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    For everyone who has ever carried a memory they could not let go of.
For those who have lost someone, lost a place, or lost a part of themselves along the way.
This story is for the hearts that still look back, not because they want to live in the past, but because some moments are too precious to forget.
May we always remember the people we loved, the lessons they left behind, and the quiet strength it took to keep walking forward.
And for those who are still searching for something they lost…
May you find peace, even when the answers are not what you expected.

      

    



  	
        
            
            "We search for what we have lost,believing we want it back.Sometimes the greatest danger is discovering that something lost was never meant to return."
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PROLOGUE
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The first snow arrived earlier than anyone expected.

In the mountains of northern Norway, winter did not come gently. It arrived like a warning.

The wind moved through the pine forests like a living thing, bending the ancient trees until they whispered against each other. The mountains disappeared beneath a heavy curtain of snow, and the small village of Huldrefjell became a tiny island surrounded by white silence.

For generations, the villagers had lived there.

They were not people who feared the darkness. They understood it. They knew the long nights, the frozen rivers, the storms that could trap a person inside their own home for days.

But there was one thing they feared.

The mountain.

Old people in the village spoke about it quietly. They said the mountain remembered everything. Every promise. Every betrayal. Every secret buried beneath the ground.

Children were warned never to walk into the northern forest after sunset.

“Some places are not meant to be found,” the elders would say.

But children always asked questions.

And secrets always find a way to return.

On the night everything disappeared, seventy-three people lived in Huldrefjell.

At 9:17 p.m., the village emergency radio sent out one final transmission.

A man’s voice.

Old.

Terrified.

His name was Elias Varg, the oldest person in the village.

“Please... if anyone hears this...”

Static filled the radio.

Then his voice returned.

“They are coming back.”

A pause.

A sound like someone crying.

“The mountain has opened.”

The message ended.

No one knew who “they” were.

No one knew what Elias meant.

Because Huldrefjell did not exist.

Not officially.

Not on government maps.

Not in public records.

The village had disappeared from history decades ago.

Three days later, rescue teams reached the valley.

They expected to find survivors.

They expected injured people.

They expected panic.

Instead, they found something much worse.

A village frozen in time.

The doors of houses stood open.

Warm food was still sitting on kitchen tables.

A child’s wooden toy lay in the snow outside a house.

A woman’s coat hung beside a fireplace that was still burning.

A family photograph rested on a table.

Four people smiling.

A mother.

A father.

Two children.

Nobody had taken their belongings.

Nobody had packed.

Nobody had left a message.

It looked as if an entire village had simply stood up and vanished.

Detective Elena Berg arrived in Huldrefjell two days later.

She had spent fifteen years investigating crimes across Norway.

Missing persons.

Disappearances.

Murders.

But nothing prepared her for the silence of this place.

She stood in the middle of the empty street, watching snow fall onto abandoned homes.

“Where are they?” she whispered.

Her partner, Detective Jonas Halden, looked toward the mountains.

“I don’t think they left.”

Elena turned.

“What do you mean?”

Jonas looked uncomfortable.

“I mean... I think something happened here.”

She studied his face.

Jonas was not a man who believed in ghosts or legends.

He believed in evidence.

Facts.

Things that could be explained.

But even he looked afraid.

The only person they found was an old man.

Elias Varg.

He was sitting inside the village church.

Alive.

Alone.

He had built a small fire beside the altar and was staring at a wooden cross on the wall.

When Elena entered, he did not look surprised.

Almost as if he had been waiting for her.

“You came too late,” he said.

Elena approached slowly.

“Mr. Varg, where is everyone?”

The old man’s eyes moved toward the frozen windows.

For a moment, he looked like a man carrying a lifetime of pain.

Then he whispered:

“They wanted the truth.”

Elena frowned.

“Who wanted the truth?”

Elias looked directly at her.

“The people who disappeared.”

A cold feeling moved through her.

“What happened here?”

The old man closed his eyes.

“We protected a secret for a hundred years.”

The fire cracked loudly.

“And now the mountain has decided we don’t deserve to keep it.”

Outside, beneath the snow-covered road, the investigators discovered something impossible.

A tunnel.

Hidden beneath the village.

A tunnel that was not marked on any map.

Inside were old photographs.

Documents.

Names.

Hundreds of them.

And one photograph that stopped Elena completely.

