

    
        
          The Eyes in the Dark Forest

        

        
        
          Scary bedtime stories for kids, Volume 9

        

        
        
          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 EYES IN THE DARK FOREST

    

    
      First edition. July 12, 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 Warning at Pine Hollow

Chapter 2: The Whispering Trees

Chapter 3: The Ranger's Journal

Chapter 4: The Hidden Trail

Chapter 5: The Creature That Never Attacked

Chapter 6: The Forgotten Ranger Station

Chapter 7: The Secret Beneath the Oak Tree

Chapter 8: The Moonlit Sanctuary

Chapter 9: The Guardian's Final Gift

Chapter 10: The Forest That Was Never Haunted

Sign up for Evelyn Holloway's Mailing List

About the Author



  	
  	
			 

			
		
    To every young reader who has ever wondered what might be watching from the shadows of a quiet forest—
May this story remind you that courage begins with curiosity, kindness reveals the truth, and not everything that seems frightening is meant to be feared. Sometimes the greatest guardians are the ones we least expect, quietly protecting the world around us with wisdom and care.
May every adventure you take lead you to wonder, friendship, and a deeper love for nature.
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Chapter 1: The Warning at Pine Hollow


[image: ]


The bus rumbled slowly along a narrow country road, passing rolling hills, sparkling streams, and endless fields of wildflowers. Twelve-year-old Noah pressed his forehead against the window, watching the scenery glide by.

"This place is beautiful," he said.

His best friend, Emma, looked up from the mystery novel she had been reading.

"It looks peaceful."

"It doesn't even seem real."

The bus rounded another bend.

Beyond a cluster of cottages stood a thick forest unlike any Noah had ever seen.

Towering pine trees stretched toward the sky, their branches woven so tightly together that the sunlight barely reached the ground beneath them.

Even in the bright afternoon, the woods looked strangely dark.

Emma closed her book.

"That forest feels...different."

Noah smiled.

"That's exactly why I want to explore it."

Emma sighed.

"I had a feeling you'd say that."

The bus finally stopped beside a small wooden sign that read:

Welcome to Pine Hollow

The village was tiny.

A handful of cottages surrounded a quiet village square where colorful flowers bloomed beside an old stone fountain. A bakery filled the air with the smell of fresh bread, while bicycles rested against white picket fences.

It looked like the sort of place where everyone knew one another.

As Noah and Emma stepped off the bus carrying their backpacks, an elderly woman waved cheerfully from the front porch of a nearby cottage.

"There you are!"

Grandmother Rose hurried down the steps with surprising energy.

Her silver hair peeked out beneath a straw hat, and her warm smile instantly made the children feel at home.

"My goodness, you've both grown so much."

She hugged Noah first, then Emma.

"I've baked blueberry muffins."

Emma smiled.

"I think this is already my favorite place."

Grandmother Rose laughed.

"I hoped you might say that."

After settling into the cozy cottage, they spent the afternoon exploring the village.

They visited the little bookstore where shelves overflowed with old adventure novels.

They bought fresh lemonade from a small café.

They wandered along flower-lined streets where friendly neighbors smiled and waved.

Everyone seemed kind.

Everyone seemed happy.

Yet Noah noticed something unusual.

Whenever anyone mentioned the forest...

People became strangely quiet.

Late that afternoon, Noah and Emma stopped beside the village general store to buy bottles of water.

The shopkeeper, Mr. Benson, handed them their change with a smile.

"Planning a hike?"

Noah nodded.

"We thought we'd explore the forest tomorrow."

The smile disappeared from the old man's face.

"The forest?"

"Yes."

Mr. Benson glanced toward the dark trees beyond the village.

"If you go..."

He paused.

"...be sure you're back before sunset."

Emma looked puzzled.

"Why?"

The shopkeeper lowered his voice.

"The forest changes after dark."

Noah grinned.

"You mean animals come out?"

"More than animals."

Emma folded her arms.

"What do you mean?"

Mr. Benson hesitated.

Then he leaned a little closer.

"For generations, people have reported seeing glowing eyes watching from between the trees."

Noah looked interested.

"Whose eyes?"

"No one knows."

"Have you seen them?"

The old man nodded slowly.

"Once."

"What happened?"

"They simply watched."

"And then?"

"They disappeared."

Emma exchanged a quick glance with Noah.

"Were they wolves?" she asked.

Mr. Benson shook his head.

"No wolf I've ever seen has eyes quite like those."

An elderly customer standing nearby quietly joined the conversation.

"My grandfather saw them too."

"So did mine," another villager added.

"They've been there longer than anyone can remember."

Emma felt a chill despite the warm afternoon.

"What do people think they are?"

The villagers grew quiet.

Finally Mr. Benson answered.

"Most believe the forest is haunted."

Noah looked toward the towering trees.

They stood peacefully beneath the afternoon sun.

Nothing about them seemed frightening.

