
Yeti Sighting 
As I trudged through the snowy blizzards and extreme cold, I spotted 
something curious in the distance. From where I was standing, it looked like a 
giant, loping snowman! It was a truly petrifying, abominable thing! Although I 
was a safe distance away, a chill of revulsion ran through my veins at the sight 
of it. My stomach churned at its putrid scent- the thing I could compare it to, 
was the stench of rotting meat. 
The huge, white-haired beast was repeatedly picking up an immense boulder 
and throwing it down to the ground, as though it was a mere pebble. Why it 
was doing this, I could only guess. I sincerely hoped it was hear for food, 
rather that for darker reasons that entered my head. Like a deer caught in the 
headlights, I watched, transfixed by wonder ands fear. 
Occasionally, it would 
growl and yelp but, for the 
most part, the creature 
gently whistled a most 
haunting tune that suited 
these mysterious 
mountains perfectly. 
Suddenly, it paused, 
turned and looked my way. 
I was horrified! I was convinced that it was going to lope over and slam the rock 
down on my head but to my surprise, the mystifying creature bounded away in 
the opposite direction. 
For a while, I was too scared to move but I eventually forced myself over to the 
spot where I had seen this magical beast and started to follow its tracks. 
However, it was to no avail. Although its huge, human-like footprints were 
clear to see at first, a tremendous blizzard soon began and threatened to bury 
the footprints forever. I quickly took a photograph to prove what I had seen, 
before taking shelter. 
When the blizzard had passed, the giant brute’s prints had vanished under the 
fresh snow and the way had now become impassable. I was forced to abandon 
my ascent to the summit with a feeling of some relief, as I did not want to meet 
this giant ape-man again, curious though I was. 


