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Once upon a time a young woman was on her way to Happiness, when 

she came to a fork in the road, as young women sometimes do.  At this particular 

fork in the road was a wooden post to which two arrows were affixed, one 

pointing down the road to the right, and the other pointing down the road to the 

left.  

The young woman pondered the sign. Which way should I go? She 

wondered.  Perhaps if she could see down the road a ways she could determine 

which road was appropriate for her to travel.   

As the young woman looked down the road to the left, she found that she 

could see quite a distance. The road was wide and straight and the landscape 

was an open plain so that the young woman could follow the road until it 

vanished into the horizon. At the point where the road was finally too small and 

to far away to see any longer, the young woman could just make out the towers 

and spires of a grand city that shone in the early morning sun.  From such a 

distance, the city looked like a lovely and beautiful place to be. The young 

woman noticed how she felt safe to behold the straight highway and the high 

walls of the city. 

The young woman would have set off right then and there, giving no 

attention to the other road, except at that moment a young man came whistling 

down the road behind her with a rucksack slung across his back. 

"Morning!" he sung out as he passed her.  She expected him to head down 

the road to the left, but instead he turned right when he came to the fork in the 

road without even so much as pausing to consider his options.

"Morning..." The young woman replied. Curious, she watched the young 

man as he whistled his way down the road. Unlike the road to the left, the road 
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to the right was narrow and winding. Here and there she could see cracks in the 

pavement where weeds and wildflowers had made their home. The road 

eventually wound its way toward a vast forest, and before long the young 

woman lost sight of the young man between the trees.  

The young woman felt completely at a loss. She kept looking back and 

forth between left and right, rendered paralyzed by indecision. What should I do? 

She wondered. How can I know which road is best? The road to the left looks beautiful, 

wonderful, and predictable...but the road to the right…

There was something about that road, with all of its cracks and holes, in 

the unknowable destination, that attracted the young woman's attention again 

and again. Before she had even made a decision, the young woman found that 

she had already begun to stride purposefully to the right, toward the forest and 

the unknowable unknown.

 At first the young woman was a bit shocked and worried, but then she 

decided that if this road turned out to be the wrong path she could always turn 

back and head down that open highway, and so she found a whistle on her lips 

and skipped along her merry way until she too found herself walking through 

the vast forest. 

All day the young woman walked and walked, enjoying herself immensely.  

There was much to see in the forest.  There were giant mushrooms 

growing on the trees in great cascading shelfs for frogs and fairies to leap upon. 

Animals scurried among the roots and birds flew like fish leaping above and 

below the emerald canopy. A stream wound its way beside the road, under the 

road, and then away from the road, and then back again. The young woman 

found all of the sights, smells, and sounds inspiring, and before long she became 
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convinced that she had made the right choice. In fact, she felt so wonderful that 

she decided to leave the safety of the road to follow the stream for a while, telling 

herself I can always turn back.

The stream burbled off into the forest, and the young woman made a game 

of hopping from rock to rock, crossing back and forth, trying out new and 

interesting pathways until the stream went right off the edge of a little cliff into a 

clear pond below. Drawn by the prospect of cooling her feet in the pond, the 

young woman descended the cliff and stripped off her shoes and socks. It was 

then that she noticed the Witch sitting on a rock on the far side of the pond. 

She smiled and waded over to stand beside her.

"Hello," she greeted the young woman with a friendly wave.

"Hello," replied the young woman.

"What brings you to the forest on this fine day?" The Witch asked.

 “Well, I was on my way to Happiness and I came upon a fork in the road” 

the young woman explained.

“As young women sometimes do,” the Witch supplied.

“Yes, exactly.  I had hoped that the roadsigns would have helped me 

decide which way to turn.”

“Roadsigns are never as helpful as we wish they would be.”

“I’m starting to learn that.”

“What made you choose this road?”

“To be honest…I am not sure.  Though I am happy I did!  This forest is 

amazing.  I can only imagine that this is truly the road to Happiness.”

