

    
        
          The Girl in the Fog

        

        
        
          Juvenile Fiction: Horror (Ages 9–12), Volume 9

        

        
        
          Lila Ravenscroft

        

        
          Published by Graceful Reads Publishing, 2026.

        

    



  
    
    
      While every precaution has been taken in the preparation of this book, the publisher assumes no responsibility for errors or omissions, or for damages resulting from the use of the information contained herein.

    
    

    
      THE GIRL IN THE FOG

    

    
      First edition. May 21, 2026.

      Copyright © 2026 Lila Ravenscroft.

    

    
    
      Written by Lila Ravenscroft.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

Dedication

Chapter 1 — The Fog on Hollow Lane

Chapter 2 — The Whispering Shore

Chapter 3 — The Missing Children

Chapter 4 — The Lighthouse Keeper

Chapter 5 — Shadows Beneath the Water

Chapter 6 — The Girl Who Never Left

Chapter 7 — The Tunnel Under Ravenshade

Chapter 8 — The Heart of the Fog

Chapter 9 — The Lighthouse Storm

Chapter 10 — The Last Beacon

Sign up for Lila Ravenscroft's Mailing List

About the Author



  	
  	
			 

			
		
    To the brave young readers who love misty coastlines, haunted lighthouses, whispered warnings, and mysteries hidden deep within the fog.
To every curious imagination that has ever wondered what might be watching silently beyond the waves after dark.
This book is dedicated to those who understand that courage is not the absence of fear—but the strength to keep moving forward even when the path disappears into the mist.
May Clara, Sophie, and Max remind you that friendship, hope, and bravery can guide us through even the darkest storms hiding inside the fog.
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Chapter 1 — The Fog on Hollow Lane
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The fog appeared before Clara Bennett ever saw the town.

At first it looked like ordinary mist drifting across the ocean highway. But as her father’s car wound along the narrow coastal road, the fog thickened until the world outside became pale and blurry.

Clara pressed her forehead against the cold window glass.

She could barely see the cliffs beside the road anymore.

Only flashes of dark rocks far below.

And somewhere beneath the fog—

The ocean roared.

“This place is creepy,” Clara muttered quietly.

Her father glanced at her from behind the steering wheel.

“It’s not creepy,” he said gently. “Just different.”

Clara crossed her arms.

Different was one way to describe it.

Three days earlier they had lived in Boston, surrounded by apartment buildings, crowded sidewalks, and constant noise. Now they were moving to a tiny coastal town called Ravenshade because Grandma Evelyn had died and left them her old house near the sea.

Clara barely remembered the place.

She had visited once when she was six years old.

Mostly she remembered cold wind, salty air, and the sound of foghorns in the night.

Her father slowed the car carefully.

The fog swallowed everything ahead.

“You’d think they’d install better streetlights,” he muttered.

Almost immediately after he said it, a yellow streetlamp emerged from the mist ahead like a floating moon.

Then another.

And another.

A weathered wooden sign finally appeared beside the road.

WELCOME TO RAVENSHADE

Population: 2,431

Beneath the words, someone had scratched a message into the wood:

DON’T FOLLOW THE FOG

Clara frowned.

“Dad, did you see that?”

But the car had already passed the sign.

The town slowly emerged around them.

Small houses sat crowded along steep hills overlooking the ocean. Narrow streets twisted between old buildings painted in faded blues and grays. Fishing boats rocked gently in the harbor beyond thick curtains of fog.

Everything looked damp.

Even the air itself felt wet.

Clara noticed something strange almost immediately.

Nobody was outside.

The streets stood nearly empty despite the early evening hour.

Shops were closing.

People hurried indoors carrying groceries or umbrellas.

And everyone seemed nervous.

A tall woman locking the bakery door glanced toward the ocean and quickly crossed herself before rushing inside.

Clara shifted uneasily in her seat.

“This town feels weird.”

Her father forced a smile.

“Small towns always seem strange at first.”

But even he sounded uncertain.

The road curved sharply uphill toward the edge of Ravenshade.

And then Clara saw it.

The lighthouse.

It stood far above the cliffs at the edge of town, rising from the fog like a giant black tower. Its enormous glass beacon was dark and broken-looking against the cloudy sky.

Something about it made Clara shiver instantly.

“It’s abandoned,” her father explained, noticing her stare. “Has been for years.”

“Why?”

“No idea.”

The fog thickened again as they continued uphill.

Soon the town disappeared behind them entirely.

Their new house sat alone near the edge of a narrow road called Hollow Lane.

The old Victorian home overlooked the sea from atop a rocky hill. Gray paint peeled from the walls, and the wraparound porch creaked loudly in the wind.

A rusted iron fence surrounded the yard.

“This is Grandma’s house?” Clara asked quietly.

Her father nodded.

“She loved it here.”

The ocean crashed somewhere below the cliffs.

The sound echoed through the fog endlessly.

Clara climbed out of the car slowly.

The air smelled strongly of saltwater and rain.

Everything felt colder than it should.

And strangely quiet.

Even the seagulls were silent.

Her father carried boxes toward the porch while Clara stood staring at the fog drifting through the yard.

It moved strangely.

Not naturally.

Almost like it was alive.

