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Oliver stood at the edge of the great, green

forest with his mother, who held his hand tightly.

Stay on the path and never  wander off  alone,

she warned him with a gentle but serious look.

Oliver nodded, but his eyes were already fixed

on  the  dancing  shadows  beneath  the  ancient

trees.
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As  his  mother  turned  to  speak  with  a

neighbor, a shimmering blue butterfly fluttered

past  Oliver’s  nose.  It  seemed  to  beckon  him

toward a  patch of  glowing wild  flowers  just  a

few steps  away.  Forgetting his  promise,  Oliver

skipped  off  the  dirt  path  and  followed  the

brilliant wings into the thicket.
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The forest  grew denser  and more magical

with  every  step  Oliver  took.  He  chased  the

butterfly deeper into the emerald heart of the

woods,  mesmerized by the strange plants and

sparkling dewdrops. He did not notice that the

familiar  sounds  of  the  village  had  completely

faded away.
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Suddenly,  the  butterfly  vanished  into  the

high canopy, leaving Oliver standing alone in a

quiet clearing. He turned around to head back,

but  the  path  was  nowhere  to  be  seen.  Every

direction  looked  exactly  the  same,  filled  with

towering trunks and tangled vines.
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The golden sunlight began to fade, casting

long,  twisted  shadows  across  the  forest  floor.

The once-friendly trees now seemed like giant

guardians blocking his way. Oliver’s heart began

to thump loudly in his chest as he realized he

was truly lost in the deep woods.
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A rustle  in  the  bushes  made  Oliver  jump,

and he started to run, hoping to find a way out.

He scrambled over mossy rocks and under low-

hanging branches, but the forest only seemed to

grow darker and more confusing. Tears began to

well  up  in  his  eyes  as  he  whispered  for  his

mother.
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Exhausted  and  cold,  Oliver  found  a  small,

dry hollow beneath the roots of a massive oak

tree. He curled up into a ball, hugging his knees

tightly  to  stay  warm.  He  thought  about  his

mother’s  warning  and  wished  more  than

anything that he had listened to her wise words.
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In  the  velvety  darkness,  a  soft  glow

appeared near a cluster of mushrooms. A group

of tiny fireflies began to dance around him, their

gentle light providing a small sense of comfort.

He sat quietly, listening to the rhythmic sounds

of  the night  forest,  feeling a  strange sense of

peace amidst his fear.
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Through  the  stillness  of  the  trees,  a  faint,

familiar  voice drifted on the breeze calling his

name. Oliver scrambled out of the hollow and

saw  a  warm,  flickering  light  bobbing  in  the

distance. He shouted back as loud as he could,

his voice echoing through the timber.

Generated By www.genstory.app

https://www.genstory.app/


nassma sirin

10

Oliver ran toward the light and fell into his

mother’s waiting arms as she stepped into the

clearing with her lantern. She held him close, her

relief  washing  over  them  both  like  a  warm

blanket.  As  they  walked  home  hand-in-hand,

Oliver knew he would never ignore her advice

again.
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