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When I was eight, I got lost in the woods. I came upon a mysterious door, but there was a problem. I wouldn’t have known about the problem had the fox not told me. 
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“Only the king of the forest can open the door,” he said. “The door is none of my concern,” I replied. “But it is,” said the fox, and not a word more. I was hooked, like a fox stuck in a snare. “My parents told me not to go far,” I argued. “They also told you not to talk to strangers.”
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I had lost the debate. So I decided to find the king so I could get home. I walked through the lovely woods, with its dark trees and deep shrubs. The fox followed me. We walked for some time, until we met the barber. He was curled into a ball on the ground, trembling. “Who is the king of these woods?” I asked him.He gawked at me. “What’s wrong?” I pressed. “They are everywhere! Oh, the noise! The darkness!” he whimpered. “He’s terrified,” said the fox. “Then he can’t help,” I said. “Won’t you help him?” “I have no time for that,” I said, and moved on.
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After a while, I met a tailorbird. She had a big boil on her forehead. “Who goes there?” squeaked the bird. “I can’t see because of this thing on my face.” “A blind bird!” I snorted. “How do you fly?” “I can’t. That’s why we are stuck in these woods.” “I’m not stuck. I’ll find the king, open the door, and leave.” “Please help me,” requested the bird.“I don't have time,” I said, and continued onward.
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A little while later, I arrived at a clearing in the woods. A man with a crown sat at a campfire alone. “Are you the king of the forest?” I asked him.
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“Not anymore,” he said with grief. “I used to cut off the noses of my subjects. Then I got tricked and now I have no nose. I cannot smell the flowers in my kingdom. I feel nothing. Only remorse.” “I was hoping you’d open the door for me, being a king and all.” “I can’t, child,” said the king. “I have tried and failed.” “Then you really are no king,” I declared. I noticed a sword lying beside him. “Look behind you!” I yelled. “There’s your nose.” “What?!” He turned to look. And I swiped his sword. “Ha! I am the king now,” I claimed. “Goodbye, everyone.” The fox merely smiled. “I can’t protect myself without the sword,” pleaded the king. “Not my problem,” I said, and left the king and the fox.
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Wielding the king's sword, I went back to the door.First I put the sword through the keyhole. Nothing happened. “Open Sesame! Abracadabra!” Nothing. Angry, I slashed at the door with the sword, trying to hack it down. I stabbed and jabbed but couldn’t put a scratch on it. I had failed.
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I was tired. My arms ached. I wandered helplessly through the dark woods, dragging the heavy sword behind me. Finally I arrived back at the campfire. The barber, the bird, the king, and the fox were all there. I sat on the dirt. I was very hungry, and they had food. At first I didn’t ask for any. But soon the pangs of hunger became intolerable, and I begged for some food. “We don’t refuse the lost in need of help,” the king said. “Eat away, child.” As I gobbled down the food, I remembered refusing to help and being insensitive to everyone that was here.
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“Are all of you stuck?” I asked them. “Yes, and I can’t fly,” said the bird. “And I’m afraid!” whispered the barber. “And I feel nothing,” said the king. “And we can’t go back home.” “Tailorbird,” I said, “can you craft the king a nose?” “I can’t see anything,” she replied. “The barber!” I exclaimed. “He can cut off your boil, can’t he?” “My hands are shaky,” he whimpered. “Take my sword, Barber,” said the king, “and you’ll be protected from all that scares you.” “Thank you, King,” said the barber. “Here, Bird. Let me fix the boil.” “Thanks, Barber,” said the bird. When the barber was done, the bird made the king a new nose. “I'm grateful,” said the king. “I can finally smell and taste. Let’s feast!”
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Everyone had their first great meal in ages. That night, we all slept peacefully. In the morning, we noticed that the fox had disappeared. We looked everywhere for him, to no avail. However, we discovered something else. The door was now open. We bid each other farewell, and as I was about to leave, I noticed the fox among the trees. “You knew, didn’t you?” I exclaimed. I saw the fox smile as I stepped through the door.
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