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Some ghosts don't want peace. They want revenge.

While wandering through a snow-covered cemetery, Elizabeth Shaw stumbles upon a lost little boy. He says his name is Patrick – but he doesn’t know where he came from. Before she can get answers, he vanishes into thin air.

Soon after, a sinister stranger arrives at the old rectory. Jerome Shand is searching for a forbidden text known as the Lochdale Book – a book so dangerous and so powerful that it was hidden away decades ago. To find it, Shand begins tormenting the trapped souls of a family murdered seventy years earlier. But when those spirits resist, he turns his attention to the last one still missing: young Patrick Munce, the boy who vanished the night his family died.

Now, with Patrick reaching out from beyond the grave, Elizabeth is pulled into a battle between the living and the dead. Dark forces stir within the rectory’s walls, and the Lochdale Book is threatening to unleash horrors that should have remained buried.

Can Patrick stop the evil that destroyed his family, or will the secrets of the past be used to shatter the future?

The Cemetery Ghost is a chilling supernatural horror novel about restless spirits, ancient evil, and the cost of disturbing what should stay buried.
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​Prologue
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As snow fell on Littleford for the first time in years, a solitary figure picked his way carefully along the path that led to the old rectory.

Stopping at the door, the man stared for a moment at the sturdy, imposing building. From behind a pair of sunglasses, the man looked up at each of the windows in turn, as if he was waiting for something. Even in the few minutes since the man had arrived at the gate, snow was falling more heavily, settling on the shoulders of his thick black coat and on the rim of the hat that was pulled down as far as it would go. A few flakes even fell on the top of the sunglasses, although these melted soon enough.

Finally, reaching into his pocket, the man pulled out an old, rusty key and stepped forward. He slipped the key into the lock, wiggled it around until he felt it bite, and then he gave it a turn and pushed the door open.

Somehow the inside of the old rectory was colder than the outside. A large curving staircase rose up around the hallway, hugging a chandelier that hung down from high above. As the man stepped inside and set his case down, he looked around and saw open doorways that led into several of the downstairs rooms. There was a terrible stillness in the house, a sense that nothing had been disturbed for a very long time, which in some ways was true. The house had not officially been inhabited for many years, although the man knew that matters were not quite so simple.

He carefully shut the door and locked it again, and then he looked over at the door that he already knew led down to the basement.

“Hello, ghosts,” he whispered, with a faint smile, as he removed his sunglasses to reveal one bloodshot eye and one that had been blinded many years earlier by the blade of a knife, “I'm afraid I'm back to disturb you.”
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​Chapter One
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Two weeks later...

“Now Elizabeth,” Jack Shaw said as he leaned down and adjusted the bow on the front of his daughter's dress, “this afternoon, you're not going to get all...”

He paused for a moment, trying to pick the right word. He knew that he had to be careful, to avoid upsetting her.

“...emotional, are you?”

Staring back at him, Elizabeth already knew exactly what he wanted her to say. For a fraction of a second, she considered actually telling him the truth, but she very quickly realized that she had to be good. The last thing she wanted was to worry her father, especially on such an important day. He didn't need to know that she was nervous. She knew that she had to be careful, to avoid upsetting him.

“Of course not, Daddy,” she said, doing her very best to sound calm and collected. “I wouldn't dream of it.”

“Good,” he said, allowing himself a satisfied smile. He quickly checked his phone, before adjusting the bow one last time. “This morning is going to be a very trying time for all of us. I completely understand if you feel upset, but this is not the time or the place to make a scene. I was considering leaving you at home with someone, but I've been persuaded that you're big enough to handle this. After all, you're nearly eleven. Can I trust you to behave?”

She nodded.

“There'll be a lot of people at the church today,” he continued, “and a lot of them will come back to the house after as well. There'll be a lot of talking, and it'll probably be quite boring for you, but the most important thing is that you just keep out of the way. I really need you to not cause a fuss at any point. Can you promise me that?”

She nodded again.