For one brief second, Clara thought she saw a shape standing inside it near the road.

A person.

Small.

Watching the house.

Then the fog shifted, and the figure vanished.

“Coming?” her father called.

Clara quickly looked away from the mist and followed him inside.

The house smelled like old wood, dust, and faint lavender perfume.

Family photographs still lined the walls exactly as Grandma Evelyn had left them. A grandfather clock ticked softly near the staircase while wind rattled the windows upstairs.

The living room overlooked the cliffs through enormous bay windows.

Beyond them—

Nothing but white fog and distant ocean sounds.

Her father sighed tiredly.

“Well. Home sweet home.”

Clara wasn’t so sure.

That evening, rain began tapping softly against the windows while they unpacked boxes in silence.

The house creaked constantly around them.

Pipes groaned inside the walls.

Floorboards shifted upstairs when nobody walked on them.

And several times, Clara could have sworn she heard whispering outside.

Not loud enough to understand.

Just faint voices drifting through the fog.

Her father noticed her glancing nervously toward the windows.

“Old houses make noise,” he said.

“I know.”

But this house sounded different somehow.

Alive.

After dinner, Clara carried a box of books upstairs to her new bedroom.

The room sat at the end of a narrow hallway overlooking the ocean side of the house.

Moonlight filtered faintly through the fog outside her window.

Clara unpacked slowly while wind rattled the glass.

Then she found Grandma Evelyn’s old journal tucked between several books.

The leather cover looked worn with age.

Curious, Clara opened it carefully.

Most pages contained recipes, shopping lists, and gardening notes.

But one sentence written near the back caught her attention immediately.

The fog grows thicker every year.

Clara frowned.

Another line below it had been underlined heavily.

Never answer voices near the cliffs after dark.

A chill crept down her spine.

Then something tapped softly against the window.

Clara jumped.

Tap.

Tap.

Tap.

Heart pounding, she slowly looked toward the glass.

Only fog drifted outside.

Nothing else.

She let out a shaky breath.

Probably tree branches.

Except there were no trees near her window.

Tap.

The sound came again.

Closer this time.

Clara approached the window carefully and pulled the curtain aside.

The yard below looked pale and blurry beneath the fog.

The iron fence surrounding the property barely remained visible.

Then Clara saw her.

A girl stood silently near the road.

She looked about Clara’s age.

Long pale hair hung wet around her shoulders, and her white dress fluttered softly in the ocean wind. Her skin looked unnaturally pale beneath the fog.

But what frightened Clara most—

The girl wasn’t moving.

She simply stood there staring directly at the house.

At Clara.

A cold feeling settled deep in Clara’s stomach.

The girl slowly raised one arm.

Pointing toward the lighthouse road in the distance.

Then the fog thickened suddenly around her.

And she disappeared.

Clara stumbled backward from the window.

Her pulse hammered painfully.

“Dad!”

Footsteps thundered upstairs moments later.

Her father pushed open the bedroom door looking alarmed.

“What happened?”

“There was someone outside!”

He frowned immediately.

“What?”

“A girl near the road!”

Her father crossed quickly to the window and looked outside.

Only fog drifted across the yard.

“Nobody’s there.”

“I saw her!”

“Probably one of the neighbor kids.”

“At night?”

Her father hesitated.

The fog outside swirled strangely beyond the fence.

Finally he forced a small smile.

“You’ve had a long day. Moving’s stressful.”

Clara looked back toward the road.

The girl was gone.

But something about the encounter felt wrong.

Very wrong.

Her father squeezed her shoulder gently.

“Try to get some sleep.”

After he left, Clara locked the bedroom door.

Just in case.

Later that night, the foghorn began.

The deep mournful sound echoed across the ocean sometime after midnight.

MOOOOOOO.

Clara woke instantly.

For several moments she lay still listening to the sound drift through the darkness outside.

Then she heard footsteps downstairs.

Slow footsteps.

Creak.

Creak.

Creak.

Clara sat upright.

Her father must still be awake.

Except...

The footsteps sounded too light.

Too small.

Like a child walking barefoot across wood.

The hallway outside her room creaked softly.

Then silence.

Clara swallowed hard.

“Dad?”

No answer.

The foghorn moaned again outside.

MOOOOOOO.

Then came whispering.

Very faint.

Directly outside her bedroom door.

Clara’s pulse quickened.

The whispering sounded like a girl’s voice.

Soft.

Broken.

Almost impossible to understand.

She climbed slowly out of bed.

The whispering continued.

Curiosity slowly overcame fear.

Clara stepped toward the door carefully and pressed her ear against it.

The voice stopped instantly.

Silence filled the hallway.

Then came another sound.

Dripping water.

Tiny droplets splashing softly against the wooden floorboards outside her room.

Clara hesitated.

Every instinct told her not to open the door.

But she did anyway.

The hallway stood empty.

Moonlight filtered weakly through the upstairs windows.

Nobody stood there.

But wet footprints stretched across the hallway floor.

Small barefoot prints.

Leading toward the staircase.

Clara stared at them in horror.

Water still dripped from the marks onto the wood.

Fresh.

“Dad?” she whispered again.

No answer.

The footprints continued downstairs.

Clara followed slowly.

The old
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