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The Sacrifice for the Forest 
 

Jack and Harry are best friends. They play and have fun together. 

They even sleep together! They are inseparable, close friends. 

 

One day, their mom and dad planned a camping trip. Jack and Harry 

were thrilled to hear the news. They packed their things and took a two-

hour drive to a forest. They had rented a cabin so that they could stay 

and keep warm. “Mom, Dad, can Jack and I go out and play?” Harry 

asked. “Yes, of course! Just don’t go too far!” They strolled through the 

forest happily.  

 

As they were walking, they suddenly smelled something burning. 

“Um, that smells like fried chicken,” said Harry. “Wait, that smells like 

something burning,” said Jack with worry. They looked up and saw 

some gas coming out of a tree. It was smoke. “There’s gonna be a fire 

soon! We must warn our parents and the other people!” “We also need 

some water to put out the fire!” exclaimed Jack.  

 

They ran for their lives. Then they noticed a small cabin. “We can 

ask them for help,” Jack suggested. They banged on the door and saw 

a young lady who looked annoyed and grumpy. “Miss! Please help us! 

The fire is going to burn the whole forest!” shouted Harry, but the lady 

just slammed the door, thinking it was some sort of joke. 

 

Time was ticking. The fire started spreading. In the corner of their 

eyes, they glimpsed the sparkle coming from a lake! “There’s water! 

Come quickly!” shouted Jack. Harry suddenly changed from relieved to  



 

 

worried. “If both of us go to get water, we might not be able to come 

back. Jack, you must go to get our parents and call for emergency.” “But, 

can you make it right?” said Jack. Harry didn’t answer. Jack then rushed 

back to tell their parents about the situation while Harry was quickly 

filling up buckets with water to dump onto the fire. 

 

“Yes! There’s service! Let’s call the fire department,” Jack said. 

“Wait, where’s Harry?” Harry’s parents asked. 

 

Harry was busily filling up water. He didn’t notice the fire growing 

close to the lake. He had nowhere to go. “I guess I have to start,” said 

Harry. One, two, three, buckets of water were being dumped on the fire. 

Harry tried but the fire spread too quickly. There was nothing he could 

do, so he ran quickly, hoping to find Jack.  

 

Twenty minutes passed. Jack was getting worried. “Oh, dear, 

where’s Harry? Harry’s mom was so worried. 

  

Suddenly, they heard a helicopter. The helicopter dumped a huge 

bucket of water onto the fire. Harry was in a trance. All he could see 

was burning red flames. He was breathing smoke, closing his eyes and 

hoping it was all a dream…… 

 

Jack was sitting in the waiting room, palms sweaty. The surgeons 

came out, “He had no pulse…” Harry’s parents were devastated. Jack 

dropped down on his knees. Tears shed down his face. It was a mental 

breakdown. He went back home with no emotion. His eyes were as red 

as blood. Looking at the photos of them on his wall. All he wanted to 

say to Harry was “I will always miss you.”       


