
Cliff Hanger 
 

By Gemma 
 
There was no doubt about it, I would have to go back. I turned around and looked 
up.  The precipitous mountain path was dangerous but there was no other option. 
The ghostly wind that swept past my body howled like a wolf as I staggered up. 
Rocks gnashed their teeth in rage as I stumbled upon them. The sky would soon 
be charcoal black as there was only a glimmer of orange quickly fading away. 
 
The blustering gust of wind blew against my face persistently. My bag thumped 
upon my knee as I struggled up the rugged path. Creek, crash, smash. Stones 
tumbled down. Craning my neck upward I looked at the colossal dominator. A 
rock cracked as it crash-landed by my feet. I yelped. I shuddered. A stream of 
saltiness rolled down my face.  It was unbearable to imagine living with my 
fastidious grandma in the isolated craggy mountain tops. But I had no choice. I 
had nowhere else to live.  
 
Everywhere I looked I saw a repetition of smoke grey jagged rock. Looking 
downwards I suddenly saw a family of snakes! With a jerk I leapt backwards 
slipping off the edge of the cliff.  I fell! I grabbed! My fingernails dug deep into the 
ground. I struggled with all my might to pull myself up. My heart pounded like a 
gorilla beating its chest. The sky was becoming jet black, and the biting cold kept 
me shivering despite my many woolly layers. The frosty wind was so penetrating 
that for a moment I thought I would turn into ice. Sizzle, crackle, boom! Thunder 
roared as the sky split in two followed by lashing rain. I lost my grip and fell.  
 
Down, down, down.  
 
Thump! All of a sudden, I felt softness.  Being swept upwards I clung on and 
closed my eyes. 
 
Where was I? As my eyes opened and daylight flooded into sight, I realised I was 
riding a magnificent golden bird. I took a deep breath of air: fresh and rural.  
Down below me I saw a landscape of rolling hills and emerald-green meadows. 
Gliding down towards a picturesque village my eyes scanned for my Granny. I 
had a sense that the magical majestic creature knew where to take me. My hair 
rode the waves of the wind as the bird flew downwards to a halt. I climbed off and 
found myself at a cottage. Blossom pink flowers trailed over the doorway in an 
arch, while elegant birds chirped with glee. Daffodils danced and swayed around 
the house, shining like the sun. Joy was written across my face when the front 
door opened, and my grandma appeared with a warm welcoming smile.  
In the corner of my eye, I glimpsed the mysterious bird, who saved my life, flying 
away into the clouds. There was no doubt about it, I would have to find him 
someday again. 
 


