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About Haunted By The Past

William leaves the city behind to take refuge in a remote mansion. But he is haunted by the events that changed his life forever. 

As he tries to ignore the strange noises around the house, he worries what will happen when night falls...
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The fog curled around him as he walked, attempting to envelope him. On any other day, it wouldn’t bother him, but now...

Picking up the pace, he headed for the house, hoping to get inside before it got worse. It was eerily quiet out here, not even birdsong broke the silence. 

While he welcomed the escape, he did not like the lack of noise. With nothing to distract him, it left him alone with my own racing thoughts. Thoughts he wished to avoid.

The house loomed up out of the fog and he paused to take it in. He was lucky to get it on such short notice, but when they saw his offer, they were only too happy to allow him to rent it out for the month. 

I just need some time to rest and come to terms with what happened.

Clutching the handle of his suitcase tighter, he glanced around, almost expecting something to lurch out of the fog at him. A ridiculous notion, but after what happened back at home, it had made him jumpy. All he needed was to rest, kick back with a good brandy and collect his thoughts. This would pass.

Walking up to the house, he searched his pockets for the key. Setting the suitcase down, he patted my coat down. What had he done with it?

Somewhere in the distance, a fox screamed and he nearly jumped out of his skin. Taking a breath, he scanned the fog. What was it doing out at this time? It had to have been a fox, he had heard many of them at home, but this one sounded slightly different. Almost like a woman screaming, but different.

Enough foolishness, get inside the house.

He finally located the key and unlocked the door. Hurrying inside, he closed it and made sure to lock it. Nothing was getting in through there.

Feeling somewhat better, he turned and took in the house. A large foyer stretched out before him. To the right lay the sitting room, the left the parlor. The house was dimly lit as the shutters had been kept drawn to prevent thieves from looking inside. 

Before all of this, the dark had never bothered him, but now he had taken to keeping a candle lit by his bed at night. A childish act, but he needed something to soothe his frayed nerves. 

Leaving his suitcase by the stairs, he stepped into the sitting room and opened the drapes to let some light in. Due to the fog, it didn’t do much to break through the gloom, but it gave him enough light to start a fire. 

Once it was crackling away, he went in search of a drink. He discovered a bottle of brandy in a sideboard and poured a generous measure. 

Removing his coat, he settled down in a chair by the fire. A few sips into the brandy and he finally started to relax. 

Everything he saw must have been the product of a fertile imagination, nothing more. Ghosts did not exist. They only existed in stories designed to scare children. And he was not a child. 

A scream came from outside, closer than before. 

He jerked up, looking toward the window. Had the fox come up to the house? Perhaps it was sick or injured. That might explain why it was out. 

Curious, he got up and moved to the window. The fog was practically at the glass now. There was no hope of seeing the fox unless it was right under the window. Still, he leaned forward, trying to make out anything that might be out there.

A dark figure passed through the fog and he leaped back. That was no fox. It looked like a person. A woman to be exact. 

Spooked, he shut the drapes and moved back to the fire. It was just his imagination. 

And yet, he worried what would happen when night fell once more. 
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Two glasses of brandy later, he was half dozing in the chair, having once again convinced himself that he was merely hallucinating. He hadn’t slept in days, it was no wonder he was seeing things that weren’t there.

Once he had slept through the night, things would feel normal again. He would finish this glass and then retire to his room.

Though the thought of going up the stairs in the dark did pose a problem. There were plenty of candles available, even a candelabra, but still...

“You are a fool, William,” he muttered.

The last time he had been afraid of the dark was when he was a four years old. His father soon put paid to that foolish notion. He told him that he needed to prove he was a man, that there was nothing to be scared of. Only babies were scared of the dark. 

He imagined that babies did not mind the dark. They spent the first nine months of their life in it. It was when you were older, when you could imagine what might be lurking there that things changed. 

With a trembling hand, he knocked back the rest of the drink. Setting the glass on a side table, he stared at the flicking flames in the fireside. 

I need to get a grip. If that means staying here to sleep tonight then so be it. 

The heat of the fire was soothing and he was too exhausted to move anyway. 

Closing his eyes, he let his head fall forward. He would sleep for a little while and then he could make himself a meal.

A loud thump from above jerked him awake. Sitting up straight, he looked around, confused at what had made the sound.

