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The pages you are about to read are the last known words of H.D. Wards, a teenage boy living in the town of Cedarcrest in the 1970s. The town of Cedarcrest sits adjacent to an infamous town called Oakwood, which is known for harboring various sinister secrets. Oakwood encompasses the Redwood Psychiatric Hospital, a notorious yet overlooked institution known affectionately as The Redwood Asylum by locals—they will, however, deny the asylum’s existence if outsiders ask. They are fiercely protective of the town’s privacy and try to avoid curious tourists looking for photo ops. Torture and hauntings have been reported for well over a century. The history of the place is dark—the woods nearby are darker still. 

For in the woods behind Redwood’s decaying stone building sits a large swath of dense forest. Keep out signs warn trespassers to stay out, although some daring (or foolish) souls ignore it. There are numerous accounts over the years of disappearances in these strange, foreboding woods. H.D. Wards, a boy of seventeen, is one of the victims now thought to have disappeared in the forest. His body has yet to be uncovered, but his journal found there lives on.

Like all towns, Oakwood and Cedarcrest’s history is dampened by folklore, legends, and myths.

Legends from the region tell of some mentally unstable patients escaping from the hospital and setting up camp in the woods.

Other tales talk about serial killers hidden by the dense trees who set up camp and stalk their prey. 

Others still, though, tell the story of a creature of unknown origins that inhabits the forest. It comes at night to taunt lost travelers, curious teenagers, and those who dare get too close to its habitat deep in the forest clearing. At first, these sightings were ignored as the ramblings of the town’s mad citizens—which there are plenty of, if Redwood Asylum is to be believed.

In more recent years, though, as sightings, photographs, and witness accounts have matched up, monster chasers have trekked the woods in search of a humanistic being with terrifying features. No definitive proof of the creature’s existence has been uncovered by any scientific investigations. The one known as “The Flayed One” by residents remains a myth, a campfire ghost story that some swear is real and some swear is crockery. Still, locals talk about odd occurrences, strange noises in the night, and several people driven mad by the appearance of a creature that “comes at night” according to several accounts. 

According to interviewed locals, they believe that the creature chooses you if you get too close—and once it does, you cannot escape. They tell stories of a clawed creature who stays hidden except to feast on the chosen victims seem to have emerged around the 1950s or 60s according to long-term residents. No one knows, however, where talk came from or what spurred the first discussions of the being. There are talks of sightings of an upright creature with a stench most label as indescribable due to its potency and reek in modern times.

Most long-term residents of Cedarcrest and Oakwood religiously avoid the forest for these reasons, leaving a wide berth around the perimeter of the forest and, thus Redwood Asylum itself.

The journal of H.D. Wards was recovered in the year 2020 by a curious teenager, Lucy J. Keagy, 15, wandering through the ominous forest. While visiting family in Oakwood, she became aware of the legends of the creature. Curiosity plaguing her, she allegedly snuck away from family armed with her phone and a livestream. Although the livestream cut out in the dense woods, Lucy claims she found the words you are about to read in the depths of the forest. 

Some question the veracity of her statements. Some claim Lucy Keagy is an attention seeking teenager looking for a following online. Many, though, claim the details of the journal are, in fact, true.

Lucy claims to have found this journal on a tree stump in an undisclosed location in the woods near what would later be determined to be the home of H.D. Wards. Curious as to the meaning of the journal and the eerie book, she started sharing portions on social media and pictures of the H.D’s words.  As news of the journal spread, curiosity in its meaning and its author have continued to grow as the world asks—is there really a creature living in the woods between Cedarcrest and Oakwood? And more importantly, how can it be stopped from its sinister tendencies?

New investigations have opened up about the mysterious swatch of land, and several cold cases in the area are now being reconsidered in light of the journal’s information. One recent case includes a Cedarcrest girl who went missing in 2013; she lived in the house that belonged to H.D. Wards before his death.

H.D. Wards’ account is the first written account known to exist about the creature now dubbed The Flayed One. Read on to learn more about this horrifying creature from the safety of your home.

