





dropped it. Light flooded the cave and he tried to see the other end, but he couldn’t see that far. Fora
moment Sid wondered if he should turn around and go back, but then he remembered he didn’t really

have anything to go back to, his only chance was to keep moving forward.

Sid walked through the tunnels for a long time before he saw any change, then, far in the distance he
saw a small speck of light. Realizing it was the way out, Sid began to jog towards it. Then something
moved in the darkness, the light at the end of the tunnel diapered, Sid skidded to a stop, and a booming

voice rang out.

“Fe, fi, fo, fum! I smell the blood of an elementary schoolman.” At this a great big ugly giant stepped
into the torchlight. The giant was big and hairy, and smelled of old gym socks. His head just barely
missed the top of the tunnel. Sid hadn’t noticed how high the ceiling was before. He thought that the

giant reminded him of some middle schoolers he knew.

“Hey,” Sid said. “That didn’t rhyme.”



quickly interrupted by a stiff cough. Startled yet again, Sid looked down to see Charlie standing at his

feet.

“Well done boy, now comes the next part,” Charlie beamed. “To get where you’re going you'll need
to get to the other side of the mountain. Since it will take you two weeks to go over the mountain, and

three weeks to go around it, you should go under it.”

“Under it? How do | go under it?” Sid asked.

“There are tunnels under the mountain, lots of them. Using them you can go straight from one side
of the mountain to the other. But be careful, some of the creatures that built the tunnels still hide within

its walls.” Charlie cautioned.

“What kind of creatures?” Sid was not sure he really wanted to know the answer.

“Hopefully you won't have to find out. Head south,” Charlie motioned with his nose again. “And if all

goes well, I'll see you soon.” And at that Charlie was gone.

“Why won’t he ever just answer my questions?” Sid wondered aloud.

Still, Sid did as Charlie told him and started walking south towards the bottom of a very large
mountain. He had no idea how long he had been walking before he got to the bottom of the mountain,
but he was sure it must have taken about a year. Or so it had felt. He looked around for the entrance to

the caves till he finally found one hidden behind a big tree.

Sid slipped behind the tree and into the cave. It was dark and he looked around for a torch or a light
switch, anything to chase the shadows away. To his great relief he found a torch resting in its holder
against the wall. He removed the torch but then realized he had nothing to light it with. However, as

soon as the thought entered his head the torch burst into flame. Sid was so surprised that he almost



and noticed that there was another one not too far away. This was it, Sid realized, that was how he was

going to get across.

T

Sid took four big steps back, and then ran forward, launching himself into the air. For a minute he felt
like he was flying and for a minute he was afraid he’d flown too far. However he landed right on the
edge of the rock, one foot slipping into the water. Sid pulled his foot out of the water quickly and stood
up on the rock. It sure was a weird rock, a short rectangle, with a surface that somehow did not feel
right. It didn’t feel made of rock but of something lighter. It reminded him of something but he couldn’t
figure out exactly what. Whatever it was, it wasn’t breaking or moving now that Sid was on it. He knew
he had to keep going. He stepped to the back of the rock, and leapt over to the next one, and the one

after that, and the one after that, until he reached the other side of the river.

Sid turned around and looked back at the river and the stones he had used to cross it. Looking at the
rocks now he realized what they reminded him of, the desks from school. He hadn’t realized it at first

because they weren’t covered in rough graphite. Strange, he thought, however his thoughts were



“But you're my guide. How can you guide me if you don’t know where I’'m going?” Sid felt tired and

more than a little scared. He needed to find out how to get out of here.

“Look, all | can tell you is which direction to go. | can’t tell you what you will find when you get there,
only that it is everything you dream of and more,” said Charlie, looking up into Sid’s face and giving him

a big mischievous pig smile. Sid smiled back. He couldn't help but trust the smiling pig.

“Which way do | go?” Sid eagerly demanded. Charlie poked his piggy nose in the direction of a break

in the trees.

“Keep going till you hit the river. You’ll have to change direction once you’re on the other side, and |
will appear once again to help you. Until then, I'm afraid you’re on your own,” said Charlie. Sid could tell
Charlie was trying to sound positive, but his voice was darkened by concern. Sid began to wonder what
waited for him deep in the mysterious forest. Sid looked down to ask Charlie about it but the little pig

had gone.

Sid walked through the trees for what seemed like hours. His feet hurt, his body was tired, and his
stomach was so hungry he was afraid it was going to open up and swallow him whole. Just when he was
thinking about sitting down for a break, and maybe a nap, he heard a sound that made him freeze in
place. At first he thought it was something moving towards him in the forest. But after a couple of

minutes he realized it was actually the sound of water rushing down a riverbed.

Sid ran towards the sound and then suddenly the trees cleared and a wide river stretched out before
him. It had to be as wide as the Grand Canyon and who knows how deep. Sid swallowed the lump rising
in his throat. He needed to find a way across. But how was he supposed to do that. Sid iooked up and

down the river and noticed a big dirty beige rock sticking out of the river. Sid walked over to check it out



made more blurry frightening shadows, so he began to run. Sid was running so fast that he didn’t see
the broken chunk of sidewalk sticking up from the ground. And the next thing Sid knew, THWACK!

Everything was black.

Sid woke up to the sounds of birds chirping and the feeling of sunshine on his face. Pushing himself
off the ground he sat back on his legs and took a look around him. He was surrounded by a forest of
large old redwood trees. / don’t remember there being a park near my house he thought to himself. Sid
got to his feet and looked around. Well what now? He had no idea where he was or where he was trying

to go.

“May | be of assistance?” Sid jumped at the sound of the unexpected voice. When he looked around

for its source, he found a cute little pink pig standing by his feet.

“Wh...Wha...what? You're a talking pig,” Sid stammered in reply.

“Well what did you expect, a fat smiling cat? I'll have you know that pigs are one of the smartest
animals in the animal kingdom,” the pig said proudly. “I'm Charles, by the way, but you can call me

Charlie.”

“But who are you? What are you doing here? What am | doing here?” Sid had so many questions he

was afraid they would build up inside him until he exploded.

“I'm your guide. I'm here to help you find where you're going,” Charlie answered. “And you’re on an

adventure, that’s why you are here.”

“An adventure, an adventure where?”

“Well | don’t know, it's your adventure,” Charlie teased.





