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Alice stepped into Memory Forest for the first time, her red

rubber boots crunching on the leafy path. She wore her

mustard-yellow raincoat and carried a canvas satchel with a

notebook and pencil inside. The trees around her were tall and

quiet, their leaves shimmering in the soft green light. Then a

gentle whisper drifted down: "Lily." Alice stopped and listened.

Another tree sighed, "Thomas."
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Alice touched the rough bark of a nearby oak. "Who are you

saying?" she asked. The oak rustled, and a voice like wind

through leaves replied, "Lily rested here long ago. I remember

her name." Alice opened her notebook and wrote 'Lily' and

'Thomas' on the first page. Every tree, it seemed, whispered

the name of someone who had once sat beneath its branches.

What a magical place!
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As Alice walked deeper, she met a tall, slender figure with

bark-brown skin and moss markings. He had silver-green leaf-

shaped hair and kind amber eyes. "I am ElmSpeak," he said,

his voice soft as rustling ferns. "I guard the forest's records.

You must be Alice—the trees told me you listen well." He

carried an acorn-cap lantern and a satchel of bark scrolls.

"Come," he said, "there is someone you should meet."

3



ElmSpeak led Alice to a clearing where an enormous tree

stood. Its trunk was wide as a house, with swirling knot

patterns and a weathered face in the bark. But its branches

were almost bare, and a few golden leaves clung on,

trembling. "This is the Great Tree," ElmSpeak said sadly. "It

has forgotten its own name, and now it is losing its leaves."

The tree's sleepy amber eyes blinked slowly.
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"I remember everyone else," the Great Tree murmured, its

voice like creaking wood. "But I cannot remember myself.

Without my name, I am fading." Alice felt a pang of sympathy.

She noticed a faded ribbon of woven grass tied around the

trunk, hung with tiny wooden name-tags left by visitors. "We

must help you," she said. "We'll find your name somewhere in

the forest."
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ElmSpeak nodded. "The forest keeps hidden records—old

stories, forgotten songs. Perhaps the Great Tree's name is

written in one of them." He lifted his acorn-cap lantern, and its

warm glow lit a narrow path. "But the archive is deep in the

woods, and the way is tricky. We must search carefully." Alice

tightened her satchel and followed, her hazel eyes bright with

determination.
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They walked past trees that whispered names Alice had never

heard: "Elena," "Samuel," "Mae." Each name felt like a tiny

gift. Alice wrote them down, her pencil scratching softly. "Why

do the trees remember everyone?" she asked. ElmSpeak

smiled. "Because remembering is how we stay connected.

Every name is a thread in the forest's story." Alice thought

about her own friends back home and smiled.
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At last they reached a hollow beneath a fallen log, where a

wooden door was hidden under moss. ElmSpeak pushed it

open, and they stepped into a small, earthy room. Shelves of

bark scrolls lined the walls, and a soft green light filtered

through the roots above. "The hidden archive," ElmSpeak said.

"Here are the stories of the forest, waiting to be read."
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Alice and ElmSpeak searched through the scrolls, their fingers

tracing faded words. Many stories told of travelers and their

names, but none mentioned the Great Tree. Alice's heart sank.

Then, in a dark corner, she spotted a small, crumpled piece of

birch bark. "Look!" she cried. "This one is different." The

writing was faint but readable, and it told of a tiny seed

carried by the wind.
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The story said: A seed fell from a starry sky and landed in a

moonlit clearing. The forest creatures gathered around and

named it 'Oakheart' because of its brave, sturdy spirit. Alice

read the words aloud, her voice trembling with excitement.

"Oakheart! That's the Great Tree's name!" ElmSpeak's amber

eyes shone. "We must tell the tree at once."
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They hurried back to the clearing, where the Great Tree stood

with drooping branches. Alice ran to its trunk and placed her

hand on the bark. "Oakheart," she said gently. "Your name is

Oakheart. You were named for your brave, sturdy spirit." The

tree's sleepy eyes opened wide. A shiver ran through its

branches, and the wooden name-tags on its ribbon clinked

softly.
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"Oakheart," the tree whispered. "Yes... I remember now. The

starry night, the kind creatures, the name they gave me." Its

amber eyes glowed with warmth. "Thank you, Alice. You have

given me back my story." ElmSpeak smiled, and the leaves

around them rustled as if applauding. Alice felt a happy

warmth spread through her chest.
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Then a wonderful thing happened. New buds appeared on the

Great Tree's branches, unfurling into bright green leaves. The

tree straightened, its trunk seeming even taller. "I will

remember the names of everyone who rests here," Oakheart

said, "and I will never forget my own again." The forest

seemed to breathe a sigh of relief, and the whispering of

names grew louder and merrier.
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As a thank-you, Oakheart gave Alice a tiny wooden name-tag.

"Write your name here," it said, "and hang it on my ribbon.

Then I will always remember you." Alice wrote 'Alice' in

careful letters and tied the tag beside the others. "Now you are

part of the forest's story," ElmSpeak said. Alice beamed, her

gap-toothed smile wide.
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On her way home, Alice stopped to listen to the trees one last

time. She heard her own name whispered softly: "Alice...

Alice..." She waved goodbye to ElmSpeak and Oakheart, her

heart full. In her satchel, her notebook held the names of many

travelers, and she knew she would remember them all.

Remembering others, she realized, makes friendships grow

strong.
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Back at home, Alice told her friends about Memory Forest. She

shared the names she had written and the story of Oakheart.

Her friends listened with wide eyes, and they promised to

remember each other always. Alice smiled, knowing that

somewhere far away, the Great Tree was leafy and happy,

whispering names on the wind, keeping the whole woodland

community close.
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