
My walk 

My feet thumped as I ran down the moist, grassy hill. My aim was to jump up and reach the 

highest branch hanging on the huge, leafy tree and run towards the mossy gate - my entrance 

to the secret wood beyond. As I descended the last dip on the hill I bent my legs and sprung off 

the soft, bouncy grass, my fingertips only lightly brushing the leaves above. “Mum! Dad! Jess!” I 

shouted impatiently as I ran towards the gate, eager to go inside the wood, as there was a 

destination a couldn’t wait to reach. 

The second I saw them walk down under the shady tree canopy at the bottom of the hill, I ran 

towards the moss-covered gate and slowly unclasped the latch. This was the start of the best 

part of the walk. From here, things got very exciting! As I took my first step in to the 

magnificent, sun-lit woods, a magical sense of peace and safety wrapped around me like a 

warm, cosy blanket on a cold winter’s night. I looked around at the natural glory. A million 

snow- white wood anemones speckled the ground and bluebell shoots , waiting to blossom, 

covered the woods as far as I could see. It was amazing to discover mother nature’s beautiful 

skills.  

We dawdled peacefully through the rest of the woods , spotting a few random badger and 

rabbit holes every now and then. As we ventured closer to the end of the wood, I heard a 

beautiful, relaxing sound. It sounded soft and peaceful, almost dreamy and melodic. Our pace 

quickened and we headed towards the sound. We turned around the corner and at last 

discovered the source of the sound - a small, crystal clear stream, covered by an old, wooden 

bridge. 

“The fun hasn’t ended yet!” Mum exclaimed cheerfully, but I didn’t need reminding as I was 

already walking onto the bridge, my excitement building with each step. I marched  across the 

bridge and leapt off it at the end, just to emphasise how much I was enjoying it. The warm sun 

suddenly showered over me as we walked out from under the shady tree shelter. We walked in 

a straight line as there was fence to our left and trees to our right. “Luckily we wore our 

wellies!” Dad exclaimed as we walked around the corner. The whole path was covered in wet, 

sloppy mud! “We can go under it, we can’t go over it. We’ll have to go through it!” I exclaimed 

in a sing song voice as the rest of my family giggled. It was just like the bear hunt! Just without 

the bear part! 

After a long, slippery journey, we finally came out onto a road. “Watch out for cars!” Mum said 

for like the billionth time in my life as we walked cautiously onto the road. We were nearly at 

my favourite part of the walk! “Look! The gingerbread house!” Exclaimed Jessica as she pointed 

at a house over the road. We passed this house every day when we drove to school and our dad 

had said it looks like a gingerbread house so that is what we had begun to call it. It was weird 

seeing something you see so regularly from a different view. 

We continued our journey along the road until we saw the recognisable, ivy covered stile. We 

clambered over it and walked down the little path. On our left was an empty stable and waiting 



pen and on our right was an empty, dry mud field. My smile trembled for a little bit before 

fading away. My favourite part of the walk wasn’t happening. The amazing, beautiful horses 

were nowhere to be seen. “Where are the horses?” I questioned mum as I had one last glance 

at the field. We reluctantly clambered over the wooden gate - being careful not touch the 

electric fence. We walked across the field while trying not fall into the wet patches of mud and 

horse droppings. It was as we walked over the hill like part of the field that the smile 

reappeared on my face. The beloved horses were up at the top of the hill, eating the crisp, 

warm hay from a metal feeder. 

 There were four. One was a small, lonely Shetland, one was a big black stallion, one was a shy 

palomino mare and the other was a cheeky little horse. They all had their own personalities 

that I loved very much. The cheeky one would creep up behind us every time we turned around 

to walk away and the black one would be along side it. The others were more shy so they 

stayed over at the hay while the others came down to investigate. I walked up to the black 

horse and slowly raised my hand to his head. I could feel is warm breath blowing out of his 

nostrils. I leaned into his side and nestled my head into his. The whole walk was worth I it just 

for this. When it was time to go I have them each a hug. I walked over to the black horse and 

whispered softly into his ear. I’ll be back tomorrow, before walking back down the hill once 

more. From then I knew that we would be friends forever. 

 


