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​**Welcome to Redwater** 

​

​Introducing the first inaugural anthology of haunting tales set both in the past and present of the town of Redwater. This collection delves deep into the shadows, revealing narratives that explore the darker sides of nature we choose to ignore and the mysteries that shroud this enigmatic town. Discover and uncover the many mysteries of Redwater...

​

​Story and Art by: Haviti Washington
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​An unfortunate day
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IT WAS POURING HARD today. 

The rain hammered down relentlessly today, drenching the streets and cloaking Redwater in a dismal gray. But this wasn't just another gloomy day for Charlie; it felt different—weightier. In the past month, a string of unsettling disappearances and brazen attacks had left the townsfolk in a state of simmering anxiety. Eyes turned to the sheriff, but his silence only deepened their distrust and fear. To make matters worse, just a week ago, her older brother—struggling with his own mental demons—had committed a crime that sent shockwaves through the community. Tension hung in the air, thickening with every drop of rain.

A break-in and presumed manslaughter, to be precise, at the Redwater National Museum.

Understanding the immense stress her father was facing, compounded by the challenges her brother Matthew dealt with in the police force, Charlie did everything she could to focus on the positives. It was a difficult task, especially as she battled her own worsening version of her mother’s lupus. Each day became a journey filled with ups and downs, and through it all, Charlie navigated her struggles with resilience and empathy.

Physically and mentally.

She struggled with persistent body aches and headaches, relying on numerous medications just to find some relief. Despite the heavy burden of her pain, she chose to keep her struggles hidden, not wanting to add to her father's worries during these challenging times in Redwater. Deep down, she believed that sharing her pain might only make things more difficult for him.

At least it was Charlie's birthday. She held onto the hope that this special day would bring a moment of reflection for her family and friends, allowing them to momentarily escape their everyday worries and focus on something meaningful together.

Hopefully...

“Pity it's raining today, Mom.” 

Charlie said, as they passed one of the park's overpasses, her head leaning on her arm as she looked out the car window. The raindrops trickled past as they drove up and up the winding road. 

”I would've liked for you guys to celebrate my birthday outside. I had a plan to set up piñatas and bouncing houses for Dad to enjoy. Been a while since he had a chance to swing the bat and let loose.”  

“Oh, Charlie.” Her mother giggled, one hand on the wheel, and relaxed back into her seat. ”The real pity is that you care too much for everyone else's happiness but your own. Even now, you worry about me and Dad instead of taking care of yourself.”

“I know how to take care of myself.” Charlie raised a brow, looking at her mother with a smirk. Tired-eyed and pale-skinned. ”It's just that after what's been going on between you two throughout these years, it's pretty much the only thing I've ever known at home. But I hope today will be different. For all of us.”

”No. It will be different. I promise.” Charlie’s mother patted her on her shoulder.

Charlie smiled softly.

”You know what Dad says about promises.”

”I know, I know.” Her mother replied, looking back at the road again. ”Still, we can at least try our best, right?”

”Right.” Charlie mocked. Making them both chuckle out of the conversation and sigh deeply. Looking out the window, the tired teen followed with her finger a raindrop outside the window. ”Mom...”

”What is it, Charlie?”

”You think Aaron wanted to do what he did? The whole break-in into the museum and stealing what he stole?”

There was a long pause between them.

”I don't know, Charlie. You know your brother was already disturbed. Dad and I tried our best to help him and get him help but in the end... ”

She paused again, her eyes closed.

”It just wasn't enough, sadly.”

”Did you talk to him recently, Mom? Aaron, I mean. About what happened and what he stole.”

“Yeah.” Her mother slowly said. ”Me and Dad did. We talked for a while but we were left with more questions than answers, I'm afraid. He went on and on about monster rising, ancient spirits warning him of dangers to come and the dead walking the Earth.”

”Dead walking the Earth? Like zombies?”

Her mother scoffed. ”Could be interpreted as many things, Charlie. Zombies are a stretch. As if there isn't any walking around now.”

Charlie cocked a brow in confusion.

”People, Charlie. People can be zombies too. Doesn't have to mean undead or supernatural at all. Blindly accepting anything that's put in front of them, questioning not once. That's one of the reasons why Dad and I homeschooled you all and gave you your own devices until way later.”

Charlie nodded understandably to her mother, not doubting but aware of what her mother was stating.

”And Dad? What does Dad think of what Aaron said and the world?”

Her mother shrugged at the question.

”Pretty much the same as me but he took it less well. Dad has taken a more grounded approach on matters. Especially now after all the attacks and murders going around Redwater. Even so, I understand your Dad on what he believes in. And for that, I followed him through hell and back without doubt.”

”And you're not worried about any of it?” Charlie asked cautiously.

“I try not to. But I trust Dad and so should you all. He thinks he and his team have a lead on something.”

”Which reminds me...” Charlie paused.

”Hmm?”

”What exactly did Aaron steal from the museum that night? You and Dad never told me that's why. Was it a gold treasure or something? Redwater is one of the only places in the world with never-before-seen alloys and crystals, all of them are up for display in the museum.”

Her mother sighed, using one of her hands to rub her left eye.

”As much as I would have wished for that, no, he didn't. He stole an old book, a diary from the town’s past that was displayed in the museum. If you asked me, it had a lot of nothing in it. Also, when Dad and Matthew arrived, they found Aaron there and....”

Charlie gasped, her brows furrowed.

”He killed three security guards who were on duty that night. He used uh...a weapon from one of the Potawatomi displays. We tried everything we could to defend him. Dad got the court to convict Aaron of manslaughter rather than murder. I still can't believe that Aaron could do something like—”

Charlie sat frozen in place, her heart racing as she watched her mother’s eyes shimmer with unshed tears. The air around them felt heavy with unspoken emotions, and the warmth of vulnerability enveloped the room. Her voice had trembled slightly when she mentioned it, and the sight of her struggling to hold back her emotions left Charlie utterly speechless.

”Potawatomi.” Charlie whispered. ”Isn't that the tribe you are descended from, Mom?”

”Yes, it is. You want to know what the worst part is? He said he wanted to kill those guards. My God, I could barely recognize him now. He's a completely different person.”

Charlie's mother sighed shakily.

”Mom?” Charlie said. ”It's going to be okay, Mom. Things will get better. One way or another. For all of us. That much I believe in and hope for in this world. To get better for all of us.”

She placed her hand on her mother's shoulder, feeling how relaxed she became from that.

”I hope so. God, I hope so, too. I love you, Charlie. WIth all my heart and soul, I will always love you.”

“I know, Mom. I love you-”

As Charlie peered into the creeping darkness ahead, something tall and ominous caught her eye in the midst of the night. A hulking figure loomed in the center of the road, its pale form stark against the shadows. Antlers, twisted and gnarled, jutted from its head, while wild strands of crackling hair cascaded down its legs like sinister tendrils. Its face, grotesquely elongated, resembled that of a horse, and deep black sockets hosted piercing red eyes that seemed to bore right into Charlie's soul, as if sensing her fear.

OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/image006.jpg





OEBPS/d2d_images/image009.jpg





