

    
        
          The Mystery in the Midnight Forest

        

        
        
          Stories for kids, Volume 3

        

        
        
          Caleb Morgan

        

        
          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 MYSTERY IN THE MIDNIGHT FOREST

    

    
      First edition. June 29, 2026.

      Copyright © 2026 Caleb Morgan.

    

    
    
      Written by Caleb Morgan.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

Dedication

Chapter 1: The Forest That Never Slept

Chapter 2: The Glowing Footprints

Chapter 3: The Adventure Team

Chapter 4: The Hidden Woodland Markers

Chapter 4: The Hidden Woodland Markers

Chapter 5: The Cabin Beneath the Pines

Chapter 6: The Whispering Trees

Chapter 7: The Moonlit Maze

Chapter 8: The Forest Keepers

Chapter 9: The Midnight Promise

Chapter 10: The Forest Lives On

Sign up for Caleb Morgan's Mailing List

About the Author



  	
  	
			 

			
		
    To every young explorer who has ever looked into a forest and wondered what secrets might lie beyond the trees.
To the children who choose courage over fear, curiosity over doubt, and kindness toward every living thing they meet along the way.
May this story inspire you to treasure nature, value true friendship, and discover that the greatest adventures are those that teach us to care for the world and for one another. As you journey through the Midnight Forest, may you always remember that wisdom, respect, and a brave heart can uncover wonders more valuable than any hidden treasure.
Keep exploring, keep learning, and let your imagination lead you to extraordinary adventures.
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Chapter 1: The Forest That Never Slept
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Jack Turner loved places where most people never thought to look.

While other children searched for the fastest bicycle trails or the newest video games, Jack searched for animal tracks after a rainstorm, unusual feathers beneath old trees, and tiny insects hiding beneath fallen logs. His bedroom shelves held field guides about birds, mammals, and wildflowers instead of action figures. His favorite birthday gift had been a sturdy pair of binoculars, and he carried a small notebook wherever he went so he could sketch interesting plants or record the calls of unfamiliar birds.

His parents often joked that Jack would rather sleep beneath the stars than inside a comfortable bedroom.

They weren't wrong.

Every camping trip became an adventure.

Jack loved waking before sunrise to hear birds singing while mist drifted between the trees. He enjoyed learning how to identify different animal footprints, build safe campfires, and recognize edible berries from poisonous ones. His father had taught him an important rule when he was very young.

"The forest isn't something to conquer," he often said. "It's something to understand."

Jack never forgot those words.

Respecting nature made every adventure even more exciting.

So when his father announced that the family would be moving to a small woodland town called Silver Pines, Jack could hardly believe his good fortune.

"A real forest town?" he asked.

His father smiled.

"Surrounded by forests."

"With hiking trails?"

"Lots of them."

"What about wildlife?"

His mother laughed.

"I think you'll have plenty to discover."

Jack grinned so widely that his little sister, Molly, burst into laughter.

"I've never seen anyone so happy about moving."

"I'm not happy about moving," Jack corrected.

"I'm happy about the forest."

Two weeks later, their moving truck slowly climbed a winding mountain road lined with towering pine trees.

Jack sat beside the window, unable to look away.

The farther they traveled, the thicker the forest became.

Sunlight filtered through countless green branches, creating golden patterns across the road.

Bright wildflowers bloomed beside clear streams.

Squirrels darted across fallen logs.

A hawk circled high above the treetops.

Every few minutes Jack spotted another animal.

"Look!"

He pointed excitedly.

"A deer!"

Before anyone else could see it, the graceful animal disappeared into the trees.

A few moments later he spotted a family of rabbits nibbling grass beside an old fence.

Then a bright red woodpecker hammered rhythmically against an ancient pine.

"This place is amazing," Jack whispered.

His father smiled.

"I thought you'd like it."

Silver Pines appeared gradually between the trees.

It wasn't a large town.

A single main street stretched through its center.

Small shops with colorful signs stood beside cozy cafés and family-owned stores.

Flower baskets hung from old-fashioned lampposts.

People greeted one another with friendly waves as they walked along the sidewalks.

Everything felt peaceful.

Comfortable.

As though life moved just a little slower there.

Jack liked it immediately.

Their new house stood near the edge of town.

Behind the backyard stretched a sea of green trees reaching toward distant hills.

Jack stepped onto the back porch before the moving truck had even finished unloading.

The forest seemed endless.

The breeze carried the fresh scent of pine needles and damp earth.

Birdsong echoed across the valley.

Somewhere in the distance, a woodpecker tapped steadily against a tree.

Jack smiled.

"I think I'm going to love it here."

The next morning, Jack woke before anyone else.

He quietly dressed, grabbed his binoculars and notebook, and slipped into the backyard.

Morning mist drifted between the trees.

Tiny drops of dew sparkled on every blade of grass.

The forest looked almost magical in the early light.

Jack sat quietly beneath a large pine tree.

Within minutes, birds began appearing.

He recognized blue jays.

Robins.

Chickadees.

A tiny hummingbird hovered beside purple wildflowers before disappearing almost as quickly as it had arrived.

