Hazel was getting ready for her best friends party. Nearly everyone in her form was going to be there, so she had to look her best. She had her long, dark hair tied up as a tight bun at the top of her head, held there with a flamboyant pink grip to keep it in place. She was also wearing her favourite black dress for this occasion as well. 
 “Hurry up, Hazel!” shouted her mother and with that she ran down the stairs hurriedly. 

    The journey took a ridiculously long time in Hazel’s opinion, and to make matters worse the car broke down half way there!

  “Mum, I’m going to miss the party!” She cried moodily, and ran out of the car, desperate for help. She wandered into the woods and soon got lost with no idea where to go. 

         Hazel wandered around for what seemed like at least an hour until she glimpsed a dark cottage which was directly under the moonlight. An old woman seemed to live there, for she was the one that opened the front door and stepped outside. Hazel didn’t stop to think before she blurted out 

  “Please help me, I don’t where I am and I’m lost!”

          A small smile emerged from the old woman’s cold mouth.

 “Of course I’ll help you!” and led her towards a big bunch of trees. They walked on for a few minutes until they came to a large pit. Hazel didn’t have any time to run before the old woman pushed her in and cackled like a mad old witch, which Hazel presumed she was.

          It took Hazel around a day to figure how to get out, but finally she found a large stick and tried to dig large steps out of the earth with it so she could escape.

          Hazel had climbed the last step and whispered: “Yes!” triumphantly. She decided to pay the witch a little visit before she left, for it was day and she knew where she was going.
          Hazel arrived at the cottage and tiptoed silently and pushed the old witch into what seemed like a small pond of green slime. She screamed with terror as the green substance oozed over her body and absorbed her. She was gone.

          Hazel managed to get home easily by following the footprints left in the mud the previous day and the fact that she soon recognised the wood, which was quite close to her home. Hazel was exited by the though of everyone screaming with delight when she stepped through the front door and the fact that she would be the centre of everyone’s attention. Her Mother and Father yelled with relief and ran over to her when hazel clambered into the house. She told them of how she had been captured by a wicked witch, far uglier than anything she had seen in her life and how she had escaped by just using a wooden branch that had fallen of a tree overhead. They didn’t believe her but Hazel didn’t care because she knew she was right.
