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The Dream That Waited
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The dream returned on a Tuesday night, quiet and pale like the fog that rolled in from the sea. Emma lay in bed, tangled in her thin cotton sheets, as moonlight slid across her bedroom floor in long silver ribbons. Outside, the waves whispered to the rocks as if keeping secrets — but inside her dream, it was the forest that spoke.

She stood at the edge of the woods. The trees were tall and dark, their branches twisted like old fingers reaching toward a sky that was far too still. Nothing moved. No birdsong, no rustle of wind, no crack of twigs. Only the hush — deep and waiting.

In front of her stood a boy.

He didn’t say her name, but somehow, she knew the call was for her.

He was perhaps her age — or maybe younger. It was hard to tell. His hair was dark and messy, and he wore an old-fashioned coat with a missing button. But what struck her most was his face. It wasn’t quite... there. Not fully. A blur, like a photograph that had been rubbed too hard.

He lifted one hand and pointed into the trees behind him.

“Come,” he whispered. His voice was quiet, like paper tearing. “They forgot us.”

Emma tried to speak, to ask who he meant — but no sound came from her throat. Only a low ache, like a name stuck behind her tongue.

She took one step forward.

The trees opened.

And then—

She woke up.

Her bedroom was warm with summer air, the sound of cicadas chirping faintly through the open window. The dream clung to her skin like damp mist. Emma sat up slowly, heart still thudding. On her windowsill sat the same shell she had found last week, the one shaped like a spiral. She touched it gently, then looked out toward the edge of the forest beyond the town.

Somehow, even in the morning light, the trees looked darker than they should have been.

She pulled the covers tighter around her shoulders, but it did nothing to quiet the feeling that something had shifted — not in the world, but inside her. As if part of the dream had followed her back.

A face with no features. A voice made of paper. A forest that waited.

She’d had strange dreams before, but this one felt different. Real. Like a memory that hadn’t happened yet.

Emma climbed out of bed and crossed the room to her desk. She opened her journal, the one with the pressed violet on the cover, and wrote a single sentence:

“They forgot us.”

Then she closed the journal, placed it carefully beneath her pillow, and whispered into the quiet room:

“I won’t forget.”
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The Forest That Waited
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Emma didn’t speak about the dream.

Not over breakfast, when her mother asked if she’d slept well. Not during the walk to the market, or while helping carry bags filled with warm bread and peaches. The words sat like stones behind her lips, heavy and waiting.

She tried to forget. She helped sort laundry, fed the neighbor’s cat, even reread her favorite book in the patch of shade under the apple tree — but none of it worked.

The hush of the forest had settled into her bones. The boy’s blurred face flickered behind her eyes every time she blinked.

It wasn’t fear that haunted her. It was the feeling that something had been left undone — like a page she hadn’t turned, or a door left open just a crack.

By late afternoon, the pull inside her had grown so strong it felt like a magnet. A quiet thread knotted around her ribs, drawing her back to the place that didn’t exist. Or wasn’t supposed to.

She waited until her mother dozed off in the garden chair, a novel half-finished and forgotten on her lap. The house was wrapped in that soft golden stillness that comes just before evening. The kind of hour when magic might slip through the cracks without anyone noticing.
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