Jack carefully recorded everything in his notebook.

Date.

Weather.

Bird species.

Interesting observations.

His father joined him carrying two steaming mugs.

One held coffee.

The other hot chocolate.

"I thought I might find you here."

Jack smiled.

"I've already seen seven different kinds of birds."

His father handed him the mug.

"That's a good start."

Jack looked toward the distant forest.

"Does that forest have a name?"

His father followed his gaze.

"I believe most people around here call it Midnight Forest."

Jack repeated the words quietly.

"Midnight Forest."

The name sounded mysterious.

Interesting.

He wondered why anyone would choose such a name.

His father shrugged.

"I'm sure someone in town knows the story."

Jack hoped so.

He loved good stories almost as much as he loved exploring forests.

A few days later, Jack accompanied his mother to the local grocery store.

While she shopped, he wandered toward a nearby park where several children about his age were tossing a baseball.

One of them noticed him.

"You're new."

Jack smiled.

"Yeah."

"I'm Jack."

A freckled boy jogged over.

"I'm Ethan."

Soon several others introduced themselves.

Within minutes Jack found himself talking about hiking trails, camping, and wildlife.

"You really like forests," one girl named Clara observed.

Jack nodded.

"They're full of surprises."

Ethan exchanged a quick glance with the others.

"You'll like Midnight Forest then."

The conversation suddenly became quieter.

Jack noticed immediately.

"What about it?"

No one answered at first.

Finally Clara spoke.

"My grandma says strange lights appear there after sunset."

Jack looked interested rather than frightened.

"What kind of lights?"

She shrugged.

"Nobody knows."

"They move between the trees."

Ethan folded his arms.

"My older brother says he saw them once."

"What did they look like?"

"Small."

"Greenish."

"They floated through the woods."

Another boy shook his head.

"My dad says people should stay away from the forest at night."

"Why?"

"No one really knows."

Jack became even more curious.

"Were people hurt?"

"No."

"Did anyone disappear?"

The children looked at one another.

"Not exactly."

Clara spoke quietly.

"People say the forest doesn't like visitors after dark."

Jack couldn't help smiling.

"Forests don't dislike people."

She shrugged.

"Maybe."

"But hardly anyone goes there after sunset."

The school bell from a nearby playground rang in the distance.

The children hurried home.

Jack remained standing for another moment.

Strange lights.

Old legends.

A forest everyone avoided at night.

His curiosity had already begun growing.

That evening, Jack asked his parents about Midnight Forest during dinner.

His mother looked thoughtfully toward his father.

"I wondered when you'd hear about it."

"So the stories are true?"

His father smiled.

"The stories certainly exist."

"What kind?"

"Oh, all sorts."

"Some people claim mysterious lights appear among the trees."

"Others tell stories about strange sounds."

Molly looked interested.

"Ghosts?"

Her father laughed.

"No."

"Nothing like that."

Jack leaned forward.

"So why don't people go there at night?"

His father shrugged.

"Tradition."

"I suppose every town has at least one old legend."

His mother nodded.

"Most likely there's a perfectly ordinary explanation."

Jack smiled.

"I'd like to find it."

His father raised an eyebrow.

"Eventually."

"But only after you learn the area well."

Jack nodded obediently.

"I promise."

He meant it.

He knew better than to wander into unfamiliar woods without preparation.

Still, the mystery settled comfortably into his thoughts.

A week later, school began.

Silver Pines Middle School stood beside a peaceful creek surrounded by tall pine trees.

Jack quickly noticed that nearly every classroom window overlooked the forest.

Even during lessons he found himself glancing toward the distant treetops.

During science class, his teacher, Mrs. Harper, asked everyone to share an interesting fact about themselves.

One student played the violin.

Another collected old coins.

When Jack's turn arrived, he smiled.

"I like studying wildlife."

Mrs. Harper looked pleased.

"Wonderful."

"You've come to the right place."

"The forests around Silver Pines are home to many fascinating animals."

Several classmates nodded.

During recess, a few students gathered around him.

"You really camp?" one asked.

Jack nodded.

"My family goes several times each year."

"Weren't you scared?"

"Not really."

"The woods aren't scary when you understand them."

One boy laughed.

"You haven't been in Midnight Forest."

Jack smiled.

"I've heard about it."

The conversation quickly turned toward the old legend once again.

Every student seemed to know a slightly different version.

Some claimed glowing lights floated silently between the trees.

Others believed mysterious whispers echoed through the forest after sunset.

One girl insisted her grandfather had seen moving lanterns many years earlier.

Another boy claimed unusual footprints sometimes appeared near the forest edge after rainy nights.

Despite all the different stories, one detail remained the same.

Nobody willingly entered Midnight Forest after dark.

Jack found that far more interesting than frightening.

That Saturday afternoon, Jack decided to explore the area surrounding the forest.

His parents agreed as long as he remained on marked trails and returned before sunset.

He happily packed a small backpack with water, a notebook, binoculars, and a simple field guide.

The trail began only a short walk from his house.

Tall pines shaded the narrow path.

Ferns covered the forest
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