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The Log Cabin 
 
It had taken a full six months of laborious work to piece together the cabin, log 
by log. Jack had worked through the bitter brutality of the winter months, his 
fingers blistered, his back strained, to complete the place he could call home. 
Every beam was hand chopped, the pine wood supplied from his 
surroundings, but finally the shack stood on the mountain-side, even the harsh 
winds could not topple it. The roof he covered with a thick layer of moss, 
shackled down so as to provide some barrier to the freezing temperatures. 
Even though each day had been back-breaking, his aching bones pleading 
that they might have some escape from the constant labour, sitting in the 
cabin, knowing every part from the door, to the walls, to the table and stools 
was his own accomplishment, filled him with such warmth and pride that it was 
worth it. Even now, a month later, his joints whined when he moved, but this 
could almost be forgotten for the reward of his pain. Sat by his burning fire, 
hands toasty and heart content, Jack knew that he could enjoy this life. It 
didn’t matter that he had left them behind. 
 
The next winter was on its way, and Jack dreaded the blanket of darkness it 
would bring. He had seen it last time, the way the blackness swooped over the 
mountain tops,sucking the light from the sky. With the darkness came the 
wind, but not any wind he could have believed to exist before he came to this 
place. It howled and growled like a pack of wolves, or ten packs of wolves, 
and shook him so he could almost hear his skeleton rattling inside him. The 
piercing gusts cracked his skin, and all he could think about was the chilling, 
petrifying grip of frostbite. The wind not only shook him, but even the 
mountains rumbled dangerously, threatening to send a wave of thick snow 
tumbling down that would engulf anything that crossed its path. 
 
He woke up in November and th fire hd burnt down to a pile of ash. Outside, 
he could hear the roaring winds, but still his shack stood sturdily.. Then he felt 
it. Gusts were circling around the cabin ominously and at once he realised his 
mistakes. They stood out jeering at him, and he was shocked that he could 
have missed them before. Cracks. Cracks between logs, planks and around 
the door. Miniscule as they were, they allowed the beast-like wind to rush 
unrestrained into the shack, swirling round and round his head. Every small 



failure taunted him, and Jack finally felt the cost of his reckless actions. He 
had been blinded by pride and arrogance, but all he could think of as he sat 
shivering was what he had left behind. 
 
A thunderous rumble exploded from the mountain tops and the ground shook 
violently beneath his feet. The dreadful sound of the mountain splitting filled 
Jack with utter panic. Snow cascaded down the mountain at a fearsome pace, 
knocking trees down as though they were pins with the force of the gods. 
Jack’s knees gave way as the ground shook violently, and he was thrown to 
the floor of the shack. The last and only thing he saw was the view of the 
mountainside disappearing behind a sheet of snow as the cabin was 
swallowed whole. 


