
Day 2  
LO: to identify features of a recount 
 
 

Yesterday, on the fifth day of May, in the year 1834, I made the 
discovery of a lifetime! My extensive research had led me to the 
barren foothills of the Himalayas in the mystical country of 
Nepal.  Never had I believed that I would make such a discovery 
but yesterday was the day that I would finally find the elusive 
Mountain Snapede.  

As the sun made its steady journey up the cloudless sky, I 
managed to control my nerves as I packed up my few 
possessions, studied my map (which was roughly scribbled onto 
a piece of crumpled paper) and quickly gobbled down the last part 
of my hastily prepared breakfast. Luckily, the weather was on my 
side: the wind had calmed and the rain has stopped. Was this a 
sign that I might finally be successful in my search? My route 
had been prepared the night before in my base camp, when my 
excitement about my adventure had prevented me from finding 
sleep. Today was the day that I would head out - alone - to the 
location where I believed I would find these highly-dangerous 
beasts.  

After hours of scrambling up the steep slopes, my eyes were 
attracted to a large track on the muddy ground. It was about 
four meters in length and had faint marks on either side. I 
silently said a quick thank you for last night’s rain: without it, 
the track would never have been left. Positive that the track had 
been made by a Mountain Snapede, I excitedly followed it. I tried 
to keep my breathing under control as excitement bubbled within 
my chest; this moment had been one I had been anticipating for 
over twenty years! Above me, the sun blazed in the sky, as if it 
were willing me onwards towards my discovery.  

Eventually, after having followed the track for what seemed like 
hours, I heard a rustling coming from just ahead. I paused. Was 
I about to see the marvellous creature in its native habitat? 
Shuffling forward, trying to keep my noise to a minimum, I hid 
behind a rock and peered over, ensuring that I was up-wind of 
it. Less than five meters ahead of me was a Mountain Snapede. 



It did exist! It was simply extraordinary! It had terrifying 
features: a large, muscular body, covered in multi-coloured 
stripes; three blood-red eyes which struck fear to my heart; and a 
forked tongue that constantly flickered out in search of food 
because their eyesight is so poor.  Trembling, with a mixture of 
astonishment and exhilaration, I immediately sketched a picture in 
my battered journal so that I could take it back to my colleagues 
in London.  

Unfortunately, darkness was starting to descend so I reluctantly 
began my return journey to base camp. I wish I could have 
stayed up there with them but I knew that this animal was 
extremely dangerous and would soon attack if it were to catch my 
scent.  

Here I now wait, exhausted but alive with anticipation, in my 
base camp, where I wait for the arrival of my colleagues. It is 
my hope that we shall now be able to gather more information to 
add to our limited knowledge since the existence and location of 
the Mountain Snapede is now certain! 

 


