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​Great Smoky Mountains National Park 

The Lantern in the Mist
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The Great Smoky Mountains are a magical place—filled with whispering trees, chirping crickets, and trails that twist and turn like a maze through the forest. On clear days, the mountains roll out in soft blue waves, like someone laid a giant blanket across the land. But when the mist rolls in? Everything changes. Sounds fade, shadows grow, and the forest feels... different.

That’s when you might see it. A soft orange glow. Floating. Bobbing. Moving gently through the trees.

They call it The Lantern in the Mist.

The story goes back more than a hundred years. Back then, there was an old park ranger named Jedediah “Jed” Hobbs. He was a tall man with a warm laugh and a big, bristly beard. Jed knew every inch of the Smoky Mountains—every bend in the trail, every hidden waterfall, and every tree older than time itself. He was known for helping lost hikers find their way home, even in the darkest storms. Folks trusted Jed. His lantern was like a lighthouse in the woods.

One night, a big thunderstorm rolled in. The wind howled through the trees like a pack of wolves, and rain poured down so hard it sounded like the sky was falling. But Jed still grabbed his coat, lit his lantern, and headed out into the storm. A family had gone missing near Cades Cove, and Jed wouldn’t let night or rain stop him.

That was the last time anyone saw him.

The search party found nothing but his lantern—still burning—hanging from a crooked branch by the trail. No footprints. No coat. No Jed. Just mist. Thick, cold mist that never seemed to lift from that part of the forest again.

Ever since that night, campers and hikers have told strange stories. They’ll be walking the trails just after sunset, and suddenly a light appears up ahead. It swings from side to side like it’s being carried. Sometimes you can hear the soft clink of a lantern hook, or the faint hum of a song that doesn’t quite belong to this world.

One group of scouts swore they saw the light right outside their tent at Elkmont. It floated there for a full minute, then slowly drifted off into the trees. When they told their scout leader, he just nodded. “That’s Jed,” he said. “Still walking the trails.”

Kids say if you get lost in the woods, and the fog starts curling around your legs, the Lantern might come for you too. Some even say it talks—but only if you really need help. One girl, Emily, wandered off during a hike and couldn’t find her way back. She sat down and cried until a warm glow appeared through the mist. The light stopped right in front of her, then turned slowly, leading her back to the trail. She made it to camp just before dark... and when she turned to thank the person who helped her, the trail behind her was empty.

Some folks say Jed became part of the forest—that the Smokies loved him so much, they kept his spirit to help others. Others whisper that he’s still searching for that family he tried to save, hoping to finish the job he started.

But there’s one very important rule: never follow the lantern too far.

Because if you go too deep into the mist—past the big rocks, past the whispering trees—you might never come back. The forest keeps secrets. And some paths don’t lead out again.

So if you ever find yourself camping in the Smokies and you see a soft light glowing through the fog, don’t be scared. It might just be Jed, still doing what he does best.

Just don’t chase it.

And if you hear someone humming an old tune... pull your sleeping bag up a little tighter.

Because Jed's still out there. And he’s still walking.



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Yosemite National Park​


The Shadow on El Capitan
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Yosemite is like a kingdom carved out of stone and sky. It's home to giant waterfalls that roar like dragons, ancient sequoia trees as tall as castles, and cliffs so high they disappear into the clouds. One of the biggest, boldest cliffs is called El Capitan—a mighty wall of smooth rock that stretches straight up like a skyscraper made by nature.

People come from all over the world to climb El Capitan. Some spend days on the cliff, sleeping in tiny tents tied to the rock! But long ago, folks started noticing something... strange.

A shadow.

Not one made by trees or clouds. This one moves on its own. It appears at night, when the moon is high and silver light pours across the granite face. And sometimes—just sometimes—it crawls.

They call it The Shadow on El Capitan.

No one knows exactly what it is. It's not shaped like a person, or an animal. It's taller, stretched out, with arms that bend the wrong way and legs that don’t quite touch the rock. It doesn’t make a sound. And if you try to shine a light at it, it vanishes.

The legend began many years ago, with a climber named Marla Jameson. Marla was famous for being brave. She’d climbed cliffs all over the world, but El Capitan was her dream. She wanted to make it to the top alone—no ropes, no gear, just her and the stone.

One morning, she set off early. Her friends waved from the ground, cheering her on. For hours, they could see her making her way up, inch by inch. Then, the sun went down... and she was gone.

They searched for days. Helicopters flew overhead. Rangers called her name. But the only thing they found was a single glove—tucked into a crack in the rock, halfway up.

After that, the stories started.

A couple camping near the base of El Capitan woke in the middle of the night to the sound of scraping, like someone dragging their fingers across stone. When they looked out of their tent, they saw a shape—dark and huge—slowly climbing the cliff. But when they blinked, it was gone.

A young boy taking pictures with his family snapped a photo of El Capitan at sunrise. Later, when they looked at it, they saw a tall, skinny shadow partway up the wall. But that day? No one had been climbing.
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