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Shafts of sun light filter through the leafs of the gigantic birch trees. This is the place that feels like home, with the trees of different colors and sizes, with brush that goes up to my waist, with the wet moss under my feet. With the grass that goes up to my chin. And with the blue sky that looks down on me with its big yellow sun. This place is the woods behind my house. This is the place that I love.  
Sometimes I will go bare foot in the moss, I look down at the moss that sinks through my toes. The damp, olive green stringy moss sticks between my toes when I run. This is the place that I love.     
 	 The beauty of the woods is not all there is. There’s also places that you can play. Like, there are trails that I’ve made that lead to many different wonders. There are climbing trees that you can climb up then look over the tops of the rest of the trees, and look as far as the eye can see. There’s fort that I make out of tree branches and logs, that snow and rain can’t get through, that you can hunker down into and wait out a storm. There are trails to run on, that is just like a constant loop over, and over, and over, again. There’s places that I can go under pine trees and hide from the rain. Sometimes I will decorate the forts with pine cones, moss, and pieces of wood. Or I will make it look more natural and camouflage, or like a cave or hole. This is the place I love.   
 	 I’m not the only one in the woods, there are animals, too. I know a squirrel that lives in the hollowed out tree stump, by the fallen over pine tree. Jimmy is the name that I gave the squirrel that lives in the stump. He will call to me sometimes, and I will come. We play a game were we race from place to place. Him in the trees, me on the ground. Jimmy is not the only sound that I hear out in the woods. I know a Camp Robber that lives high up in the spruce tree, that is above my working stump. Every now and then I can hear it calling down to me. I also hear birds that always chirp to one and another. I don’t remember a single time the woods have truly been silent.  
Sometimes, if I’m really still, jimmy will take a pine cone from my hand. I can also get the birds to eat the seeds that I leave out for them on my working stump. This is the place I love.  
 	Out of the entire woods this is my favorite place, is the field. There are no trees there just me and the sky. This is the place where I can lay in the grass, and read a book in the peace and quiet. This is the place I weave bowls and other things out of grass. This is the best place to go when you are sad, because you can burrow deep into the grasses to hide. I don’t just relax here, I also play. Me and my cat stalk each other through the grasses. The sun just barely touches my skin through the grassy canopy. In the winter this is the best place to build forts out of snow. This is my place. Here, with the tall grass and just me and the sky.  
Sometimes I will make little caves out of the grasses. I put the grass in a cave shape, then I tie the tops of the grass together. Then I take sticks and prop them up on the sides and roof to hold it up. This is the place I love the most.  
	 The woods are like a second home to me. Do you have a place like that? A place that you go when your sad or angry? A place that you go when you need to be alone? I place that you go just to have fun? Because if you do, then you know how it feels to have a place like the woods.                     


