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Two naughty girls went to the Fire Forest one day and they made a fire in the woods.  

Meanwhile, on the other side of the Fire Forest, Harry and Jack were planning to climb 

trees because the trees in the Fire Forest were generally big and easy to climb. First, they threw 

a rope up high on a thick branch. Second, they tied the equipment onto their waists. Just as 

they were starting to climb, they heard a sharp crackle and a nearby tree burnt into flames. 

They soon realized the danger they were in and they were startled and petrified. 

Jack yelled, “We have to call the fire service.” 

“I didn’t bring my phone!” exclaimed Harry. 

“There is a house! We can borrow their phones,” said Jack. 

They quickly ran to the giant farmhouse in the outskirts of the 

forest. A kind old woman stood on the doorstep after the boys rang 

the doorbell. 

“There is a fire in the forest and it is spreading fast!” shouted the boys. 

When the old lady was calling the fire brigade, Harry was by the window. He saw the 

flames swallowing several trees and closing in the house. He could feel the intense heat even 

though they were inside. After the call, the lady told the boys to help stop the fire from 

spreading to the wooden house. 

“It’s too late!” cried Jack, as the fire started gobbling up the left side of the house and 

destroying it effortlessly into ash. Luckily, the old lady had a fire extinguisher to stop the fire 

from eating up the house too fast. Unfortunately, the extinguisher ran out of gas. Things got 

desperate. The fire surrounded the house, and closing in the three innocent civilians. Just as 

the fire tried to eat them up, a burst of water splashed upon them and a helicopter pulled them 

up. 

Eventually, the fire brigade found the girls who started the fire but it was too late. They 

burnt down a whole forest and nearly killed three people. They wiped out an entire forest of 



wildlife and destroyed thousands of trees – just because they wanted to play. 

It was two days after the fire. Harry walked into the burnt down forest, towards a standing 

tree trunk. He pressed his hand on the warm wood, and said,  

“Never again.”  

 


