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This story happened back in 2015, the year my family decided to take a long-awaited vacation. I was only seven years old then, small enough to be forgotten in adult conversations but old enough to remember the strange details of that trip. When I think about it now, everything feels both clear and blurred, like an old photograph that time has tried to erase but couldn’t. 

We had been planning the vacation for months. My father wanted a quiet place away from the city noise, somewhere with trees and open skies. My mother agreed, saying the mountain air would be good for everyone. My older brother and sister were excited too, they had been talking about hiking trails, lakes, and the food stalls they’d read about online. I didn’t care much where we went; I just wanted to sit by the window, watch the world roll by, and eat snacks on the way. 

The morning we left, the sky looked pale and sleepy. Our street was almost empty, and the sound of our car engine echoed between the houses. My father drove while my mother sat beside him with a small notebook of directions. I took the middle seat in the back, squeezed between my brother and sister, my little backpack resting on my knees. The trip was supposed to take eight hours, maybe less if traffic stayed clear. Eight hours felt endless to me, but I didn’t complain. 

At first, everything was normal. We played word games, shared chips, and argued about music. The road stretched straight and clean, with green fields on both sides. The early sunlight made the car warm and cozy. But after an hour or two, the sky began to change. Clouds slid over the sun, soft at first, then heavy and gray. The light outside dimmed until it felt like late afternoon even though it wasn’t even noon. 

I remember pressing my forehead against the window glass. The fields were fading into patches of fog. The shapes of trees looked strange, taller, thinner, almost human in outline. I told myself it was just the mist playing tricks, but something about it made my stomach twist. My father turned the radio down and muttered that the weather forecast hadn’t mentioned fog. My mother said it would clear up soon. It didn’t. 

We stopped at a small rest area halfway through the drive. There was an old gas pump, a tiny shop, and a single bench under a tree. The shopkeeper came out to greet us, but he didn’t smile. His clothes were dusty, and his eyes were red as if he hadn’t slept. He asked where we were headed, and when my father told him, the man just nodded slowly. “Be careful on that road,” he said, his voice flat. “It’s easy to miss a turn.” 

That warning stuck with me. I didn’t know why at the time. My father brushed it off with a polite laugh, bought water and snacks, and we were back on the road within minutes. But the man’s tone had changed something. The air inside the car felt heavier, quieter. Even the sound of the tires on the road seemed softer, swallowed by the fog that now clung to everything outside. 

I started to feel sleepy but couldn’t quite drift off. Every time I closed my eyes, the darkness behind my eyelids seemed to pulse with light, as if the fog itself was alive and moving. My sister nudged me to play cards, but my hands were cold and shaky, so I just watched her shuffle the deck instead. My brother tried to joke, asking if ghosts lived in fog. My mother told him not to scare me, though her voice didn’t sound completely calm either. 

Hours passed, and the scenery barely changed. Same fog, same trees, same bends in the road. My father began to check the GPS again and again, tapping the screen like he didn’t trust it. “Strange,” he kept saying. “We should’ve reached the town by now.” My mother reminded him that sometimes signals drop in mountain areas. He nodded, but his grip on the steering wheel tightened. The car heater hummed softly, and I could hear the rhythm of my heartbeat in my ears. 

Somewhere around the fifth hour, we drove past a sign that said “Welcome to Pine Ridge.” It was old and rusty, the letters almost unreadable. None of us remembered seeing it on the map earlier. My mother looked confused, and my father frowned. “Maybe it’s a shortcut,” he said, though the words sounded like he was trying to convince himself. 

The road narrowed. Trees closed in from both sides, their branches curling overhead like a roof. The fog thickened until the headlights barely cut through it. Every few minutes, my father would slow down and lean forward, squinting at the road as if something might appear suddenly in front of us. Once, he even stopped completely, claiming he saw movement ahead. But when we looked, there was nothing. Just fog. 

Inside the car, the silence grew louder. We all felt it, that strange quiet where you start hearing the sound of your own breathing too clearly. I wanted to speak, but the words wouldn’t come. My throat felt tight. Even my sister had stopped talking. My mother reached for my father’s hand, and for a moment they just sat like that, as if trying to reassure each other that everything was fine. But it wasn’t. 

The road kept twisting and turning. I started to recognize the same tree again and again, a tall one with a bent trunk, like it was bowing toward the road. Every time we passed it, I counted the seconds until we saw it again. The first time, it took five minutes. Then four. Then three. My child’s brain didn’t understand what that meant, but my heart did. We weren’t getting anywhere. 

Finally, my father said we’d stop at the next open space to check the map properly. I felt a strange mix of relief and dread. The fog seemed to thin a little ahead, showing what looked like a small clearing. But as we approached it, I thought I saw something move between the trees, just a flicker, maybe an animal, maybe not. 

My mother turned her head quickly, as if she’d seen it too. For a second our eyes met, and I realized she didn’t want to scare us, but she was scared herself. She looked back at my father and said quietly, “Maybe we should turn around.” 

He didn’t answer right away. He stared at the rearview mirror, his expression unreadable. I turned to look too, but all I saw was the endless stretch of gray behind us. 

