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    To the brave young readers who love wandering through haunted graveyards, uncovering hidden tunnels, and chasing mysteries buried beneath the darkness.
To every curious imagination that has ever wondered what secrets might still sleep beneath old tombstones after midnight.
This book is dedicated to those who understand that courage is not about being fearless—but about standing strong even when shadows move through the fog around you.
May Mason and Clara's journey remind you that friendship, hope, and bravery can shine brighter than even the oldest darkness hidden beneath Hollow Hill.
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Chapter 1 — The Cemetery on Hollow Hill
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The road into Briar Glen twisted through thick forests and rolling hills that seemed to swallow the sunlight whole.

Rain tapped steadily against the truck windshield while Mason Reed stared silently out the passenger window. Fog drifted between the trees in long pale ribbons, making the woods look endless.

Cold.

Empty.

Wrong somehow.

Mason adjusted the hood of his sweatshirt and sighed for what felt like the hundredth time that day.

“This place looks haunted.”

His aunt laughed softly from behind the steering wheel.

“A good morning to you too.”

“I’m serious, Aunt Nora. Look at it.”

The narrow road curved sharply around another hill. Dark pine trees crowded both sides, their branches hanging low over the pavement like claws.

Everything in Briar Glen seemed gray.

Gray sky.

Gray woods.

Gray houses appearing occasionally through the fog.

Even the old wooden welcome sign looked gloomy.
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Population: 1,842

One side of the sign hung crookedly as though something had smashed into it years ago.

Mason leaned farther against the window.

“I can’t believe Mom and Dad actually left me here for six months.”

“They didn’t ‘leave’ you,” Aunt Nora said patiently. “They’re working overseas.”

“They could’ve taken me.”

“You know the construction project isn’t safe for kids.”

Mason crossed his arms.

“I’m twelve, not five.”

Aunt Nora smiled slightly but kept her eyes on the road.

Mason knew she was trying hard to make him feel better.

But it wasn’t working.

Three weeks ago, his parents had announced they were leaving for a long-term engineering project in another country. Since the work site wasn’t safe for children, Mason would stay in Briar Glen with Aunt Nora until they returned.

At first Mason thought it might be fun.

Until he actually saw Briar Glen.

Now he was pretty sure this town existed only in horror movies.

Thunder rumbled somewhere beyond the hills.

Aunt Nora pointed ahead.

“There’s Hollow Hill.”

Mason looked up.

A massive hill rose above the town in the distance, partially hidden by drifting fog.

And sitting at the very top—

A cemetery.

Even from far away, the graveyard looked ancient.

Crooked gravestones covered the hill beneath clusters of dead trees. Rusted iron fences surrounded the entire cemetery like black teeth.

Lightning flashed briefly overhead.

And for one split second, Mason thought he saw movement among the graves.

A shadow crossing between tombstones.

Then the fog swallowed everything again.

Mason frowned.

“Why’s there a graveyard in the middle of town?”

“It’s older than the town itself,” Aunt Nora replied quietly.

That answer somehow made it worse.

As they drove farther downhill, Briar Glen slowly appeared through the mist.

The town looked old-fashioned, almost frozen in time.

Brick storefronts lined the narrow streets. A diner sat beside a tiny grocery store. Several old houses leaned slightly with age, their porches creaking in the wind.

People walked slowly beneath umbrellas.

And nearly everyone stared as the truck passed.

Mason shifted uncomfortably.

“Do people always stare like that?”

Aunt Nora hesitated.

“Small towns notice newcomers.”

“Feels more like they’re checking if we’re alive.”

She laughed again, though this time it sounded nervous.

The truck finally turned onto a quiet side road lined with maple trees.

At the very end stood Aunt Nora’s house.

It was tall, narrow, and painted dark blue with white shutters. Wind chimes clinked softly on the porch while ivy crawled along one side of the walls.

The house looked warm compared to the rest of Briar Glen.

Still old.

But less creepy.

“That’s better,” Mason admitted.

Aunt Nora smiled proudly.

“See? Not everything here is terrifying.”

Then Mason noticed something behind the house.

The hill.

The cemetery.

From the upstairs bedroom window, Hollow Hill loomed directly overhead.

The iron fences twisted sharply against the gray sky.

And dozens of gravestones tilted unevenly beneath dead trees.

Mason stared.

“You can literally see the graveyard from the house.”

“Only from upstairs.”

“That’s not comforting.”

Rain continued falling as they unloaded boxes from the truck.