“Are you sure?”

She thought for a moment.

“I won't talk to anyone unless they talk to me first,” she said cautiously. “Is that okay?”

“Wow,” he replied, “that's really good.” He put a hand on her shoulder. “I'm proud of you, sweetheart.”

“Would -”

She stopped herself just in time.

“Would what?” he asked.

She swallowed hard.

“Nothing,” she said cautiously, reminding herself that she should stay focused on being good. She wasn't really sure what to expect, but she could tell that it was going to be a big day.

Jack continued to stare at her for a few seconds, almost as if he was trying to decide whether or not he believed her. He seemed to be looking deep into her eyes, searching for some trace of how she really felt, but after a moment – apparently satisfied – he took a step back and stood up tall, towering over her.

“Very good,” he said as he adjusted his tie. “Very good, Elizabeth. Now, the car will be here soon, and I need to go and make sure that everything is in order downstairs. You have no idea how many little details I have to keep my eye on. Can I leave you here to put your shoes on, and can I trust you to come down when you're ready?”

“Of course, Daddy.”

“Excellent.”

He turned and headed to the door, but as he stepped onto the landing and approached the top of the stairs Elizabeth suddenly realized that this might be her last chance to ask him a question before they left.

A very important question, one that for quite a while now had been bursting to get out of her mouth. She really wasn't sure she could keep it in any longer.

“Was Mummy proud of me?”

Her father turned, and Elizabeth immediately feared that she'd made a mistake.

“Proud of you?” he asked, drawing each of those words out slowly.

“Would she be proud of me for being good today?” she continued. “Is that what she'd want? If I'm good today, and I don't get emotional, do you think she might...”

Her voice trailed off. She waited, worried that – just a few seconds after promising to be strong and brave – she'd screwed up by showing weakness.

“Yeah,” Jack said after a moment, with a faint smile. “She'd be very proud. Now finish getting ready and meet me downstairs in a few minutes, okay?” He hesitated. “And just... I'm begging you, Elizabeth. Please just... don't cause any trouble.”

She nodded, and then she watched as he turned and disappeared from view.

As she heard Jack's footsteps hurrying down the stairs, Elizabeth turned and crossed her bedroom, heading to the window. Once there, she pulled the net curtain aside and peered out. She immediately pulled back a little, almost blinded by the ferocious whiteness of the sky, and it took a moment before she was able to lean toward the window again. So much snow was falling now, as if the sky had begun to fall apart. A few flakes were even landing against the other side of the glass, where they sat quivering in the wind before fading away.

Elizabeth narrowed her eyes a little.

Beyond the snow-filled back garden, beyond the snow-covered path that ran behind the snow-lined fence, and beyond the little patch of snowbound land that some of the neighbours used as an allotment, there stood a dark red brick wall with snow on its top, and beyond that wall was the vast whiteness of the cemetery at St. Hilda's Church. Sometimes Elizabeth liked to watch the cemetery at night, when she was supposed to be asleep. Now, in the cold light of a crisp December morning, she looked at the higgledy-piggledy gravestones that stood dotted around. There was snow on those, too.

“I wish you were here,” she whispered, thinking of her mother, although she quickly told herself that she was being foolish. “Sorry,” she murmured.

Still looking at the snow-covered cemetery for a moment, she watched the stones and wondered whether there might be any ghosts out there. Almost immediately, however, she realized that the idea was silly. After all, what kind of ghost would waste its time haunting a cemetery?
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​Chapter Two
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“There are so many people!” Elizabeth said as they stepped out of the car, which had driven them the short distance from home to the church. “Are they all here for the funeral?”

There were people standing on the pavement, and people talking on the steps that led up to the church, and people in the cemetery as well, all waiting to go into the church. Some were already making their way inside, speaking briefly to the priest as they went, and Elizabeth couldn't help but notice that while she recognized a few of the people, most of them she'd never seen before in her life.

Looking down, she saw that her shoes were already covered in dirt and slush from the snow that had been partially cleared to the side of the road. At least her socks weren't wet.