It showed Huldrefjell village.

Taken forty years earlier.

Standing in the center was a young woman.

Elena’s mother.

A woman who had died when Elena was only six years old.

On the back of the photograph were seven words:

“She knew what happened before they disappeared.”

For the first time in her career, Detective Elena Berg was not only investigating a mystery.

She was part of it.

And deep beneath the mountain, something that had been hidden for generations was beginning to wake.

The Forgotten Village had been waiting.
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CHAPTER 1
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Elena Berg had learned something during her years as a detective.

Silence was never really silent.

People thought silence meant nothing was happening. No voices. No movement. No danger.

They were wrong.

Silence had its own language.

The silence of a crime scene was different from the silence of an empty house. The silence after someone disappeared... that was something else entirely. It carried questions. It carried fear. It carried all the things people left behind when they were suddenly taken away.

That was the kind of silence waiting for her in Huldrefjell.

The helicopter moved slowly through the grey sky, shaking every few seconds as the wind pushed against it. Elena sat beside the window, watching the mountains appear and disappear behind layers of snow.

She had seen beautiful places before.

Norway had plenty of them.

The kind of places tourists photographed and wrote about. Deep blue fjords. Green valleys. Small villages where everyone knew each other.

But this place didn’t feel beautiful.

Not anymore.

The mountains around Huldrefjell looked ancient. Like they had been standing there long before people existed and would remain there long after everyone was gone.

Elena pressed her forehead lightly against the cold window.

She was tired.

Not just physically.

The kind of tired that sits somewhere deeper.

The last case she worked on had followed her home. A missing teenager in Oslo. Sixteen years old. A girl named Ingrid who loved old movies and wanted to become a photographer.

They found her after twelve days.

Too late.

Elena still remembered her mother standing outside the police station, holding a picture of her daughter, asking the same question over and over.

“Did she suffer?”

There were questions detectives hated most.

Not because they didn’t have answers.

Because sometimes they did.

Elena closed her eyes.

She hated that part of the job.

The moment when you had to look someone in the eyes and destroy the last piece of hope they were holding.

“Coffee?”

Jonas Halden’s voice pulled her back.

She opened her eyes.

Her partner was holding a small paper cup toward her.

“You look like you haven’t slept in three days.”

“I slept.”

Jonas raised an eyebrow.

“When?”

Elena almost smiled.

She liked Jonas because he never pushed too hard. He noticed things, but he didn’t always say them out loud.

They had worked together for six years.

Long enough to understand each other without talking.

She took the coffee.

“Thanks.”

Jonas looked out the window.

“So... Huldrefjell.”

“Apparently.”

“Never heard of it.”

“Neither has anyone else.”

He looked at her.

“That’s the strange part.”

Elena nodded.

A village with seventy-three missing people should have existed somewhere.

There should have been records.

Birth certificates.

Property documents.

School information.

Medical records.

Something.

But when the police database was searched, Huldrefjell was nothing more than a blank space.

A place that shouldn’t be there.

And yet someone had called from there.

Someone had been alive there.

The emergency transmission had been recorded.

They had listened to it twenty-seven times.

An old man’s voice.

Elias Varg.

Terrified.

“They are coming back.”

Those words had bothered Elena from the beginning.

Not because they sounded impossible.

Because the old man sounded like he believed every word.

The helicopter began lowering.

Through the window, Elena saw the village.

Small wooden houses scattered between the trees.

A church.

A frozen road.

Smoke rising from one chimney.

She stared.

“Jonas.”

He followed her eyes.

“What?”

“The village.”

“What about it?”

“Why is there smoke?”

Neither of them spoke.

Because that was the question.

Nobody was supposed to be there.

The helicopter landed outside the village with a heavy vibration. Snow exploded around them, covering their coats and faces.

The cold hit Elena immediately.

Not normal cold.

This was the kind that entered your bones.

The pilot shouted something about visibility getting worse and leaving before the storm arrived.

Elena barely heard him.

She was looking at Huldrefjell.

The place felt like it was watching them.

She hated that thought.

Detectives were supposed to be logical.

Evidence.

Facts.

Not feelings.

Feelings could make you see things that weren’t there.

But standing there, surrounded by empty houses and endless snow, Elena couldn’t shake the feeling that they had not discovered this village.

The village had allowed them to find it.

They walked down the main road.

Their footsteps were the only sound.