He waited in silence to see if it came again. The only sound was the crackling of the fire and the ticking of the clock on the mantle.

Perhaps I was dreaming. 

That seemed like the most likely explanation. He had fallen into a dream and imagined the noise.

Letting out a breath, he settled back in the chair trying to get comfortable.

Just as sleep was about to take him again, he heard the distinct rap of knuckles against the door.

This time he was on his feet in a second, reaching for a weapon. His hand wrapped around the iron poker. Raising it over his head, he yelled out, "Who's there?" 

Silence.

Someone must be in the house, it was the only explanation. He inched toward the door, going over the possibilities in his mind.

A burglar? Children playing a prank? Something else.

Breathing hard, he arrived at the door. Every fibre of his being told him not to open the door, but he had to.

He had to know if someone had broken in. Or if he was losing his mind.

Keeping the poker at the ready, he used his free hand to grab the doorknob. 

I can do this.

Taking a breath, he yanked open the door. The hallway beyond lay empty. Stepping out, he looked up and down, but there was no one there.

Still spooked, he returned to the room and closed the door, needing the reassurance of a barrier between him and whatever may wish him harm.

You know who wishes you harm.

He tried to ignore the voice in his head. That had been his imagination.

And so must this. There was no one else here. He was alone.

So why did he feel like he was being watched?
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After a few hours of uneasy sleep, he got up and headed for the kitchen. The fog had not abated and the house was cast in shadow.

Moving swiftly, he tried not to look into any corners, keeping his gaze straight ahead. The realtor promised to leave some food in the kitchen for him until he could fetch something himself. 

Right now his grumbling stomach bothered him more than what might be waiting for him beyond the door. Since nothing had leaped out and attacked him, it further proved that there was nothing to worry about.

Stepping into the kitchen, he was glad to see that it was brighter in this room. The high windows let in the light but he could see that the fog was just as thick as it had been earlier.

A wall of gray existed just beyond the windows. He did his best to avoid looking at it after what he saw earlier on. Or rather what he thought he saw.

Checking the pantry, he discovered that the realtor had left him some bread, some marmalade and some crackers.

Hardly a gourmet meal but it would do to sate his hunger. 

He placed some bread on the plate and smeared it with marmalade. It brought back a memory that he’d rather not recall.

Ten years ago, Elizabeth came down with the flu and had to take her bed. The servants caught it too and it was up to him to tend to her. He had to make her some food and he chose to make her bread and jam. 

She laughed at the meal, but ate it all. They were so happy back then. So in love. But that quickly changed. 

He slammed the knife down on the counter. No, he wasn’t going to go there again.

He took the plate back to the other room, angry with himself. 

He reached the room again and glanced toward the staircase. Just for a moment he swore he saw someone standing on the stairs, but when he looked again there was no one there. 

Heaving a sigh, he went into the room and closed the door. This had to stop.

Taking a seat on the chair, he forced himself to eat, hoping that it would make him feel better.

The fire was starting to die a little and he set the plate aside to lean forward and stoke it.

For a moment, he wondered what would happen if he was unable to keep it lit. If he ran out of matches or candles for that matter. What would happen when the night set in?

It reminded him of something his grandmother said to him many years ago. She was telling him a scary story, a story that did not help his fear of the dark. She told him that restless spirits crave the dark. That when night fell that was when they struck. 

He glanced at the window. In a few hours it would be dark. 

What happens then?
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Thirteen candles. That was how many he had lit around the room.

An unlucky number but superstition didn’t really outweigh his fear at this moment. He needed the light.

Sticking close to the fire, he knew it was foolish to light them all at once. He should be lighting them one at a time. But the darker it got outside, the more spooked he became.

All he had to do was last until morning and then he would return to the city. This was a bad idea.

As he stared into the flames, he found himself thinking of Elizabeth. It was hard not to. She was the reason behind all of this. 

If only she hadn’t been so deceitful...

It started out as nothing. An argument. They didn’t do it often but Elizabeth liked to complain, especially toward the end. How many hours he worked. How long it took him to get home. About the lavish parties he insisted they attend.

The truth was she had become so argumentative that he often dallied on his way home. Stopping off at a tavern to have a drink. 

He had given her a good life, made sure she lived in the lap of luxury and yet she wasn’t happy.

She said he had changed, but he believed it was the other way around. She was once fun and carefree, but now all she wanted to do was control him.

