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The forest was cold, snowed in, and completely iced over. The atmosphere 

would cause a person to shiver in their footsteps to even taken the daring chance of 

walking through the forest covered in snow. Especially during nightfall where the 

forest would become silent as the outer depths of space. No sign of any animals 

either. Complete quietness. 

Though, there was that one time during the night, when a man decided to 

take the daring opportunity to enter the snowy forest during a full moon. The man 

seemed to make an impression on his friends and possible lover. He took pleasure 

in taking those daring actions that many seem to do today. His dare was to enter 

the forest during nightfall and overcome the cold and shivering atmosphere. 

Not even wearing a coat, he went out with only a short sleeve shirt and 

shorts. He might’ve had wore sandals, but we couldn’t tell due to the fact that 

when we found him, he was halfway eaten and his feet were bare, his clothes 

ripped with claw marks and bite marks. His friends didn’t know what to make of 

their friend’s death and were too afraid to tell anyone of his daring feats. 

We spoke to his friends concerning him and they hardly spoke a word 

besides the fact of him running into the forest with a smile on his face. The 

detectives however believed it to be a bear that attacked and killed him. But a 

hunter who discovered the remains believed it to be something more than a bear. 

Funny enough, one detective joked that it might have been an elk that killed him 

and used its antlers to create the claw marks. 

“No elk could’ve done this.” said the Hunter. “I can tell you exactly what 

killed this man. But, you’ll end up locking me behind a steel door.” 

“Tell us what could’ve killed this man.” 

“A full moon was out on the night he entered these woods and we know the 

legends of this land.” 

“We're not buying this folklore tale of a werewolf being responsible, sir.” 

“Just hear me out, detectives. I know this sounds crazy, but you have to 

believe me and take this in.” 

“We prefer not to.” 

The detectives would laugh in the hunter’s face and walk away to their 

vehicles, preparing to leave the forest and head back into town. The friends had 

already left the scene with little tears in their eyes and softness in their hearts. 

Without any ideas as to who or what might have killed the man in the snowy 

forest, the detectives were out of options. Until that Sunday, where the freezing 

rain had begun to come down and when he entered through the doors of the 

detective building, they knew something was happening in those woods. 