"Yes, yes, the road" the Witch waved her comment away with a bony 

hand, "But the journey! The journey is really the thing!"  
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"Excuse me," the young woman wondered if the Witch might be a bit 

crazy. "What do you mean? Surely the journey is to follow the road." 

The Witch raised an eyebrow and cocked her head to one side. After a 

moment she let out a great sigh and threw her arms in the air. "I understand! I 

understand. You don't have a map!”

“A map?” The young woman was confused. "Do I need a map?" 

"Need? Need. Hm. I've never thought about it that way before. I suppose 

there is joy enough in simply following the road. It is a very pretty road, to be 

sure, but the real beauty to be found in this forest is not in following someone 

else's path, but in following your path.  That is the whole point of the thing after 

all.” 

"My path?" 

"Yes! Yes! Do you see?". The Witch leaped up and threw her arms wide.  

"Happiness is not a destination within the forest, or somewhere on the other side 

of the forest, sweet girl, it is the journey through the forest. Just as no two people 

are alike, no two paths through the wood are quite the same. How do you expect 

to follow yours if you do not have a map?" 

The young woman had no answer to this question, save for one of her 

own. "How do I find a map?" 

The Witch had such warmth and love in her eyes, which made her answer 

all the more frustratingly frustrating. "That is not something I can teach you, 

child. You have to figure that out for yourself." 

The Witch left the young woman then to sit alone with her feet in the 

pond to contemplate her words. 
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A map? The young woman felt adrift in hopelessness. How could she 

create a map of a land she had never traveled? As the young woman pondered 

and worried there, the setting sun began to cast an amber hue on the world. This 

change in her environment finally broke the enchantment of the young woman’s 

reverie. 

She thought about the young man she had seen at the crossroads and his 

rucksack and felt a stab of regret. I should have been more prepared, she thought. I 

should have packed for this journey. I don't have anything to make a fire; I don't have 

anything to eat. A chill crept up her spine and she got out of the water, wrapping 

her arms around herself for warmth and comfort. She had to do something, 

otherwise soon she would not be able to see well enough to do anything at all. 

The young woman gathered some leaves and sticks and began rubbing 

two of the sticks together in an attempt to create a fire. It took a very long time, 

but eventually a spark was created and caught on the dry underbrush that the 

young woman had collected. By the light and warmth of her little fire, the young 

woman took a few deep breaths and tried to calm herself down. 

"This is hopeless." 

The young woman started and looked around to see another woman with 

long lank hair and wide-staring eyes gazing into he fire, crouched beside her. 

"I'm sorry, I didn't notice you arrive" the young woman said to the 

newcomer.

"Nobody ever does.”

"Where did you come from?”

The other woman buried her fingers in her hair and let out a wail. "Oh 

dear. You can't even figure that out?! What are we going to do! We are lost in a 
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dark forest with no map, no rucksack, and you can't even figure out something 

as simple as that!" 

The young woman felt a stab of annoyance at this person. Who was she to 

be saying such things? 

"Would you stop your sniveling!" The young woman suddenly realized 

that another woman had joined them. She had shorter hair that was cut at an 

extreme angle, and wore bright red lipstick. This woman was glaring at the lank-

haired woman, her upper lip curled in malice. "You are so useless. I do not know 

why we keep you around." 

"Leave her alone! Can't you see how sorry she is!" A third voice rang out 

and the young woman noticed another woman sitting with her knees pulled up 

against her chest, rocking back and forth slightly. "She knows how embarrassing 

she is." 

The three women started to bicker amongst themselves as the young 

woman watched, struck dumb. The longer they fought, and the longer she 

watched, the young woman began to notice how alike these newcomers looked. 

True, they all had different hair, and a different kind of light or shadow in their 

faces, but there was something very familiar about them... 

"Excuse me!" The young woman heard her very small voice as it 

attempted to cut through the din. "EXCUSE ME!" 

The three women fell silent and looked at her."I'm sorry...I may sound 

crazy but...are all of you...me?" 

The woman with the red lipstick snorted. "A bit slow, aren't you?”