At least...

Not yet.

Grandmother Rose soon arrived to walk the children home.

On the way, Noah asked about the stories.

"Grandma..."

"Yes?"

"Do people really believe something lives in the forest?"

She smiled gently.

"There have always been stories."

"Do you believe them?"

Grandmother Rose looked toward the distant trees.

"I believe every old place has its mysteries."

"That's not really an answer."

She laughed softly.

"Perhaps not."

"But I do have one rule."

"What is it?"

"Never enter the forest after sunset."

Emma smiled.

"I agree."

Noah looked surprised.

"Even you?"

Grandmother Rose nodded.

"Especially me."

The rest of the afternoon passed pleasantly.

The children helped gather vegetables from the garden.

They picked ripe apples from an old orchard.

Later, they played checkers on the front porch while birds sang in the nearby trees.

Everything felt peaceful.

Almost too peaceful.

The forest remained visible beyond the fields.

Tall.

Silent.

Watching.

As evening approached, the sky slowly turned orange and gold.

The setting sun painted long shadows across the hills.

Noah couldn't stop looking toward the trees.

"Want to walk to the edge of the forest?" he asked.

Emma looked uncertain.

"Just to look."

"We won't go inside."

She hesitated.

"Only for a few minutes."

Grandmother Rose smiled as they left.

"Remember."

"We'll stay outside the trees," Noah promised.

The walk took less than ten minutes.

A narrow dirt path led across a meadow toward the forest.

As they drew closer, the cheerful sounds of the village slowly faded behind them.

The air felt cooler beneath the towering pines.

The forest seemed to swallow every sound.

Even the birds grew quiet.

Emma stopped walking.

"This is close enough."

Noah nodded.

The enormous trees rose like silent giants before them.

Their branches stretched high overhead, blocking much of the fading sunlight.

The deeper parts of the woods already looked almost black.

"It's amazing," Noah whispered.

Emma folded her arms.

"It's creepy."

A cool breeze stirred the pine needles.

Somewhere deep inside the forest came the distant call of an owl.

The last rays of sunlight slipped below the hills.

Shadows spread quickly between the trees.

Noah stared into the darkness.

At first he saw nothing.

Only trunks.

Branches.

Bushes.

Then...

Something moved.

Very deep within the forest.

He blinked.

Two small lights appeared between the trees.

Round.

Bright.

Golden.

They hovered perfectly still.

Emma slowly grabbed Noah's sleeve.

"Do you see that?"

He nodded without speaking.

The lights remained motionless.

They looked exactly like a pair of eyes.

Watching.

Neither child moved.

The forest remained silent.

The glowing eyes neither approached nor retreated.

They simply observed from the darkness.

A gentle breeze passed through the trees.

The branches swayed.

For one brief moment, the lights disappeared behind a thick pine trunk.

When the branches settled again...

The eyes were gone.

Only darkness remained.

Emma took a slow step backward.

"Noah..."

"I know."

"We should go."

He nodded.

Neither of them spoke again until the warm lights of Pine Hollow came back into view.

Behind them, the ancient forest stood silent beneath the first stars of the evening sky.

Whatever had watched them from between the trees had vanished without making a sound.

Yet Noah couldn't shake the feeling that the glowing eyes had not been watching with anger.

Or hunger.

They had been watching with curiosity.

As though they had been waiting for someone to notice them.

And somewhere deep inside the ancient forest...

Something mysterious had just begun.
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Chapter 2: The Whispering Trees
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Noah couldn't sleep.

He lay awake staring at the wooden ceiling of the cozy guest room while moonlight spilled across the floor through the open curtains.

Every time he closed his eyes, he saw the same thing.

Two glowing eyes.

Watching quietly from the darkness beneath the ancient pine trees.

He rolled over and glanced at the alarm clock beside his bed.

11:18 p.m.

The cottage was completely silent.

Somewhere downstairs, the old grandfather clock ticked steadily.

Outside, crickets sang beneath the summer stars.

Noah sighed.

"I have to know."

He quietly climbed out of bed, pulled on a sweater, and slipped his flashlight into his pocket.

Carefully, he opened his bedroom door.

The hallway remained empty.

Grandmother Rose's bedroom door was closed.

Everything seemed peaceful.

He quietly made his way downstairs.

The front door creaked softly as he eased it open.

A cool breeze greeted him.

The village looked completely different at night.

Moonlight covered the rooftops with silver light.

The narrow streets were empty.

Flower gardens swayed gently in the wind.

Noah quietly closed the gate behind him and began walking toward the forest.

He had gone only a short distance when he heard footsteps behind him.

"You're terrible at sneaking away."

Noah turned.

Emma stood with her arms folded, holding a flashlight of her own.

"I knew you'd do this."

"You followed me?"

"I woke up when I heard the front door."

She sighed.

"I couldn't let you come alone."

"You don't even want to be here."
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