Creative Writing – January 2026

Stopping by Woods on a Snowy Evening


Whose woods these are I think I know.   
You think, do you? You’re not being paid to think. We don’t want any mistaken identity – that’s what did for the Barrett Boys – and now they’re serving 30 years in Wakefield.

His house is in the village though;   
Yes, and that’s where you need to be, very soon. We’re expecting them to be out between 8 and 1, and we’ll need a couple of those hours to crack the safe.

He will not see me stopping here   
Really? Have you actually checked for surveillance equipment? You know it can be disguised as anything nowadays – tree-cams, rock-cams, you name it. And that’s not mentioning drones.

To watch his woods fill up with snow.   
We haven’t got time for that! Come on man, we’ve got to get this job done before the roads become impassable.
_____

My little horse must think it queer   
You’re using a horse? And a thinking one at that. Unbelievable! Mind you, we’ll probably get more sense from the horse.

To stop without a farmhouse near   
Well done, good choice, don’t want to get the dogs barking. But I’m not paying you to stop and admire the view. Get moving again! 

Between the woods and frozen lake   
And where exactly is that? You’ll be giving me a postcode next. If I want to know where you are, I’ll ask you, and then I’ll need your What3Words location.

The darkest evening of the year.   
At least you’ve got that right. No moonlight, lots of deep shadows, that’s what we need for this operation.
_____

He gives his harness bells a shake   
Bells! Why have you got bells? We’re supposed to be operating under the radar. Bells will alert every pig for miles around.

To ask if there is some mistake.   
Mistake? I’ll say. It was a big mistake giving you the lead in this job. If we get out of this without being rumbled it’ll be a miracle.
The only other sound’s the sweep   
We don’t need any other sound. Get rid of those bells and put something soft over the horse’s hooves. We need to move silently.

Of easy wind and downy flake.   
Easy wind? Look mate, if flatulence is your problem, then I’ve got some Wind-Eze tablets. Mind you, downy flakes are good – they’ll cover your tracks.
____

The woods are lovely, dark and deep,   
So, are you thinking about hiding out in them? Don’t go back on the deal now. Your fingerprints are all over this operation. And what are you going to do with the horse? 

But I have promises to keep,   
Yes, you certainly have. Like … getting into the house undetected, opening the safe, replacing the best diamonds with fakes, identifying their crypto key. You’ve got a lot to do, matey.

And miles to go before I sleep,   
Sleep!? That’s for losers. Get yourself down to the town, and get on with the job, NOW! Every minute you waste here is a minute less at the target.

And miles to go before I sleep.   
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Whose woods these are I think I know.   
His house is in the village though;   
He will not see me stopping here   
To watch his woods fill up with snow.   
My little horse must think it queer   
To stop without a farmhouse near   
Between the woods and frozen lake   
The darkest evening of the year.   
He gives his harness bells a shake   
To ask if there is some mistake.   
The only other sound’s the sweep   
Of easy wind and downy flake.   
The woods are lovely, dark and deep,   
But I have promises to keep,   
And miles to go before I sleep,   
And miles to go before I sleep.