He worked hard at the law firm, working his way up from clerk to one of the most respected barristers around. 

And if he had to take a few shortcuts at times, there was nothing wrong with that. According to Elizabeth there was. 

When she discovered what he had done early in his career, after snooping in his study, she insisted he be honest about it and take what was coming to him.

Why couldn’t she understand that if it wasn’t for him they could be living in the gutter? If he told anyone what he had done, he would have been removed from his job, and thrown in prison. But Elizabeth wouldn’t listen.

He lost his temper and struck her. She looked so hurt, shocked at the action, but he couldn’t take her arguing anymore.

That should have been the end of it. She should have left it alone. But instead, she tried to alert his boss. He caught her when she was trying to mail the letter. There was no reason for her to write to him so he knew that something was up. 

Snatching it from her, he tore it open, angered at the betrayal.

She started crying. Telling him that it was the right thing to do. The audacity of her to tell him what was the right thing to do. 

He tore the letter to shreds and stormed from the room.

As he contemplated how to deal with it, fate found a way of fixing the problem for him.

That night while they slept, a fire broke out. His initial reaction was to try and save Elizabeth. Of course it was. 

But when he rushed to the other room where she had been sleeping, he found her already on fire. It looked like a candle had been knocked over and the flame caught her nightdress. 

She kept screaming at him to help. True, the fire hadn’t spread at that point, but as he reached for a blanket to try and smother it, he realized that it was too dangerous to keep her around. She was never going to let this go.

The fire took hold of the room and he was choking on smoke at that point. 

He looked at her and said, “I’m sorry.”

Before he fled the house. 

He could still hear her screams but if he had stayed, he risked himself and she had already proven that she did not love him.

It was a necessary choice.

Of course he felt some guilt over it. But he knew he had made the right decision.

It was nothing more than a quirk of fate. And in the end, whether Elizabeth realized it or not, it was her or him.

Night fell and a wind picked up outside. It moved around the house, rattling the window panes. For a moment, he could swear that it sounded like a woman screaming.
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The bumping started not long after the sun set. A faint noise here and there from above him. 

He jumped at every one, clutching the poker. Not that it would do much if some vengeful spirit came for him.

It’s just the house settling.

That was a lie he found harder to buy as the night progressed. But he was safe in this room. As long as he stayed in the light, he’d be okay.

The candle on the table next to him sputtered out. 

Setting the poker aside, he snatched up the book of matches and struck one. Relighting the wick, he watched it take hold. What made it go out? There was no breeze. 

It’s just a fluke.

Then the candle on the mantle extinguished. He leaped up, striking another match. What was going on? 

Heart thumping wildly in his chest, he looked around, double checking he was alone. 

A third candle went out.

“No!” he cried.

He reached for another match only to find it was empty. In desperation, he snatched up the nearest candle and re-lit the one that went out.

Breathing hard, he watched as the one in his hand grew smaller, slowly going out. It was as though the oxygen was being sucked away.

Another went out, then another.

“Stop it!” he screamed.

There was a pregnant pause as though whatever was in here was considering the request. 

Then another candle snuffed out.

He ran frantically around the room, but each time, another candle would go out until only one remained.

He lifted it, trying to shield it with his body. This couldn’t be happening. Ghosts weren’t real.

The candle flame started to sputter as the fire dimmed too. In moments, he would be in total darkness.

“Please! I beg you, please stop.”

The candle flame flickered, then returned to normal. Was that what it wanted? For him to beg?

The thought angered him. How dare she toy with him. She brought this on herself.

“Enough, Elizabeth. No more games.”

A chill ran down his spine and he didn’t have to turn to know she was behind him. 

“William,” she rasped.

He turned slowly, trying to keep the candle lit. She stood just out of the reach of the light, cloaked in darkness. 

“What do you want?” he asked, hating the tremble in his voice.

“Vengeance.”

He let out a shaky breath. So she had come to kill him.

“You don’t have to do this. Elizabeth...I love you.”

The candle flame flickered wildly.

“Don't lie to me,” she spat out.

He hated not being able to see her face. What did she look like? Was she scarred from the flames? A hideous specter? 

“You did this,” he said. “If you had left things alone...”

“You had a man killed.”

“I had no choice. It was him or me.”

“As it was for me.”