The air smelled damp and earthy, like wet leaves and old wood.

Somewhere far above on Hollow Hill, a crow screeched loudly.

Mason looked up instinctively.

The cemetery seemed closer now.

Watching.

Waiting.

A strange chill crawled down his spine.

He looked away quickly.

Inside, the house smelled like cinnamon candles and old books.

That helped a little.

Aunt Nora showed Mason upstairs to his room while thunder rolled softly outside.

The bedroom sat at the back of the house beneath a slanted ceiling. A wooden desk stood beside the window, and shelves filled with old mystery novels lined one wall.

“It’s not huge,” Aunt Nora said apologetically, “but it’s cozy.”

Mason dropped his backpack near the bed.

“It’s fine.”

Then he noticed the window.

It faced directly toward Hollow Hill.

Perfect view of the cemetery.

Wonderful.

Aunt Nora followed his gaze.

“Oh.” She cleared her throat awkwardly. “You get used to it.”

“That sounds fake.”

She laughed.

“Most people avoid the cemetery anyway.”

Mason looked back at her immediately.

“Why?”

“Because it’s old.”

“That’s not a reason.”

Aunt Nora hesitated slightly.

“There are stories.”

Mason groaned.

“Of course there are.”

“It’s just local folklore.”

“What kind of folklore?”

She waved one hand dismissively.

“Ghost lights. Strange sounds. The usual creepy-town nonsense.”

Mason walked toward the window.

Fog drifted slowly across the graves outside.

“You don’t believe any of that, right?”

Aunt Nora smiled tightly.

“Of course not.”

But she answered too quickly.

And somehow that bothered Mason more than if she’d admitted it.

After she left the room, Mason unpacked silently while rain tapped against the glass.

Every few minutes he glanced toward Hollow Hill without meaning to.

The cemetery drew his attention constantly.

Something about it felt strange.

Not dangerous exactly.

Just...wrong.

Like it didn’t belong with the rest of the world.

As evening approached, the fog thickened around the hill until most of the graves disappeared completely.

Only the dead trees remained visible.

Twisted black branches clawing at the darkening sky.

Mason shivered.

Then suddenly—

A faint light appeared among the graves.

Mason froze.

The glow flickered softly near the center of the cemetery.

Blue-white.

Almost floating.

His stomach tightened.

Another light appeared nearby.

Then another.

Tiny glowing shapes drifting slowly between the tombstones.

Mason pressed closer to the window.

“What the...”

The lights moved strangely.

Not like flashlights.

Not like lanterns.

They floated too smoothly.

Too silently.

A loud knock on his bedroom door nearly made him jump out of his skin.

Aunt Nora poked her head inside.

“Dinner’s ready.”

Mason pointed quickly toward the cemetery.

“There are lights up there.”

She immediately went still.

For one brief moment, something nervous crossed her face.

Then she forced a smile.

“Probably teenagers.”

“They’re floating.”

“Fog does strange things with light.”

Mason frowned.

“That doesn’t even make sense.”

But Aunt Nora had already stepped back into the hallway.

“Wash your hands first.”

As she disappeared downstairs, Mason looked toward the cemetery again.

The lights were gone.

Only fog remained.

The diner in Briar Glen smelled like fried potatoes and coffee.

Mason sat across from Aunt Nora in a cracked red booth while old country music played softly overhead.

Most of the customers looked about ninety years old.

And every single one stared at him.

“This town is weird,” Mason muttered.

Aunt Nora kicked him lightly under the table.

“Mason.”

“I’m just saying.”

A waitress with silver hair approached holding menus.

“Well, you must be David’s boy.”

Mason blinked.

“How did you know?”

The woman smiled.

“Small town.”

Apparently that explained everything here.

The waitress set down two glasses of lemonade.

“Name’s Betty.”

“Mason.”

“Well, Mason,” Betty said, “you stay away from Hollow Hill after dark, you hear me?”

Mason nearly laughed.

“Seriously?”

Betty didn’t smile.

“Dead serious.”

Aunt Nora shifted uncomfortably.

“Betty—”

“No, Nora, he oughta know.”

The old woman leaned closer.

“Strange things happen in that cemetery after sunset.”

Mason rolled his eyes slightly.

“Like ghost lights?”

Betty’s expression darkened.

“So you’ve already seen them.”

Mason stopped smiling.

“How did you know that?”

The waitress glanced toward the diner windows nervously.

“People around here know better than to follow those lights.”

“Follow them where?”

Betty
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