"You really are so worthless.”

"What are we going to do?!"
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The young woman understood then who these women were. "Hello Fear," 

she said to the woman with the lank hair. "Hello Anger," she said to the woman 

with the red lipstick. "Hello Shame," she said to the woman who rocked back 

and forth.

They said nothing. Fear kept pulling at her hair, Anger kept inspecting her 

pointy fingernails, and Shame kept on rocking and rocking. 

"Why are you here?" The young woman asked. 

"We are not here, dummy" Anger said with a cold laugh. "You are here." 

"I can't believe you're here," Shame whimpered. 

"It's dark here," Fear whispered. 

"It's really not fair, when you think about it" Anger continued. "I mean, 

why didn't that young man offer to walk with you? Why didn't the Witch help 

you more? If you ask me this forest is full of jerks." 

"Well maybe they would have helped her if she wasn't such a disgrace!" 

Shame protested. "Just look at her! Who would want to help someone like her? 

She's just so awful." 

"It doesn't matter," Fear interjected. "We're all alone in the end, and 

nothing matters anyway." 

“I don't know if I agree with that," the young woman replied. "I think lots 

of things matter." 

"Oh yeah, like what?" Anger asked.

“Well...like family. Friends. People that you love." 

"Where are those people now?" Shame asked.

"Various places," the young woman replied.

"They aren't here" Anger pointed out, unhelpfully. “
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Of course they aren't here!" Shame was rocking very forcefully now.  

"They knew better than to skip off into a forest without a map or a rucksack or 

their wits about them!" 

The young woman listened as Anger and Shame fell into bickering yet 

again, and fear just shook silently, once again staring into the fire. After a while, 

tiring of listening to their argument about whether she was worthless or just 

stupid, the young woman stood and wandered a ways away from the fire, 

breathing in the cool night air of the forest. 

They were right, in a way. They were not here, she was here, and had 

gotten here on her own two feet. The young woman began to think about home, 

and about her family. She missed them terribly now, and wished they could be 

around her to hold her and tell her that everything was going to be okay. Tears, 

fat and salty, began to fall down her cheeks and onto the ground. As the young 

woman cried a pair of arms wrapped around her and held her tight. "It's okay," a 

kind voice whispered. "You can cry." 

The young woman let go and sobbed. She cried out into the arms of the 

stranger all of the fear and regret and anger and shame she had felt her whole 

life. All the moments of doubt, all the times of fear. All the screaming into 

pillows, crying at night alone, shaking in the darkness. When the tears slowed 

and at last stopped altogether, she pulled away and looked into the face of 

Sadness. 

"How do you feel?" Sadness asked.

"Better," said the young woman.

She did feel better. As the early morning sun cast a sheen of silver upon 

the forest, the young woman looked at the sad love in the eyes of Sadness, at the 
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fierce determination of Anger, at the caring heart of Shame, at the vulnerability 

of Fear, and she felt something else stirring inside of her heart. 

There was a sound, like the tinkling of little bells, that grabbed the young 

woman's attention. She looked up, to the top of the waterfall, and saw another 

woman. This woman seemed to glow from the inside. Her smile was reminiscent 

of summer afternoons, and in the cascade of her auburn hair the young woman 

was reminded of long drives to watch the leaves change color in the autumn.

With a giggle, this new woman turned and ran out of sight. "Wait!" The 

young woman shouted, and ran after the woman, Sadness, Fear, Shame, and 

Fear trailing behind her. They followed the strange woman through the trees, 

away from the stream, the road, and every bit of forest that was familiar to the 

young woman. As they went, the young woman began to feel lighter. She began 

humming a tune that was picked up by the others until they were all singing in 

full five-part harmony together, laughing their way through the forest. 

By the time the sun was high in the sky again, they came upon an old 

wooden bridge over a rushing river. 

"I don't know about that..." Fear clung to her skirt, balling the fabric with 

nervous fingers. 