He didn’t speak. It was the truth. But that didn’t give her the right to kill him. The fire had been an accident, not his fault. There was no way to know if he could have saved her. Even if he had, she would have been badly burned. 

“The fire killed you. Leave me be, spirit.”

The flame flickered again and he panicked.

She laughed coldly. So unlike the woman he fell for all those years ago. She was never cruel.

“Fool. Do you think that keeps you safe?”

He glared at her.

“I know the rules. Your kind thrives in darkness.”

She was silent a moment, then she lunged forward. He let out a scream, falling back over the chair.

The candle landed on him, igniting his shirt. He screamed, trying to bat out the flames.

Elizabeth hovered over him, her face twisted in a cruel smirk. She wasn’t burned, she looked perfect in death.

“Stories are just that. Now you get to feel my pain.”

He rolled off the chair, trying desperately to douse the flames, but they had spread up his sleeve.

Pain overwhelmed him and he dropped to the floor. The flames engulfed him and the room.

The last thing he saw was Elizabeth standing over him having gotten her revenge.

***
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“Oh goodness, that house is on fire,” George shouted rushing toward it. 

He had been coming down the lane on his way home when he saw the flames.

Flames had consumed half the house already, what if there was someone in there? 

He tried to get closer, but the smoke drove him back. Choking, he bent double, coughing onto his arm.

He looked up and just for a moment, he swore he saw a woman standing in the flames looking at him. He blinked and she was gone.

That was crazy. He must have imagined it.

​
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About Stay Out of The Basement

When her mom is hosptialized, Sarah goes to stay with her grandmother for a few weeks. The only rule – stay out of the basement.

Sarah has a problem with the dark, so she is happy to comply. But then she hears weird noises from behind the locked door.

What is her grandmother hiding?

“Stay out of the basement," that was the first words my grandmother said to me when I arrived to stay with her. 

When Mom had her accident, Grandma was the only one who could take me in. She lived three towns over in a run down house. I usually visited her a few times a year on the holidays, but I had never stayed over night - much less the two weeks I had to stay here while Mom was in hospital. 

“Sure, Grandma,” I said, casting a glance at the basement door in the corner of the kitchen. 

There was no way I would even consider going into the basement. I had a severe fear of the dark. A fear I wouldn’t admit to anyone. At fifteen, it was so dumb, but I had good reason. When I was nine, I crawled under the porch at home on a dare. It was pitch black and I got stuck. My friend ran off, leaving me there as I screamed for help. I lay for over an hour, though it felt a lot longer, screaming and listening to something scrabbling in the dark close to my face. 

I was shaking, waiting for something to scratch or chew my face off. Eventually my neighbor heard me and pulled me out. I’d been sleeping with a nightlight ever since, much to my shame. So no, there was no way I would go near it. 

Grandma motioned for me to take a seat at the table while she bustled across the room to the refrigerator. I dropped my bag on the floor and sat down. It had been a long bus ride here and I was tired. And scared. Mom had been in such bad shape. 

“Do you think Mom will be okay?” I asked. 

Grandma made a noise in the back of her throat as she removed a milk carton from the refrigerator. 

“She’ll be fine,” came her brusque reply. 

It surprised me. She was normally a lot more caring, hugging me and asking how I was, but when I had knocked on the door, she just stepped back to let me in without saying a word. 

She’s probably worried about Mom. 

I didn’t feel much like talking either. Actually I’d love a nap but it was still early. 

Grandma set a grass of milk on the table. 

“There’s cookies in the jar,” she said, then left the room.

A moment later, the TV turned on in the other room. 

Weird!

The jar was across the room. Some sugar was just what I needed. Getting up, I moved to the jar and fished out two chocolate chip cookies. As I turned away, I heard a scratching noise from the other side of the basement door. 

Freezing in place, I stared at the door, going right back under the porch in my mind. 

It’s probably just a rat. 

But I hated rats. They freaked me out. 

It can’t get to you. They can’t get through the door.

A moment later, the noise stopped and I let out a breath. 

Heading back to the table, I focused on my snack, trying to forget the noise of whatever was lurking in the dark basement.

***
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My grandmother’s strange behavior continued for the rest of the day. She spent most of it watching TV, only stopping to make us a microwave meal each. Grandma loved cooking. One of my earliest memories was coming here and being hit by the smell of something delicious cooking.