And whatever you do—please don’t go looking for it. 

For once it chooses you, there is no escaping its evil clutches.

It comes at night, when the world is a dusty, quiet ball of forgotten memories. The thing of shrieks, of shrill, wanton fears makes its presence known while others, the lucky ones, dance in and out of lucid dreams.

Its origins are the whispered legends on the hearts of victims and on the mouths of the curious. Maybe it was here eternally, something as mystic as the origins of humanity itself. Maybe it is a spawn of Satan or of crime or of lust. Perhaps it is something else entirely.

But when it comes at night, make no mistake: You will not be saved. For even if the tendril-like fingers adorned with razor blade claws do not gut you from mouth to belly, you cannot escape its wrath. It will burrow its existence into your deepest core. It mars your flesh with the distinct mark of its horror. It will become one with you in the sense that once you lay eyes on it, you will be sent down a whirling tunnel of madness and pain.

And then, when it all seems impossible, when it appears that sheer craziness has overpowered you, it will come again.

When the Flayed One comes for you, make no mistake.

You will not be saved.

June 6th

There’s something living in the forest, something dark and strange.

We’ve all heard the legends, of course. Edward from the Redwood Asylum supposedly escaped last summer, and rumor has it he is living in the woods behind the stone building. He cries out in the night, a lunatic in every way. He flails and dashes through the wood, naked and uninhibited. He eats rabbits raw and forages for berries to survive. Still, he is mad with hunger and will murder anyone who goes near it.

I won’t lie—when I stand out on our porch and stare into those woods, I chill a little bit at the thought. I’ve always been wary of the woods even though I grew up by them. I never go in there after dark, and I never go far into the dark abyss that is the trees. There have been plenty of times I’ve sworn I heard something odd past the foliage, something unidentifiable but chilling all the same.

I grew up with the stories that kept most of us out of that forest. For before Edward’s escape, there were always stories about the forest between Oakwood and Cedarcrest and how it was haunted. The line between the town sits in the middle of the densely packed trees and overgrown weeds, behind the stone asylum that also haunted my boyhood. 

The line is supposedly a dark place. Some say it is a vast stretch that leads to other, hellish worlds when travelled alone. As a young boy, stories flooded through the hallways at the school about those woods. How children were known to disappear there. How the spirits of the tortured souls of the asylum walked the nightmarish grounds and wandered the forest, wanting to exact revenge. 

I, of course, am old enough now to understand the origins of these stories. The adults are not as stupid as we’d like to think. I see the tales now for what they were and still are—a ploy to keep curious children and teenagers out of the dangers of the forest and away from the seclusive Redwood Asylum. There are, after all, a lot of secrets in Oakwood that the town would rather keep quiet. There is somewhat of a truce between our two small towns. Oakwood harbors its secrets, and the people nearby in Cedarcrest respect those boundaries. All is well that’s kept hidden and quiet—and so we ignore the stories of the lunatics tucked away. We turn a deaf ear to the shrill screams in the night. We pretend the “Psychiatric Hospital,” as it is called, is actually there to help people and not to imprison them.

The stories did work, though. For I never ventured past the tree line in our backyard, even as a curious boy. Even in my days of rebellion and during all of the mistakes I’ve made in recent years, I did not disobey the unspoken rule: don’t go into those woods. I knew what happened to kids who went out there and even some adults.

They disappeared. 

Sure, there were the official stories of suicides and runaways. Tales to tell the world and keep suspicions low. But those of us close the scenes, close to those lost knew. We’ve always known.

There’s something much darker at play in those woods. People go to great lengths to protect what is profitable, after all.

There had been at least three over my childhood who were lost in those woods, victims to whatever eerie things lay hidden there. Still, we go on. We heed the tales and the legends all the while pretending we are a normal town, that there is nothing to see here. We do all we can to keep the tourists out.

Rationality tells me those stories, those legends are nothing but fallacies enlarged by the overactive imaginations of children. Still, today, I’ve started
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