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----- 
 

The forest is a cold, sad place. I was abandoned here by my owner, though it 

was an accident. I feel myself rusting and my paint is all faded. Buried under the leaves, 

it’s damp, especially in the fall. How long has it been? I don’t know. It’s been a long time 

since he left. 

Oh, Mr. Teacher, why did you leave me to end in such a sad way? It’s been hard 

knowing that I would not be able to be used again. I thought you loved me, I thought we 

were friends. We were so close, but now you just leave me behind. 

You probably didn’t even notice I was gone. You probably bought a new, way 

nicer stapler once you couldn’t find me. Did you even look? No, I’m sure you did not.  

A deer, there's a deer right in front of me. I heard you talk about them all the time 

back in your classroom. Is this what they look like? Is this even a deer? What would I 

know, I’m just a stapler. A stapler who was abandoned by my owner.  

If you ever find me, if you ever care enough to look, I could tell you all about the 

wildlife around here. I’ve seen those pictures of yours with all kinds of small animals that 

you’ve seen on your trips. I’ve seen them, too. Birds, ducks, foxes, the likes. I’ve seen 

them all.  

Once, even a wolf pup saw me, and dug me out of a pile of leaves. It seemed so 

interested in me, but then his mother told him they had to leave and I was alone once 



again. Similar situations have occurred with all different types of forest animals, all 

curious about what this shiny object is. 

Well, I’m not too shiny anymore. I’ve begun to rust, my pale green paint is almost 

faded, ugly brown spots taking their place. Though, I will admit, this forest is peaceful. I 

haven’t seen any other hikers since that day, and I’m not sure I ever will. 

Huh? What’s this? I hear crunching leaves and the voice of a few humans. I 

recognize none of them, not until they get closer at least. 

Mr. Teacher! It’s you! I’m here! Right here! Please, look down just a bit! 

As my owner bends down to grab me, I realize that by his happy shouting, that 

he had, in fact, been looking for me all along. 


