part of the madness. We walk to the next obstacle. It is a 

large, rectangular box. We all step inside. The sorcerer appears and sets 

the rules. As the sun sets, the shadow in the box changes. We are able 

to control the shadow as if we could touch it. With two fingers, we had 

to touch opposite sides of the shadow. If our finger slips off the shadow 

line, the shadow will inch closer to our bodies. If the shadow touches 

any part of our body, we lose.   

The game starts. I am sweating. I keep slipping. I push myself up against 

the box. The sun light passing overhead. All of a sudden I hear 

screaming. Out of the corner of my eye, I see a figure covered in a 

swarm of bees. They are crawling all over him. The shadow disappears 

and the sides of the box come crashing to the ground. A plume of dirt 

escapes into the air. Everything is quiet and we all are just standing 

there in the middle of the woods. I survived the game.  

We continue walking. It is night. We pile into a shed with one window 

and a blind. The sorcerer appears. This is the last game. Whoever 

survives will be free to leave the woods. There is a flying creature 

outside the shed. I get a glimpse of the long talons and dagger-like beak. 

We had to take turns opening the blind. Whenever the blind was open, 

the creature would try to get in. We had to keep it open for 5 minutes 

and stop the creature from entering by throwing stones at it. The first 

person that didn’t open the blind in time or let the creature in, loses. I 

am successful. Another player is not. A bolt of lightening streaks into the 

shed and stuns another victim. This time it is a young woman. She must 

be someone’s wife or sister as a man starts screaming and crying. The 

woman is taken away. The sorcerer tells us that she will be turned into a 

doll to be added to the sorcerer’s collection. 

We see the woman strapped to a chair. A beam is pointed directly at 

her. The man devises a plan. He takes his flashlight and turns the metal 

base into a reflector and shines it on her face at the exact time she is 

being zapped. The beam hits the ground and a bird comes flying out.  



The sorcerer was so impressed by the man’s passion and cunning that 

he lets the woman go. The game is over. We are free to go. A bright 

light shines from his hands and the skies illuminate and show us the way 

out. I look around and the woods are quiet. It is only us standing in the 

moonlight. We are all exhausted from what had just transpired. Some of 

the group had enough energy to run their way to freedom. As I helped 

the woman out of the woods, I looked back and the entrance to the 

woods disappeared into the night. All that was left was a barren path 

lined with evergreens. 

 

 

 


