
Left Alone
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Misty forest air seeping in through the forest trees. Patches of damp moss circling lush ferns. My first glimpse of the forest was on this glorious  day. All I could hear was the symphony of tropical birds. Now, three years later, the scene has changed. In the distance, the boom of falling trees echo through the ruined forest trees. Soon my own tree will be falling to the ground rattling and breaking every bone in my body. The very sound of the falling trees shook me.


The polluted streams and dead animals might have been worst than all this. I wish I could do something, but being a three toad sloth I’m useless. All I can expect from my self in this situation is failure. I decided I didn’t want to die, not here not now. I began climbing down my tree, the bark was rough but I wanted to stay there and wait. I moved on. I felt my feet touch the damp ground. I crawled from the forest I had always loved. I ran for survival. The only pleasant thought in my head was that my  predators They were too busy running to bother me.  


A tree was cut down right by me. It was coming right for me! I tried to crawl faster but it hurt when I ran! A pain went through my legs as the tree fell down just inches away from the shook ground as I crawled. It could have hit me crushing all my thoughts and dreams just like it would crush me. I was to slow for all the other animals. They crawled away from the forest leaving me alone. Nothing was left, absolutely nothing.


I wish people would stop cutting down forests. Its selfish and awful for the world we live in. Every time a rain forest is cut down thousands of animals lose there homes.   
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