Yet.

“It's definitely a big turnout,” Jack said, squeezing her hand.

He looked around, as if he was waiting for something.

“Are you okay, Daddy?” Elizabeth asked.

He turned to her, and after a moment he forced a smile.

“Of course, sweetheart,” he told her, somewhat unconvincingly. He squeezed her hand again. “Don't worry about me.”

Hearing slow, crunching footsteps over her shoulder, Elizabeth turned just in time to see a pale cream coffin being carefully taken out of the hearse. She watched as the men from the funeral home turned the coffin around, and then as they slowly carried it past and up the slope that meandered around past the steps and up toward the church's big wooden door. For a moment, the sight of the coffin seemed surreal, and Elizabeth couldn't help but imagine the body resting inside. Would it be bumping around in there, or would it be packed tight? Would it have a pillow to support its head? She felt a little silly for wondering, but she had so many questions.

Already, some snow had settled on the coffin.

“People are starting to go inside,” Jack muttered, checking his watch. “The coffin was supposed to be inside before they got here. Great, we haven't even started and the timetable's getting all shot to pieces.”

“Are they going to take the lid off?” Elizabeth asked, watching as the coffin was carried into the church.

“What?” Jack looked down at her. “Oh, no, nothing like that.”

Elizabeth pursed her lips as she realized that she and her father would probably have to sit right at the front of the church, close to the coffin. More and more people were heading inside, and she could feel a strange tightening sensation in her chest as she thought about what the funeral service would actually be like. Part of her preferred not to go into the church at all, but then she reminded herself of everything her father had told her, and she realized once again that she had to be brave. She had to prove herself.

“Hey,” a voice said, and Elizabeth turned to see her mother's best friend Jacqui wandering over. “How are you doing there?” Jacqui asked, looking first at Jack, then at Elizabeth. “That's a very pretty bow you've got there.”

Not really knowing how to answer her, Elizabeth merely offered a smile.

“The coffin should have been here half an hour ago,” Jack said, sounding tense. “Or are people just really early?”

“A bit of both,” Jacqui told him. “Listen, it's fine, everything's going to go smoothly.”

“I told them to get here early, but -”

“Jack.” She put a hand on the side of his arm. “Everything's under control.”

“Are all these people thinking of coming to the house after?” he replied. “How do I let them know that it's only for close family and friends?”

“I've already put the word out,” Jacqui said calmly. “People know if they're coming or not.”

“But -”

“And it's going to be fine,” she added. “Everything's going to go to plan.”

He looked around for a moment, as if he was looking for somebody, but then he looked at the church again and Elizabeth realized that he was very nervous.

“Just breathe deep,” Jacqui continued, “and you'll get through this. We all will.”

“Thank you,” Jack replied, before leading Elizabeth up the steps. “I just don't want anything to go wrong today.”

“It won't,” Jacqui said, following them to the door, where they stopped for a moment. “Are you sure about what we discussed the other day?”

“Hmm?” He turned to her, and then he looked down at Elizabeth. He seemed to be lost in thought for a few seconds, and then he let go of his daughter's hand. “Yeah. Totally. I think it's for the best.”

Swallowing hard, Elizabeth looked through the open door and saw that most of the people were now sitting on the pews. The coffin was at the far end of the church, and flowers had been laid all around.

“Okay, sweetheart,” Jack said, leading Elizabeth away from the door a little and then crouching down in front of her, “you're going to wait out here with Jacqui. It'll only be for a little while.”

“What do you mean?” Elizabeth asked, looking at the door for a moment before turning to him.

“Well, I just think that going into the funeral might be a little too much for you. It's really for adults, and if you got upset in there then...”

His voice trailed off for a moment, and then he yet again took a moment to adjust her bow.

“You'll be fine out here,” he continued. “Jacqui's going to take really good care of you.”

“But -”

“It's for the best,” he added. “Elizabeth, don't make a scene. We talked about this earlier. You need to accept the decisions that I make. Please, don't make me regret letting you come today.”

