Forest of the Forgotten

Ever heard about the forest? You know the forest of the forgotten? You may have heard about it in an old story your parents would read to you. Or from a rumor going around your town. Or perhaps it is just a few words you’ve never heard about. Just let me tell you now stop believing the people that tell you it’s not a real place, because I guarantee you its real…. And you never will soon all be there.

They say souls wander the forest, angry spirits craving to wreak havoc on any who enter. Others tell of souls aching to be remembered and saved from the forest. Then again nobody knows the real truth. Except for me. So now let me tell you all about what I know. 

October twenty-ninth, two days before Halloween. My friends and I were spending as much time together as possible because we knew this would be the last Halloween we were to spend together. You see Chum is moving soon so than it will just be me and Turbo. Since this was going to be our last Halloween we wanted to make it something memorable. So we did what now one ever attempted we found the forest of the forgotten.

October thirtieth, one day before Halloween. Today at lunch I and my friends decided to plan our trip of finding the forest to start off with. We made a map of all the path in the forest near our town and decided to go in there and search for it in there. We kind of gave Turbo a bunch of crap because he is scared of all the stories he has heard uabout the forest, but Chum and I know that in the end he will suck it up and come with us to search. You see Turbo has kind of been the goody-goody of our group and avoids any kind of trouble he can at all costs. Even though chum and I knew we could guilt him into coming since it was going to be our last time together as a trio. 


October thirty-first, Halloween day, or as Chum put it “Game day.” Today was the day we will find this forest if it is an actual place. We waited till the sun went down because we knew that with all of the other trick-or-treaters no one would notice we were gone for a while. We had bags packed with miscellaneous items flashlights, rope, change of clothes, Halloween candy, and some pocket knives (just in case).  When we were intertwined with a large group of kids we slowly separated ourselves from the group and ran for the forest. When we got about twenty feet in we stopped to take off the costumes and put on our change of clothes, grab our flashlights, pocket knives strapped to our sides, we were determined on finding this forest. We will find this forest.

It was dark it seemed like every noise was completely different when you couldn’t see what was making it. The shadows I flashlights created were just as terrifying tree limbs turn into angry hands reaching out to grab you. We were cautious walking through the forest with the sounds of crackling leaves under our feet but we pressed on as quietly as we could. Than disrupting our somewhat silence was Chum knocking something over sending it to the ground with a bang. We all walked over to what he knocked over and on the ground lay a sign covered in leaves. I reached down and brushed the leaves away than shined my flashlight on it, and on it in faded black letters said “Behold, The Forest of the Forgotten”. In a shaky but confident voice Chum said “We found it, we actually found it” 

We pressed deeper curious for answers we decided to go past the sign and into the newfound forest. We hurried for we knew that it was getting late into the night. It seemed like everything stopped, time, leaves, wind, and our ability to talk, all stopped. I tried to speak but I couldn’t no words could come out to describe what I was seeing. In all of the red, orange, and yellow leaves of the trees was a barren area where no leaves had fallen. For that area was covered by a new kind of tree with leaves of white that seemed to be giving off its own feint glow in the darkness. It gave off a beautiful, relaxing, peaceful aura which also felt deadly. Chum stepped closer until the glow of the leaves was lighting up his face making it appear white but at the same time showing the blue of his eyes. It sounded like the tree was trying to speak or as if thousands of voices were trying to speak at the same time. Was it the tree? Was it the leaves? I don’t really know. But out of curiosity I slowly reached out my hand to feel the leaves of the tree. I edged my hand out closer to the brilliant white leaves and it seemed as if my hand was getting warmer as it got closer to the leaves. I could hear the tree calling out saying “Just a little bit closer” I was so tempted I finally went for it. Than right as soon as my fingertips touched the tree a bright flash of light blinded me and I could feel the wind blowing by me as I lay on the ground, but this wasn’t right I was looking down at myself laying on the ground unmoving as my friends try to wake me. Soon it became clear the reason no one has had confirmation of the tree is because no one has ever made it back to tell of it. I was laying there on the cold ground, but I looked at peace. I was now a leaf on the tree. Another white dim glowing soul on the tree. It was quiet, it was warm, not too bright and not to dark, peaceful, the forest of the forgotten isn’t a forest at all it’s a single tree. This tree is beauty, it is peace, it is the start of a new life, but at the same time the end for another, this is what death is all about. Becoming a part of something new, something beautiful, the forest may be forgotten to others, but for me…. The forest is now…. My home.  
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