
We   were   on   a   trip.   A   trip   that   would   change   our   lives   forever.   It   started   at   the   end   of   the   school   year.   Me   (John)   and   my   sister,   Lisa,   were  
in   our   rooms   when   our   parents   called   us   downstairs.   They   never   really   did   that   and   when   they   did,   it   was   usually   to   tell   us   something   important.   We  
went   down   the   stairs   and   sat   on   the   couch   across   from   our   mom   and   dad.  

“So   you're   probably   wondering   why   we   called   you,”   said   mom.   
“Yep,”   I   said.   
“Well   we're   going   on   a   trip!”   Said   dad.  
“Really?   Where?”   I   asked,   my   eyes   wide   with   excitement.  
“Camping!”   said   dad.  
Me   and   Lisa   groaned.  
“Camping?!”   said   Lisa.   We’d   gone   camping   a   couple   times   before   and   we   hated   it.   And   that's   definitely   not   an   exaggeration.   I   mean  

seriously,   who   wants   to   be   in   a   cramped   tent   and   bitten   by   a   bunch   of   mosquitoes?  
“Do   we   have   to?”   I   whined.“Yes   we   do.”   Said   dad   sternly.  
“Fine,”   I   said   in   a   bitter   tone.   Actually   I   was   kind   of   excited   to   test   out   my   new   camera   I   got   for   my   birthday.   Lisa,   however,   seemed   to  

be...less   excited.  
The   next   day,   we   arrived   at   the   campground   and   dad   set   up   the   tent   in   no   time.   I   just   sat   in   the   tent   listening   to   music.   I   thought   it  

was   a   little   strange   there   was   no   one   next   to   us   but   I   didn't   think   anything   of   it.   Lisa   locked   herself   in   the   car   and   tried   to   be   as   comfortable   as  
possible   with   everything   stu�ed   on   top   of   her.  

  We   roasted   hotdogs   over   the   fire,   but   Lisa   still   locked   herself   in   the   car   and   tried   to   act   like   she   was   at   home.   She   made   it   clear   she  
wanted   to   be   anywhere   but   here.  

I   woke   up   to   rustling   behind   the   tent.   My   forehead   started   to   sweat   and   I   wanted   to   wake   up   mom   and   dad   but   it   could’ve   just   been   a   deer  
or   something.   Or,   at   least   that’s   what   I   told   myself.  

Then   I   heard   footsteps   toward   the   front   of   the   tent.   I   quickly   closed   the   extra   zipper   that   can   only   be   accessed   in   the   tent.   I   heard   the  
zipper   open   and   then   it   quickly   closed   as   if   this   mystery   person   was   in   a   hurry.   I   forced   myself   back   to   sleep   and,   trust   me,   I   did   not   have   sweet  
dreams.  

On   the   second   day   of   our   “vacation”   I   went   down   to   the   river   right   next   to   the   campground.   I   was   the   only   one   there   but   I   got   a   weird  
feeling   that   there   was   someone   else   there   too.  

I   ran   back   to   the   campground   and   out   of   the   corner   of   my   eye   I   saw   something   but   I   kept   running.   I   went   back   into   the   tent   and   got  
out   my   new   camera.   I   knew   that   there   was   someone   outside   the   tent   before   so   I   set   up   the   camera   to   fast   motion   and   I   decided   I   would   press   record  
later.   I   told   my   dad   I   had   to   go   to   the   bathroom   so   he   drove   me   even   though   it   was   walking   distance.   It   was   creepy   and   looked   like   an   abandoned  
house.   We   ate   sandwiches   and   we   went   to   bed.   Let   me   rephrase   that.   They   went   to   bed.   I   pressed   record   on   the   camera.   I   couldn’t   bring   myself   to   close  
my   eyes.   I   took   a   peek   outside   with   a   little   peephole   there   was.   I   froze   because   it   seemed   that   someone   was   outside.   Then   I   realized   it   was   dad   and  
breathed   a   sigh   of   relief,   though   I   was   confused   about   why   he   was   awake.  

