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Eli and Lydia raced silently across the field, moonlight and crickets their guide. Lydia smiled and 
squeezed Eli's hand. He stopped, cupped her cheek with his hand, letting her know that he was 
facing her.  
 
"Nature’s songs," he read her lips, "I miss them." 
 
His eyes warmed, a sight she’ll never see, and he laid his lips softly on hers. She was vanilla. "We 
have to hurry," he whispered gently. 
 
They raced forwards, eagerness unmistakable in the shapes their bodies made. 
 
Suddenly, a soundless light flashed along their path. Eli jerked to a stop. Lydia bumped into him. 
The acrid smell of burnt grass enveloped them. Lydia touched Eli’s arm and signed What’s 
happening?  
 
“There’s something – a…a creature in our path. I’ll try to get us away,” he stammered. 
 
Hurry, she signed, the Wardens would’ve realised we’re missing by now.  
 
TAKE ME TO YOUR LEADER! Demanded the creature in their minds, startling Eli and Lydia.  
 
“Please…let us be on our way. We’re of no use to you!” Eli pleaded. 
 
Lydia gripped Eli’s arm. We have to go! I can hear the hounds! 
 
“Please! We need to get away from here but…but in the house by the river; there may be 
someone who can help you.” Eli tugged Lydia’s arm, pulling her towards the edge of the woods. 
 
NO! The creature bellowed. WE WANT YOU, EARTHLING, TO TAKE US TO YOUR LEADER! 
 
Both of them buckled from the pain piercing their minds. Blood trickled down their noses. 
Struggling, Eli grabbed a fallen branch and rushed towards the creature, swinging wildly, 
eventually making contact with its skull.  
 
CRACK!  
 
The creature crumpled, chocolate goo oozing and hissing from its head.  
 
Exhaling heavily, Eli dropped the branch, crawled towards Lydia, gripped her hand and pulled 
her towards freedom. 
 
Frogs crooned joyously in the distance.   


