Leaves

By Philip I.

The fall wind ran through the trees as a boy crunched through the leaves along the trail. He had left the camp ground because it was boring there, here in the woods, it was quiet and one could think. The birds sang in the trees along the lake, but he was headed in the opposite direction. He didn’t like water, he could not swim, and around this time of year the water was too cold anyway. He also hated birds, they made too much noise. Dead leaves crunched under this feet as he started to walk away from the trail, unaware of where he was going. 

Then he heard someone yelling for him. He turned around and saw his dad running toward him. His father caught up to him. “Where are you going?” he asked.


The boy responded, “Just going for a walk in the woods.”


“Ok, but don’t get lost.”


His dad walked away, and the boy continued to walk through the woods. A bird flew overhead. The boy started to think; it was his favorite thing to do. Suddenly the forest grew quite silent. But the boy hardly noticed. He thought of things that happened that day. His dad and he had gone over on the edge of the lake, and he climbed a tree. He had also found a very large orange and black caterpillar. Then his thoughts drifted to the woods outside of this campground.


Everything is much quieter out in the woods. It can seem so simple in the wilderness, but it has a certain amount of danger to it. Bears, for one thing, lived out in places like this. He took a quick glance around. Leaves were everywhere, some even still on the trees. Most of the leaves that remained on the branches were falling down, giving a leafy-snow effect. Back where he lived, places like these were impossible to find. He loved the woods. His family went camping every year, so he got to see places like this often.


Suddenly, a strange feeling crept up his spine. He took a quick glance at his surroundings. He had no idea where he was. But he didn’t really care. He looked up at the trees, clouds had been covering the sun for the last few days, and now was no exception. But something was different. The trees were bending in the sudden increase in wind. Something felt very wrong about it. But he could not think of what. The wind blasted against his back. Leaves were swirling around. Must be a storm, he thought. He just kept walking. Storms are nothing to worry about, he thought, pulling his jacket closer around him. He had never been afraid of lightning or thunder. His dog had though; it would wake the whole family up to let them know there was a storm. Lightning had always fascinated him. He would always tell everyone he knew about the sciences of lightning, and most people were impressed by his knowledge of the subject.


Countless trees passed him by as he walked deeper into the woods. He ducked under a fallen-over tree and jumped over a large root jutting out from the ground. He looked up at the swirling leaves overhead. There were a lot of leaves this trip. The trail definitely did not go over here; it was too thick with trees. Even here the ground was littered with leaves. Some of the leaves had been here for years, untouched where only animals ever came. But strangely, he had seen no animals on this trip, save for birds and bugs. He remembered finding lots of dead animals though. Last year he had found a dead squirrel on the shore of the lake. Its eye had been eaten out by flies, and its body was halfway gone. Then, the year before that he had found a dead deer, but it had not been devoured at all. 


Something big and whitish was on the ground a ways up. He stepped over toward it. It was a large square stone covered in leaves. It looked like a giant tombstone lying on its back. Curious, he sat down and uncovered it. It wasn’t like a tombstone he thought a tombstone would look like; it was square, flat on the ground and at least 2 feet wide and 2 feet long. It was halfway covered with words. He could only make out half of them.

It was something like “L^w8)){O WA&HING^ON: 1782”. He couldn’t really make out the first name, but the last name looked like it could be Washington. He gulped. 1782 was a long time ago. Now he felt more open, and so small, like he could be tossed about by the smallest thing. He realized for the first time that he was a tiny part in a massive history. He had never felt so alone. He still felt strange, especially now. The wind whistled in his ears and leaves brushed past his face. Something moved in the trees behind him. He quickly turned around, but saw nothing. He thought he saw something big moving between the trees. But then it disappeared again. What is going on? What is that? Leaves scattered in the wind. He was scared. He felt alone, yet he was alone with something that he did not want to be with. He jumped and ran. He ran as fast as he possibly could. 

He ran into a large area with trees equally spread in certain places. He knew it lead back to the camp. Leaves were rolling like waves, some passing him up. Blood rushed in his ears, his heart pounded wildly. He did not dare to look back. Something hit him in the back. He fell. Then he screamed. Everything went black.


His dad found him in the woods later that night, and there was nothing any one could do. There was no explanation anywhere, just his broken and twisted body half buried in broken leaves.

