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THE STORY TOLD
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The cemetery lay in eerie stillness, the air thick with a sense of foreboding. The thin crescent moon cast a pale glow over the tombstones, their jagged edges jutting from the earth like gnashing teeth. Kevin Bradley could hear the distant murmur of the nearby creek, its gentle rhythm carrying on like a whispered conversation between restless spirits. With trepidation, he and his two friends, Lamont Harper and Dale Erickson, entered through the wrought iron gates, their shadows blending into the murky darkness. They were members of their secret society, known only as the R.I.P. Club, and they had come to explore the mysteries that lay within this ominous place.
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Kevin's heart raced with a mix of excitement and terror as he asked, his voice barely above a whisper, "Whose turn is it tonight?" Dale jabbed his elbow into Kevin's side, a silent reminder that it was his turn to tell a story. A promise made long ago in the cemetery under the full moonlight. But as they approached a lone figure perched atop a grave marker, the hairs on Kevin's neck stood on end and he trailed off in shock. The eerie boy, their age but with eyes dark pools of emptiness, dared them with his gaze - daring them to raise the dead once more.
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"Hey, man," Kevin's voice trembled as he called out, his heart thudding violently against his ribs. "What are you doing here?" The boy turned slowly, the dim light highlighting the hollows beneath his sunken eyes. "Just...visiting my parents," he said, his voice raspy and tinged with bitterness from years of neglect.
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Lamont's eyes narrowed; his voice laced with suspicion as he probed further. "Your parents? When did they die?" Seth's jaw clenched and his hands balled into fists at his side, the pain still fresh after all these years. "1967," he gritted out through gritted teeth, unable to look Lamont in the eye. The stone beneath him seemed to grow colder and harder, matching the ice in his heart. "I've always lived here," he declared, his words ringing with a hint of defiance and sorrow that had been ingrained in him since childhood.
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Kevin's voice trembles with unease as he interrupts, curiosity tinged with fear. "Which high school do you go to?" Seth's reply is barely audible, a quiet mumble almost lost in the shadowy room. "Broad River High School." A chill runs down Kevin's spine at the mention of the name, his friends exchanging worried glances. Memories of his parents' stories flood his mind – that school burned down in 1975, taking the lives of countless students and teachers. Fear grips their hearts as they realize they may be standing in the presence of a ghost from the past.

––––––––

[image: ]


Seth's nod was slow and deliberate, his eyes narrowed in grim determination. "I know," he said, his voice laced with a fiery fury. Kevin took a step closer, his eyes fixated on the gravestone ahead. It stood untouched by time or chisel, a jarring sight to behold. Dale mirrored Kevin's expression of bewilderment as they all realized the gravity of their situation.
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"Hey, where're you going?" Kevin shouted after Seth, his voice tinged with fear. But Seth paid no mind, his steps slow and deliberate as he marched towards the foreboding woods shrouded in darkness. The sound of crunching leaves echoed through the silence, filling Kevin's heart with dread. With each step, Seth's figure seemed to flicker like a ghost before finally dissolving into a thick mist that swallowed him whole. Kevin's breath caught in his throat as he stood frozen, unsure if what he just witnessed was real or a figment of his imagination in the eerie night air.
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Dale's words were cut off by Kevin's sudden movement, his feet magnetized towards the once blank gravestone. He traced his fingers over the letters deeply etched into the cold stone, feeling a chill run down his spine as he read the name aloud. "Seth Harris," he whispered, the weight of the engraved dates sinking in. "Born 1951 - Died 1967. Only 16 years old." The realization hit him like a punch to the gut and he could feel the darkness of Rivercliff, Indiana seeping into his bones.
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