

    
        
          The Haunted Cabin in Pine Forest

        

        
        
          Scary bedtime stories for kids, Volume 20

        

        
        
          Evelyn Holloway

        

        
          Published by Arcane Horizons Publishing, 2026.

        

    



  
    
    
      While every precaution has been taken in the preparation of this book, the publisher assumes no responsibility for errors or omissions, or for damages resulting from the use of the information contained herein.

    
    

    
      THE HAUNTED CABIN IN PINE FOREST

    

    
      First edition. July 18, 2026.

      Copyright © 2026 Evelyn Holloway.

    

    
    
      Written by Evelyn Holloway.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

Dedication

Chapter 1: The Lights in the Cabin

Chapter 2: The Forgotten Guestbook

Chapter 3: The Hidden Fireplace Passage

Chapter 4: The Forest Beneath the Forest

Chapter 6: The Hall of Forest Memories

Chapter 7: The Forest Path Maze

Chapter 8: Before Dawn in Pine Forest

Chapter 9: The Cabin Remembered

Chapter 10: The Secret Hidden Among the Pines

Sign up for Evelyn Holloway's Mailing List

About the Author



  	
  	
			 

			
		
    To every young adventurer who has ever wondered what secrets might be hidden inside an old cabin, beneath towering pine trees, or beyond a trail no one else dares to follow—this story is for you.
May you always choose curiosity over fear, kindness over doubt, and courage over uncertainty. The greatest discoveries often belong to those who listen carefully, help others, and never stop believing that every mystery has a story waiting to be uncovered.
May your imagination wander through enchanted forests, your friendships grow stronger with every adventure, and your heart always find light, hope, and wonder—even on the darkest of nights.
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Chapter 1: The Lights in the Cabin


[image: ]


The little village of Pine Hollow sat peacefully at the edge of one of the oldest forests in the country.

Towering pine trees surrounded the village like silent green guardians.

Their branches whispered softly whenever the wind drifted through them.

Clear streams flowed between moss-covered rocks.

Birds sang from sunrise until evening.

During the day, Pine Forest was one of the most beautiful places anyone could imagine.

But after sunset...

Very few people entered its shadowy trails.

Every school holiday, eleven-year-old Emma visited her grandparents in Pine Hollow.

She loved exploring the forest, collecting unusual pinecones, sketching birds, and helping her grandfather identify wildflowers along the woodland paths.

This summer was especially exciting because three of her closest friends had come to stay as well.

Lucas enjoyed solving puzzles and reading adventure books.

Olivia carried a notebook wherever she went, carefully recording interesting discoveries and drawing maps of every place they explored.

Noah never traveled without his camera, hoping to photograph rare animals, beautiful landscapes, or anything mysterious.

Together, the four friends believed every holiday should include at least one unforgettable adventure.

On their first afternoon in Pine Hollow, they wandered through the quiet village.

Wooden cottages stood beneath enormous pine trees.

Flower boxes overflowed with bright colors.

Children rode bicycles along peaceful streets while shopkeepers greeted neighbors with cheerful smiles.

Everything felt warm and welcoming.

Until they noticed something unusual.

Whenever anyone mentioned the old cabin deep inside Pine Forest...

The conversations suddenly stopped.

Adults exchanged nervous glances.

Children quietly changed the subject.

Even the village dogs seemed unwilling to wander toward the forest after sunset.

Emma finally asked an elderly woman arranging baskets of fresh berries outside her cottage.

"Why doesn't anyone visit the old cabin?"

The woman's cheerful smile faded.

"You've heard about it already?"

Emma nodded.

"Only a little."

The woman looked toward the distant pine trees.

"The cabin has been empty for many years."

"But strange things still happen there."

Lucas smiled politely.

"What kind of things?"

The woman lowered her voice.

"Lights."

Emma looked puzzled.

"What sort of lights?"

"Warm golden lights."

"They appear in the windows after sunset."

Olivia frowned.

"But if no one lives there..."

"Exactly."

The woman nodded.

"And sometimes..."

"...people hear footsteps walking around the cabin."

Noah looked interested.

"Has anyone ever seen who was making them?"

The woman slowly shook her head.

"No."

"The footsteps are always heard."

"But no one is ever found."

She quietly picked up her basket.

"My advice is simple."

"Stay away after dark."

Before the children could ask another question, she disappeared inside her cottage.

The four friends continued through the village.

Everywhere they went, they heard another version of the same story.

The old blacksmith claimed lanterns floated through the cabin at midnight.

The baker insisted someone quietly swept the porch every evening even though nobody lived there.

A farmer said he had once heard gentle humming drifting through the trees long after everyone had gone to bed.

None of the stories sounded angry.

None spoke about dangerous ghosts.

Only strange lights.

Quiet footsteps.

And unexplained sounds.