She briefly considered asking him to change his mind, but then she realized that there was no point. She'd promised to behave, and she knew she had to keep that promise.

“We'll be okay,” Jacqui said, nudging Elizabeth's shoulder. “Won't we?”

Elizabeth knew she should nod, so she nodded, even though deep down she thought it was wrong for her not to be allowed into the church. She'd been so nervous about the funeral, but now she hated the idea that she wouldn't be in there at all.

“Okay, I'd better get inside,” Jack said, turning and hurrying through the door, as he adjusted his tie again. “I'll see you two very soon.”

“Hey, why don't we go and find somewhere to wait?” Jacqui asked, as she fished a pack of cigarettes from her bag. “I don't know about you, but my feet are killing me in these heels.”
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The muffled sound of hymn-singing and music could be heard coming from inside the church as Elizabeth carefully picked her way through the grass near the wall. She was looking down at a gutter that ran all the way around the exterior of the building. Not that she usually found gutters interesting, of course, but it was better than doing nothing at all. So far, the gutter was mostly just filled with snow.

Stopping at the corner, she turned to look back over at Jacqui, who was leaning against the wall and taking a drag from her second cigarette.

“You okay over there?” Jacqui called out.

Elizabeth nodded.

“Just make sure you stay inside the cemetery, okay? Don't wander off.”

“I won't,” Elizabeth replied, although her voice was low and she knew Jacqui probably hadn't been able to hear her.

As the hymn continued inside the church, Elizabeth turned and followed the gutter around the corner. Looking to her left, she could just about make out the back of her family's house beyond the cemetery's far wall, and then she stopped as she saw a snail on a nearby gravestone. Heading over to take a closer look, she saw that the snail had a few crisp flakes of snow on the top of its shell. Looking further down, she saw that the gravestone was covered in some kind of moss that had rendered the inscription completely illegible.

She reached out and ran a fingertip against the cold stone ridges where the words and numbers had once been, but even this didn't help her to make out any of the details. Whoever had been buried in the grave, their name on the gravestone had long since become impossible to read, although some hints definitely remained. She tried again to trace the letters with her fingertips, and after a moment she began to figure out what the name might have been.

“E,” she whispered, “B... E...”

Suddenly she spotted movement out of the corner of her eye. She looked to the right, just in time to see a boy duck down behind one of the other stones.

For a moment, Elizabeth wasn't quite sure how to react. She glanced around, but there was no sign of anyone else. When she looked back at the nearby stone, however, she realized she could just about make out part of a boot showing from its other side, which meant that there was definitely somebody hiding there. She hadn't seen any other children waiting outside for the funeral, but she figured that perhaps she wasn't the only one who'd been left to play in the cemetery while the service carried on inside. Perhaps, she figured, leaving children outside funerals was totally normal after all.

“Hello?” she called out finally. “I can see you.”

She waited, and after a few seconds the boot pulled out of sight.

“I know you're there,” Elizabeth continued. “Why don't you want to be seen?”

Again she waited, but this time there was no response at all. She glanced around again, and then she began to make her way toward the gravestone in question, trudging through the snow near the gutter before stopping at the stone and leaning over.

To her surprise, there was nobody there.

Furrowing her brow, she turned and looked around again. She was certain she'd seen the boy, and she was equally certain that he hadn't had a chance to run away and hide somewhere else. He seemed to have simply vanished into thin air, which she knew was impossible. She couldn't even see any footsteps in the snow. Stepping around the stone, she tried to work out where the boy might have gone, but then she heard a rustling sound and she turned to see him watching her from over by the wall of the church.

For a moment, she simply stared at him, and he stared back.

“Who are you?” she asked finally.

