


storytelling of people mischief when they were younger, and of the different ancestries. The air 
was filled with the smell of the food that was on the table. This went on for so long, that I had 
lost all sense of time. which must have been a month or so. 

I felt quite exhausted and fell asleep in a thick patch of grass that felt like I was floating on a 
cloud. When I woke up, I was sitting back in my chair on my porch as if it were all a dream, but I 
saw all around me several items from the festival like a flute from the satyrs, a cloak and quilt 
that the elves had made as well as other items. 

Sometimes I swear I can see Klef and the others, whenever I notice a stand of oak trees. To 
this day, eventhough I would like to go and see my old friends, I have never been back, nor have 
I ever told anyone of the grand time I had while I was lost I the great woods. 

Yep, one never knows where an adventure might take them when the go to see what there is 
to see, especially if they look hard enough. 

 
JUDGE’S COMMENTS 

“Lost in the Great Woods” begins with an element of meta-fiction, as the narrator invites 
the reader to hear a story about the time he was lost in the woods. The story itself 
possesses a dreamlike quality in which the narrator attends a springtime celebration with 
various woodland creatures, including: elves, dwarves, fairies, a talking tree, men with 
antlers, and goats with human faces. At the ancient-seeming celebration, they feast and 
play games before the narrator returns home. This imaginative, fairytale-esque story ends 
by encouraging readers to seek their own adventures. 
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