When   I   woke   up   I   realized   that   the   battery   on   the   camera   didn’t   last   forever.   How   could   I   have   forgotten   that?   I   looked   at   the   camera   and  
sure   enough   it   died.   Great.   No   reason   to   be   excited   about   this   trip.   On   the   bright   side   at   home   I   could   look   at   the   video.   We   only   were   gonna   be   here  
for   4   more   days.   I   thought   about   going   to   the   river   but   decided   not   to   and   stayed   and   helped   make   breakfast.   We   had   pancakes   with   french   toast   so   we  
had   a   good   breakfast.   Lisa   looked   uneasy   and   kept   looking   around   her   and   eventually   retreated   into   her   tent.   I   shrugged   it   o�   and   kept  
daydreaming.   Later   she   came   out   and   told   me   she   had   been   uneasy.   She   said   she   heard   rustling   around   the   tent   and   I   decided   I   should   tell   her   about  
the   encounter   at   the   river   and   the   tent   opening.   She   said   it   could   be   mom   and   dad   but   I   asked   him   why   he   didn’t   say   anything.   She   said   maybe   it   was  
a   monster.   I   said   that   was   ridiculous   because   what   monster   can   open   a   tent.   “Well   what   if   it   was   just   dad   or   mom   checking   in   on   us   and   you're  
wrong”   Lisa   said.   “i   guess”.   We   all   played   a   board   game   and   had   some   fun.   Mom   and   dad   also   were   acting   a   little   strange.   They   were   keeping   us   close  
and   weren’t   letting   us   go   to   the   lake   by   ourselves.   Lisa   said   she   asked   them   what's   up   and   they   quickly   said   there's   nothing   going   on.   We   still   had  
some   fun.   Listened   to   music   on   my   phone.   Then   I   plugged   it   into   my   portable   charger.   And   left.   Lisa   was   reading   a   book   and   didn’t   look   happy   but   she  
didn’t   look   miserable   so   I   took   a   nap.   When   I   woke   up   they   were   already   having   dinner   so   I   got   out   of   the   tent   and   went   to   them.   They   were   having  



hotdogs   again   so   I   joined   in.   When   we   got   ready   for   bed   I   closed   the   tent   and   once   again   being   scared   and   paranoid   looked   through   the   peephole.   My  
blood   ran   cold   with   what   I   saw.   

3   more   days.   I   don’t   think   I   can   do   it.   You   see   I   saw   a   person   in   a   hood   going   throughout   bags   so   yeah.   No   way   my   parents   knew   about   this  
right?   I   asked   them   why   they   were   being   paranoid   and   said   I   knew   they   were   lying.   They   said   on   the   radio   they   heard   about   a   prison   break   and   wanted  
to   keep   us   close.I   just   stood   there   frozen.   They   said   that   they   were   packing   up   stu�   in   the   car   to   get   ready   to   leave   and   that   everything   was   set   except  
the   tent.   They   said   they   wanted   to   check   with   the   people   at   the   entrance   at   the   campground.   I   asked   why   they   didn’t   go.   They   said   the   car   battery  
seemed   to   be   missing.   So   I   asked   them   what   they   were   gonna   do.   And   well...It's   a   20   minute   drive.   And   walking   takes   an   hour   so   they   didn’t   want   us  
to   be   alone.   They   said   that   one   of   them   is   going   to   walk.   Dad   said   it   should   be   him.   Mom   didn’t   protest   so   she   could   stay   with   us.   I   knew   that   dad   was  
worried   but   he   needed   to   go.   He   said   he’d   leave   now.   I   told   Lisa   and   she   just   went   ballistic.   We   ate   some   pasta   in   our   tent.(don't   ask   how   we   did   it.)  
then   we   went   to   sleep  

In   the   morning   I   went   to   wake   Lisa   up   but   she   wasn’t   there.   I   checked   outside   and   saw   her   in   the   car.   She   looked   scared.   She   said   she   heard  
someone   outside   our   tent   who   seemed   to   be   talking   to   himself   and   was   laughing   hysterically.   She   said   that   she   would   rather   walk   home   than   stay  
here.   Can’t   blame   her.   “John   lisa?”   “yeah?”   I   said.   Your   father   said   he’ll   have   to   come   back   tomorrow   because   there   is   a   storm.   We   shrugged   it   o�   still   a  
bit   worried.   We   played   spikeball   but   I   could   tell   my   mom   was   unsettled.   We   ate   brunch   and   went   in   the   tent   to   talk.   “I   know   dad   isn’t   back   yet.”   “but  
things   will   be   alright   you’ll   see.”  

Last   day.   This   person   is   obvious   now.   Like   I   heard   them   poking   through   stu�   all   night   long.   Dad   came   back   with   a   new   battery   and   we   put  
it   in.   We   drove   away   so   fast   I   barely   saw   the   person   peeking   behind   the   trees   with   a   maniac   smile.  

Fast   forward   when   I   get   home   I   charge   my   camera   and   look   at   the   footage.   To   my   horror   a   man   in   a   hood   smiles   at   the   camera   and   ends  
the   recording.   I’m   not   sure   what   I   would   have   seen   if   he   didn’t   stop   it.  

  