That was when I felt it, the first strong shiver of something I couldn’t explain. Not fear exactly, but the heavy certainty that we weren’t alone on that road. 

At seven years old, I didn’t have words for it. I just knew something about that trip wasn’t normal. Something was watching us, waiting for us to notice. 

And from that moment on, I stopped feeling like part of the vacation. I was just a quiet observer, a side character in an experience far bigger and darker than I could understand. 

My father was driving that day. Our trip was going to take almost eight hours, maybe more if we stopped along the way. I sat in the back seat with my brother Arham and my sister Amna. My mother, Fira, sat in the front next to my father, Ishaq. We were all ready for a family vacation that was supposed to be fun and peaceful. But that trip turned out to be something none of us could forget. 

It was early morning when we left home. The air outside was cold and quiet. The sun was still hiding behind the clouds, and everything looked gray. My father liked to start long trips before sunrise. He said it helped us avoid traffic and reach our destination before dark. I remember how carefully he packed everything the night before, the bags, the snacks, and even extra fuel. He always liked to be prepared. 

The car engine hummed steadily as we drove out of our street. I was sleepy at first, but too excited to close my eyes. My brother leaned against the window with his earphones in, while my sister played with her small pink toy that she took everywhere. My mother was checking a paper map, making sure we were on the right route. She didn’t trust mobile maps much. My father smiled as she traced the line on the paper, saying, “Don’t worry, I know the way.” His voice was calm and confident, like always. 

For the first few hours, everything felt normal. The road was smooth, and the morning light slowly grew brighter. We passed through fields, small houses, and open land. I liked watching everything move past my window. It felt peaceful, the kind of peace you only get when you’re far from the noise of the city. The car was warm, and the steady sound of the tires made it feel almost safe. 

But after a while, the weather began to change. The sky turned pale, and a thin mist started to appear along the sides of the road. At first, it looked beautiful, like soft white smoke. But soon, it grew thicker. The colors outside faded, and the sunlight disappeared behind heavy clouds. Everything looked dull and quiet. Even the sound of the engine seemed softer, like we were driving inside a dream. 

I looked at my father. His eyes stayed fixed on the road. He didn’t say much anymore. My mother folded her map and sat back in her seat, looking out the window. I followed her gaze but saw nothing, just fog and endless gray trees. For a while, no one talked. The silence inside the car felt strange, too quiet for a family of five. 

Usually, my sister would sing her favorite songs or my brother would make jokes, but that morning, they didn’t. It felt like the air itself didn’t want us to make a sound. I opened my mouth to ask something, but stopped. I didn’t even know what I wanted to say. 

We passed a few signboards, but they were so old that the words had faded away. The paint was peeling, and the metal looked rusted. My father slowed down a little to read them, but the letters were too faint to understand. “Strange,” he said softly. My mother nodded but didn’t reply. 

The fog kept getting thicker. I pressed my forehead against the window, trying to see ahead. The glass was cold, and my breath left small circles of mist on it. Sometimes, I thought I saw shapes in the distance, like people or tall shadows, but they disappeared the moment I blinked. I told myself it was just the fog playing tricks. 

After a few hours, we stopped at a small rest area to stretch our legs. The place was old and quiet. There was a small shop made of wood and a single bench under a tree. My father got out first to check the tires. My mother told us to stay near the car. The air outside felt heavy and colder than before. Even though it was daytime, the light seemed dim. I noticed that there were no birds or any sound of wind, just silence. 

A man came out of the shop slowly. He looked older, with tired eyes. He didn’t say much. My father greeted him politely and asked if there was another route to the main road. The man paused before answering. His voice was low when he said, “Keep driving straight. Don’t stop until you see the signboard with a red mark. If you miss it, you’ll have to turn back.” Then he went inside again without another word. 

My father looked thoughtful but didn’t comment. We all got back into the car. When we drove off, I looked back at the small shop. The man was standing in the doorway, watching our car until we disappeared into the fog. I didn’t know why, but that image stayed in my head for a long time. 

The road ahead was narrow now, surrounded by tall trees. The branches leaned over us like arms reaching toward the car. The fog seemed alive, moving slowly across the road, twisting and curling. My mother turned off the radio after it started making strange noises, static and faint whispering that didn’t sound like music. My father said it was a weak signal. Nobody argued. 

Time felt slow after that. Every time I looked at the clock, it seemed like only a few minutes had passed, even though it felt like hours. My father kept checking the map, frowning quietly. “We should have reached by now,” he said once, almost to himself. My mother suggested stopping again, but he shook his head. “Let’s keep going. We’ll find the sign soon.” 

The more we drove, the more it felt like the road was repeating itself. I started noticing the same tree again and again, a tall one with a broken branch shaped like a hook. At first, I thought there must be many trees that looked alike. But after seeing it the fifth time, I wasn’t so sure. 

My brother noticed too. “Didn’t we already pass this part?” he asked. My father didn’t answer right away. He just kept driving, his face unreadable. My mother glanced back at us with a forced smile. “Maybe it just looks similar,” she said, though her voice sounded uneasy. 
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