
Whispers of the Forgotten 
  
by Promise Peter's 
  
In the heart of the silent town of Merrow's End, there stood an ancient oak tree. No one 
remembered who planted it. No one dared to cut it down. The old folks said the tree held the 
memories of the village - its sorrows, its hopes, its forgotten dreams. 
  
Promise grew up hearing the whispers when the wind passed through the branches. As a child, 
she pressed her ear against the trunk, hoping to understand the murmurs. They spoke in 
riddles, sighing tales of those who had come and gone, their laughter and regrets woven into 
the wood. 
  
Years passed. The town modernized; new buildings rose, old stories faded. People forgot the 
oak, dismissing it as a relic of the past. Promise, now a woman burdened with the urgency of 
life, found herself drawn back to it on a stormy evening. 
  
Lightning cracked the sky as she stood beneath its gnarled limbs. The whispers were louder 
now, pleading, warning, weeping. She realized the town's soul was dying - not from lack of 
progress, but from the loss of memory, of belonging. 
  
Kneeling by the roots, Promise made a vow. She would remember. She would tell their stories. 
  
The next morning, she began. A simple blog at first, recounting tales from the town’s elders, 
tracing forgotten paths, naming faces in faded photographs. People listened. Then they 
remembered. 
  
And as they remembered, the oak blossomed with a brilliance no one had seen in decades. Its 
leaves shimmered silver in the sunlight, carrying the living voices of Merrow's End once more. 
  
Sometimes, it takes one heart to listen - and one voice to awaken a thousand more. 