No dogs barking.

No children playing.

No people calling from windows.

Nothing.

Jonas stopped beside a house.

The front door was open.

He looked inside.

“Elena.”

She followed him.

The house was warm.

That was the first thing she noticed.

Warm.

A fire was burning in the fireplace.

A kettle sat on the stove.

Two cups were placed on the kitchen table.

Like someone had just left.

She walked slowly through the room.

There were family pictures on the walls.

A woman smiling.

A man holding a little boy.

A birthday cake.

A normal life.

A normal family.

Except they were gone.

Elena touched the edge of the table.

“Why would they leave everything?”

Jonas didn’t answer.

He was looking at something on the floor.

A child’s red glove.

He picked it up carefully.

His expression changed.

“What?”

He looked at her.

“I have a daughter.”

Elena knew that.

Sofie.

Eight years old.

Jonas rarely talked about his family during work.

But when he saw that glove, something broke through.

For a second, he wasn’t a detective.

He was just a father.

“What if they didn’t have time?” he said quietly.

Elena looked around the empty house.

That possibility was worse.

Much worse.

They continued searching.

House after house.

The same thing.

Food left behind.

Clothes.

Photographs.

Personal belongings.

A newspaper opened on a table.

A book beside a chair.

A woman’s necklace hanging beside a mirror.

Small pieces of people’s lives.

The things nobody takes unless they believe they are coming back.

By sunset, they had found no bodies.

No signs of violence.

No explanation.

Then they found the church.

It stood at the end of the village.

Older than every other building.

The door was unlocked.

Inside, the air smelled like smoke and old wood.

And there he was.

Elias Varg.

Sitting alone.

Waiting.

He looked smaller than Elena expected.

Very old.

Very tired.

His hands shook as he held a cup of tea.

But his eyes were sharp.

He looked at Elena.

Not surprised.

Almost disappointed.

“You came.”

Elena stepped closer.

“Yes. We received your emergency call.”

The old man looked down.

“I knew you would.”

Jonas exchanged a glance with her.

“Elena,” he whispered.

She ignored him.

“Mr. Varg, where is everyone?”

The old man stayed quiet for a long time.

Then he said:

“Do you know why this village was forgotten?”

Elena frowned.

“What do you mean?”

“People think things disappear because nobody remembers them.”

He looked toward the dark windows.

“But sometimes things disappear because people are afraid to remember.”

A cold wind moved through the church.

Elena felt it.

Not just the cold.

Something else.

A feeling she couldn’t explain.

“What happened here?”

Elias looked at her.

And for the first time, she saw something in his face.

Guilt.

Deep, painful guilt.

“We made a promise.”

“To who?”

The old man swallowed.

“To the mountain.”

Jonas sighed quietly.

Elena almost interrupted him.

Almost told Elias they were not here for stories.

They were here for facts.

But something stopped her.

Maybe it was his voice.

Maybe it was the sadness in his eyes.

Or maybe it was because somewhere inside, she already knew.

Huldrefjell was not a simple missing persons case.

Something had happened here.

Something people had spent generations trying to hide.

And now Elena Berg had arrived at the one place everyone else had tried to forget.
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Elena did not sleep that night.

She tried.

She really did.

She sat inside the small room they had given her in the old village guesthouse, staring at the ceiling while the wind pushed against the windows. The building was warm, almost too warm, but she still felt cold.

That was the strange thing about Huldrefjell.

The cold wasn’t just outside.

It was everywhere.

In the walls.

In the empty rooms.

In the silence between every sound.

She turned onto her side and looked at the small table beside the bed.

Her notebook was there.

She had written down everything from the investigation so far.

Seventy-three missing people.

One survivor.

No evidence of departure.

No evidence of violence.

No explanation.

She hated cases like this.

Not because they were difficult.

She liked difficult.

Difficult meant there was something to chase. A clue. A mistake. A person who thought they were smarter than everyone else.

But this?

This felt like trying to hold smoke in your hands.

Nothing made sense.

She reached for the notebook and opened it again.

At the bottom of the page, she had written one sentence.

“They didn’t leave.”

She stared at it.

She didn’t know why she wrote that.

It was not a fact.

It was a feeling.

And feelings were dangerous in police work.

Especially hers.

Elena had learned that years ago.

Her father used to say she noticed too much.

“You look at people like you’re trying to hear what
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