I kept glancing at her as we ate in silence. Perhaps she was ill. Or maybe she was too distressed about Mom. Although she hadn’t mentioned her all day.

“Maybe we can call Mom after dinner and check in,” I suggested as I shoved another forkful of crappy lasagna into my mouth. 

She didn’t even look up from her meal.

“Do what you want.”

There was no tone to it, it sounded more – apathetic. What was up with her?

“Gran, are you okay?”

This time she did look up at me. “I’m fine.”

She got to her feet, threw the half eaten meal in the trash and shuffled past me. 

“I’m going to bed. Don’t go near that basement.”

Tears pricked my eyes. Why was she being so cold? I needed her support right now and she didn’t seem to care. Pushing my own food away, I took a minute to pull myself together. 

Whatever this was, I couldn’t get upset over it. I needed to just get through this and hope that Mom was okay. 

I headed to my room, the tiny guest room at the back of the house, and sank onto the bed. Pulling out my phone, I dialed the hospital. Speaking to Mom would make me feel better.

After giving the nurse her name, she made a clucking noise.

“Oh I’m sorry, dear, she’s asleep. Try again tomorrow.”

“Oh, okay, I will. Thank you.”

I hung up, letting the tears finally fall. This sucked.

Curling up on the bed, I closed my eyes, hoping that things would be better tomorrow.

***

[image: ]


I woke in the middle of the night to the faint sound of crying. Confused, I sat up, wondering where I was. This wasn’t my room.

Then I remembered Mom and coming to Gran’s house.

But who is crying.

It had to be Gran. Now I felt bad. Maybe she had been holding back until she was alone. Of course she wouldn’t want to upset me.

With a sigh, I got up and moved down the hall to her room. I paused outside the door, but the noise had stopped. Did she hear me coming?

I didn’t want to bother her, so I made my way back to my room. We could talk in the morning. 

As I lay back down, I heard the faint sound of crying again. But there was no way that was coming from her room. It sounded strange like there was an echo to it.

Getting up, I looked out the window. There was no one around, it didn’t look like it was coming from out there.

I followed it and came to a vent in the corner of the room. It had been taped over, but the tape had come away on one side. I peeled it back further and the noise grew louder.

“What the hell?” I muttered.

Where did this vent lead? Now that I could hear it clearer, I realized that it sounded more like an animal whining than a person. Could some poor critter be trapped somewhere?

I couldn’t just go back to sleep and ignore it. The poor thing sounded terrified. Getting up, I grabbed my phone to use as a flashlight and slipped my feet into my boots.

It must have stepped into a trap or got caught on a fence. Probably a dog or something. As I made my way down the hall, I reached for the light switch, then stopped. I didn’t want to wake Gran up.

Swallowing hard, I kept moving through the darkness. As I got further from my room, the light grew dimmer.

Don’t be silly. There’s nothing to worry about. Just get to the kitchen and you can turn on the light.

The first tendrils of fear gripped me as I turned the corner and stepped into the living room. It was pitch black with the drapes closed.

Reaching out, I tried to find the light switch. Where was it? My sweaty hand ran up and down the wall in search of it. I thought for sure it was here.

My breathing quickened, then I remembered my phone.

“Idiot,” I muttered, quickly turning it on.

Shining it on the wall, I found the light switch. About three inches to the right of where my hand had been.

Shaking my head, I flipped it and the room lit up. I needed to stop losing my mind like this. The dark couldn’t hurt me. 

Moving through to the kitchen, I switched the light on there too. 

See, nothing to worry about.

Feeling dumb, I moved toward the back door. I was sure Gran had a floodlight out back, so I would be fine. 

As I passed the basement door, the noise came again. Only this time, I realized it was coming from the basement. 

Stopping dead, I stared at the door. Was something trapped down there?

Maybe I should wake Gran. Ask her to check.

I rolled my eyes. Sure, wake the old woman up out of a dead sleep when you could look yourself. This had to stop.

I thought of the vent in my room. It was above the basement, the sound must have traveled. But what was down there. Gran told me to stay out – was she keeping something down there?

The thought was ludicrous. She was hardly keeping a wild animal down there. Something must have gotten in and become trapped.

Reaching for the handle, I hoped I was wrong. That it was the wind or something, but I had to check. I couldn’t stand the idea of something suffering like that when I could do something about it.
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