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	The Forgetting Tree

	Description

	Rowan returns to her family’s abandoned orchard, seeking only the quiet comfort of routine. At its far edge stands the old willow a tree that can take away memories if you know the ritual. She has used it before. She knows its rules. Or she thinks she does.

	When a letter arrives hinting at the reappearance of her missing sister, Rowan’s resolve begins to fracture. Whispers seem to drift from the tree’s branches, fragments of voices she cannot place. Objects she doesn’t remember owning surface at its roots each one carrying the weight of a half-formed memory that feels both foreign and familiar.

	As Rowan digs deeper, the orchard becomes a mirror of her mind: shifting, unreliable, layered with truths she may have buried herself. The closer she comes to uncovering what happened to Mara, the more her own history begins to warp. The faces in photographs change. Reflections move out of step. And the tree patient, knowing seems to be waiting for her to remember something she never lived.

	A haunting blend of magical realism and psychological suspense, The Forgetting Tree is a slow-burn descent into memory, identity, and the dangerous bargains we make to escape our past.

	When the roots reach you, will you still be yourself? Or will you be what’s left behind?

	 


Chapter 1: The Roots Remember
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	The orchard is smaller than I remember.

	I stand at its edge, the brittle fence leaning toward me like it wants to confess something. Beyond it, the rows of trees slouch under the weight of years. Most are hollowed or leaning, branches sagging low and tired, but the willow my willow still bends and sways as though it drinks from a private spring. Its leaves whisper against each other, a sound like paper being folded in a dim, secretive room.

	The wind smells of damp earth and wood rot. It’s late enough in the year that the soil stays cold beneath the top layer, even in sunlight. The path is choked with weeds, yet my feet find it without looking. I tell myself I haven’t been here in… eight years? No, it must be more. Ten. Maybe longer. Was it autumn last time? Or late summer? My mind insists on a golden haze that may not belong to any real season.

	I carry a bundle wrapped in pale linen, the fabric thin enough to catch on my fingernail. Inside is a small ceramic bird, its glaze chipped at the beak. I’ve had it since childhood or at least, I believe I have. It could have been Mara’s. We used to keep it on the windowsill in our bedroom, but I can’t picture the day it became mine. The thought leaves me hollow, as if a word has slipped from the middle of a sentence I can’t reconstruct.

	The willow’s trunk is wider now, thick with ridges and deep grooves. I kneel, brushing away the top layer of fallen leaves, and press my hand flat against the bark. The air hums faintly here, like a vibration through glass. I close my eyes and breathe in the sap-heavy scent.

	The ritual returns without thought. Dig at the base careful not to break the finer roots. Speak the thing you wish to let go, even if it’s not a thing that fits neatly into words. I whisper something I hope the tree understands. The earth is cold and soft under my fingers. I place the linen-wrapped bird into the hollow I’ve made, covering it again with soil until no sign remains.
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