"Hm..." The young woman looked at the old bridge, then noticed the 

strange glowing woman standing on the far bank of the river. Giggling, she 

pointed, and the young woman saw a rope hanging from a tree branch that stuck 

out over the river. "Come on!" She beckoned to the others and grasped the rope. 

With a squeal, she pushed off and swung across the river to land safely on the 

opposite bank. 
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Laughing, she sent the rope back across the river, where Anger caught it. 

One after another Anger, Shame, and Sadness followed suit. Only fear remained 

on the other bank, looking at the rope with terror in her eyes. "You can do it!" 

They all yelled encouragement across, but Fear just stood motionless gripping 

the rope. 

The young woman stepped forward then, right to the edge of the water. 

She knew that feeling, knowing that others had made the same journey, but 

wondering if it would go the same way for you. 

"Don't look at the water," she called to Fear. "Just look at me." 

"What if I fall?" Fear wailed, tears streaming down her cheeks. 

“What if you don’t?” replied the young woman. 

Closing her eyes, and taking a deep breath, Fear pushed off from the 

bank. A breath later, the young woman had her arms around Fear and they were 

walking together up the slope to where Fear, Shame, and Sadness waited.

When they were once again walking together through the forest, the 

young woman said to Fear "Thank you." 

"What for?" 

"I don't know if that bridge was safe or not" the young woman explained, 

"But that rope swing was such fun. If it hadn't been for you, I would never have 

had the courage to try. So, thank you." 

For the first time since they had met, Fear smiled. "You're welcome." 

They followed the mysterious glowing woman until the sun once again 

faded from view and they were plunged into darkness. When they finally 

stopped walking and made a fire, they were a different group than the one that 

had set out from the pond at the foot of the waterfall. 
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"Did you see how I chased away that bear?" Anger boasted with a blood 

red grin. 

"Or how I stood up to that nasty pack of dwarves?" Shame was no longer 

clutching her knees to her chest but sat cross- legged on the forest floor, smiling 

broadly. 

"You all did brilliantly!” the young woman said. "Though I do wonder 

who that strange woman could be..." 

"Oh her?" Fear licked the juice from some wild strawberries from her 

fingers. "That's Hope." 

"Hope?" 

"Yeah. She is so annoying," said Fear. "Always there to follow, but never to 

catch." 

The young woman thought about this. "Do you think she could lead us to 

Happiness?" The others didn't say anything for a minute. 

"She might" said Fear. "I guess we'd have to ask her to know for sure, but 

I don't see how that's possible." 

That night the young woman dreamt she was once again standing ankle-

deep in the pond at the foot of the waterfall. The Witch was beside her, washing 

her long white hair in the crystal water. 

"Hello again," she said.

"Hello young one!" The Witch replied. "How goes your journey?" 

"I have left the road behind.”

"Have you! You must have found a map!”
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The young woman looked over her shoulder to where Fear, Shame, Anger, 

and Sadness slumbered, then beyond them to where Hope peered out from 

behind a lark oak tree.

She smiled. "I have." 

The Witch chuckled. "Tell me. Knowing what you know now, would you 

turn back the way you came?" 

"Well..." the young woman thought about it. "Could they come with me?" 

"No, child." Said the Witch. “At least, not the way you know them now.  

This forest is a place of magic.  If you were to turn back and to seek the shining 

city beyond the wide plain, they would have had to stay locked away in your 

mind.”

"Then no" said the young woman. "I would not want to start any journey 

without them." 

The Witch straightened, wringing the water from her hair and began to 

walk away into the forest. 

"Wait!" The young woman called. "Don't leave! How will I find you 

again?" 

The Witch looked to the fireside, and into the forest where Hope waited, 

then back at the young woman. "I daresay you'll always be able to find me. You 

have a map, after all." 

The young woman woke up to the sound of Anger scolding Shame for 

treading on her foot, and smiled. It seemed that Happiness had been by her side 

the whole time. 
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They set off again after the golden trail of Hope, and the young woman 

felt the excitement glowing like an ember in her chest, wondering what fresh 

adventures the magic forest held for them today. 

THE END 
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