That evening, while helping prepare dinner, Emma finally asked her grandparents.

"Is the cabin really haunted?"

Grandpa smiled knowingly.

"I wondered when someone would ask."

Grandma set warm bread onto the table.

"The cabin has been part of village stories for generations."

Lucas leaned forward.

"So there really are lights?"

Grandpa nodded thoughtfully.

"I've seen them."

"More than once."

Emma looked surprised.

"You have?"

"Many times."

"But I've never seen anyone inside."

Olivia asked quietly,

"What about the footsteps?"

Grandma smiled gently.

"They've been heard for as long as anyone remembers."

Noah looked curious.

"So what causes them?"

Grandpa slowly stirred his soup.

"I honestly don't know."

"But there is one rule everyone in Pine Hollow follows."

Emma already knew the answer.

"Don't visit after sunset."

Grandpa nodded.

"Exactly."

"Not because anyone has been hurt."

"But because some mysteries deserve patience."

"And respect."

The children looked thoughtfully at one another.

Grandpa's answer explained very little.

After supper they sat together on the porch.

The evening sky slowly changed from bright blue to soft shades of orange, pink, and purple.

Birds returned to their nests.

The wind whispered gently through the tall pine trees.

Far beyond the fields, the dark outline of Pine Forest stretched across the hills.

Hidden somewhere inside stood the abandoned cabin.

Noah looked toward the distant woods.

"It doesn't sound dangerous."

"It sounds lonely."

Emma nodded.

"I was thinking the same thing."

Lucas closed the adventure book resting on his lap.

"If everyone avoids it..."

"...how will anyone ever know the truth?"

Olivia smiled.

"We don't have to do anything reckless."

"We can simply observe."

Emma agreed immediately.

"We'll stay together."

"We'll keep a safe distance."

"And if anything feels unsafe..."

"We leave."

Everyone nodded.

As the sun disappeared below the hills, the four friends quietly followed the narrow forest trail leading toward the old cabin.

The path wound between enormous pine trees.

Soft needles covered the ground beneath their feet.

The cool evening air smelled of pine, moss, and fresh earth.

The deeper they walked, the quieter the forest became.

Soon only birdsong and rustling branches could be heard.

After several minutes, Lucas pointed ahead.

"There."

The old cabin stood in a small clearing surrounded by towering pines.

It had been built from thick wooden logs many years earlier.

A wide front porch wrapped around its front.

One stone chimney rose above the roof.

Wild vines climbed across the walls.

Although weathered by time, the cabin still looked sturdy.

"It doesn't look haunted," Noah whispered.

"It looks forgotten."

Emma studied the windows.

Every curtain hung neatly in place.

The front door remained firmly closed.

No smoke rose from the chimney.

Everything appeared perfectly ordinary.

The children quietly sat behind a group of bushes overlooking the clearing.

Minutes passed.

Nothing happened.

The evening grew darker.

Stars slowly appeared overhead.

Noah lowered his camera.

"Maybe everyone imagined the stories."

Just then—

A soft golden glow appeared inside one of the downstairs windows.

The children stared.

Another window slowly brightened.

Then another.

Warm lantern light spread gently throughout the empty cabin.

"It can't be," Olivia whispered.

"No one went inside."

The lights continued glowing warmly.

Not flickering.

Not flashing.

Simply shining peacefully through the dusty windows.

Emma felt a strange mixture of excitement and curiosity.

The lights didn't seem frightening.

They almost looked welcoming.

Lucas slowly stood.

"I think we should look a little closer."

The others agreed.

Keeping together, they cautiously crossed the clearing.

The cabin remained completely silent.

No voices.

No movement.

Only warm golden light spilling through the windows.

As they approached the front steps, Noah suddenly stopped.

"Look."

Fresh footprints marked the soft earth leading toward the porch.

The children knelt beside them.

The footprints looked unusual.

Not because they were enormous.

But because they seemed far older than ordinary shoe prints.

Each one displayed the outline of sturdy old-fashioned boots.

The impressions were perfectly clear in the damp soil.

"They're fresh," Lucas whispered.

"The mud hasn't dried yet."

Emma followed the trail with her flashlight.

The footprints climbed the wooden porch steps.

Crossed directly to the front door.

Then...

Stopped.

There were no footprints leaving the porch.

No tracks leading away.

Only the mysterious trail ending at the closed front door.

The children exchanged puzzled glances.

"That's impossible," Noah murmured.

Olivia slowly looked upward.

She froze.

"Emma..."

Everyone followed her gaze.

In the upstairs window, just beyond the softly glowing curtain, a tall shadow stood perfectly still.

It did not move.

It did not wave.

It simply watched the four friends quietly from the silent cabin, as though it had been patiently waiting for someone curious enough to finally come looking for the truth hidden among the ancient pines.
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