The boy looked around, as if he was worried about anybody else seeing them, and then he turned back to Elizabeth. Wearing an old, dirty white shirt and brown shorts, he was clearly around her age, although his clothing looked strangely old-fashioned. His pale face was smeared with some kind of dirt, and his straggly hair was almost down to his shoulders. He seemed a little hesitant, as if he hadn't really wanted to be seen, and perhaps also a little shy. After a few seconds, he took a step back and bumped against the wall of the church.

“Do you know my mother?” Elizabeth asked.

The boy continued to stare at her as snow drifted down between them.

“She was a teacher at one of the schools near here,” Elizabeth continued. “But only at a secondary school, and you look like you're about my age, so I don't think you've have been old enough to have been taught by her.”

She waited for a reply, and then she stepped around the gravestone and began to make her way toward the boy.

“My name's Elizabeth,” she said cautiously, “and -”

Before she could get another word out, the boy faded away.

Startled, Elizabeth stopped and looked at the spot where – just seconds earlier – he'd been standing. She hesitated, and then she reached her hands out and stepped forward, double-checking that the boy was really gone. She ran her hands through the air several times, checking the spot where the boy had been standing, just in case somehow she might feel him.

Heading over to the wall of the church itself, she felt the cold stones for a moment before turning to look the other way. Her mind was racing as she tried to work out exactly how the boy could keep appearing and disappearing in such an infuriating manner, but then she spotted him all the way over on the far side of the cemetery, watching her from behind the trailing branches of a tree. Now he was near the back wall of the old rectory.

“Hey!” she called out, setting off after him again, only to stop as she heard footsteps over her shoulder.

Turning, she saw Jacqui stepping into view, still smoking.

“Are you okay?” Jacqui asked, looking around. “Did I hear you talking to someone?”

“I was talking to him!” Elizabeth replied, turning and pointing toward the boy, only to see to her surprise that he'd once again vanished.

She looked all around, but the boy was nowhere to be seen.

“Who?” Jacqui asked.

“He was just here,” Elizabeth replied, before realizing that hymns were no longer being sung in the church. She turned to Jacqui again. “Is it over?”

“They're just about to come out, yeah.”

“Is it time to...” She paused for a moment. “Is it time to put the coffin in the ground?”

“That's not happening today, sweetheart,” Jacqui explained. “We're all going to go off to the crematorium near Malmeston, and there'll be a little reception there and a few other things'll happen, and then some of the guests will go home with you and your father. And then, some other day, a few of us will get together with the ashes and...”

Her voice trailed off, and then she took Elizabeth's hand.

“Well, we'll talk about that when the day comes,” she added, clearly struggling to hold back the tears that were glistening in her eyes. “For now, we need to go and get back into the car.”

“But there was a boy here,” Elizabeth said, letting Jacqui lead her away but looking over her shoulder, still trying to spot him somewhere. “I wasn't imagining it.”

“Why would I think you imagined it?”

“Because he -”

At the last moment, Elizabeth stopped herself. She didn't want to start talking about ghosts, because she knew that ghosts weren't real, but she couldn't help still looking out for any sign of the little boy. Only once she was back around at the front of the church did she turn and watch as her father and all the other people began to make their way out. A lot of people had tears in their eyes, and she could hear some of them talking about how the service had gone, but Elizabeth could only turn and look around one last time, still hoping to spot the boy. She figured he'd be easy to spot against the snow, but there was no sign of him at all.

All she saw were the old gravestones, and the names that had long since become impossible to read.
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​Chapter Four
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“These are the nicest cucumber sandwiches I've ever had,” a woman said as Elizabeth made her way across the lawn outside the crematorium. “I must find out what they've added to give them this tangy flavour.”

Spotting her grandmother sitting alone on a bench, sheltered beneath an awning, Elizabeth headed over to join her. She felt that nothing much had really happened since they'd arrived at the crematorium, and she wasn't quite sure what people were standing around waiting for. Most of the guests had drinks and some food, and they were all making small-talk, and some of them occasionally looked down at Elizabeth and smiled sadly, but she had to admit that she was feeling just a little bored. All she really understood was that somewhere inside the building, the body was being cremated, which meant it was being burned.
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