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Title: A STRANGER | MET

Whilst minding my own business, admiring a sea of latest phones someone
decided to disturb me.

“Are you lost little girl,” said a crusty cold voice behind me. | turned around,
and found myself staring at a creepy obsolete guy, bent into a shape of a
qguestion mark.

One thing was clear he was no good Samaritan.

He had a dark evil glare in his eyes, his skin was prickly, and his face screamed
death. He had a wide trilled nose that threatened to suck all the air off the
world, you could barely see his old lonesome face from the dark scars painting
his eyes. Suddenly an epiphany hit me, | was staring in the eyes of the devil
himself.

Hope he wasn’t going to eat me, | thought.

“Where are your parents?” whispered the old man, his breath piercing through
my lungs.

God! Has this man ever heard of a toothbrush. | don’t think so judging by the
look of his yellow, disgusting teeth it looks like he’s lived for centuries without
being introduced to one. | smiled and said, “I'm not lost, just shopping.”

“Well child, as you can see, I'm very hungry and | haven’t eaten for days, but if
| eat you no one will ever know.” He smiled wickedly.



HE EATS DEADIE 11\ AM/ONDERED!

OOOH M G! | talk to strangers once and I’'m already dinner tonight. This is
exactly how Snow white died by trusting OLD PEOPLE! Now I’'m going to end up
like her except | don’t have a prince to wake me up from the dead.

| watched in complete horror as he sneaked his hand in his coat.

Before | knew what was happening, | sprang into action. | was running for my
life.

People stared as if | had lost my mind. Maybe they thought | was throwing one
of those teenage tantrums. Every step that | took was like a countdown to my
death.

Just when | thought luck was on my side | fell, face down on the ground and my
whole life flashed before my eyes. The old men raised his hand in the air, then
he handed me a $10 bill | had dropped. In my confusion | then heard a distant
voice calling me..... “Wake up its time for school!”

From this dream | learnt never to judge other people.

TIRE ENDoo




