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Chapter One
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Every town has a history. Whether that be historically amazing or historically disturbing. Like my town, Cedar. Small town in Tennessee. It’s as interesting as it sounds, right? Far from it. The only interesting thing about our town is It’s down to only a few places. One is the old movie theatre that only shows black and white movies. My mom and dad introduced me to them when I was 10 and ever since I've made it a thing to go to the movies every weekend and watch one. A lot of the films are old horror movies. Like Psycho, Nosferatu: A Symphony of Horror, The Invisible Man, and The Creature from the Black Lagoon. Some of the ones I and my parents would watch would be silent, which were my favorite.

One of the other places was the water tower. Now I know what you are thinking, "What's so special about a water tower?" Well, I’ll tell you. Before all my friends left me for the "cool kids" we would go up to the very top of the water tower and bullshit about anything and everything. Now I do admit, in high school, around my senior year, my friends and I would go up there to drink and smoke a little. By little, I mean a lot. I never brought any of the stuff but that didn’t mean I wouldn’t do it. We used to have great times up there. There was never a time that I didn’t have fun. Sadly, in a short amount of time, they started to leave one by one. During it, I would go up there, alone, and just sit there. Drowning in my thoughts. That was the year of feeling like it was my fault, like I had run all my friends away from me. It was that year that I felt truly alone and sorry for myself. Enough sad shit, back to the most interesting places in Cedar.

Then there is the lake. People in our town only went on the weekends. Saying it wasn’t fun or something like that, it didn’t make sense. My grandma liked to say that the reason people don’t go anytime on the weekend was because of the scary stories. “Bad things happened their hon.” She would say. “If you were there, they would attack.” Honestly, it just sounded like something parents and grandparents would say to the kids to scare them into behaving. Though, funny enough, even though I am older now she never faltered in telling me to be careful. Other than the scary things she would tell me, we would go anyway. By we, I mean me and my only friend, Flint. He is my Shetland sheepdog. My grandma got him for me when I was 15 and I have had him ever since. To be honest, my mom and dad were truly angry at my grandma for a little while. I was not allowed to have pets in the house. I guess when they saw how much I loved him they just let it happen. He is around 6 years old now and still acts like he is a lap dog.

Anyways, back to the lake. We do not go very often anymore. Mostly because of my grandma's suspicion and the fact that even though summer is the time to go and swim, I burn very easily. Which sucks a lot. Also, because people I do not like being around go there very often. One of them being Marcie Price. Our very own "Popular girl". She is the worst, or I guess used to be. All she ever did to me in high school was bully and push me. She would trick me a lot, not small ones but cruel ones. Like for example there was that one time she tricked me into thinking she liked me, and I dumbly asked her out. It was a stupid idea, but I got slapped in the face by a big, fat "Why would I ever date a loser like you?" To say I got bullied even more after would be an understatement. Now don’t get me wrong, if it were not for that snobby-ass, holier than thou attitude towards everyone not in her group, she would be fine, but no, all that other shit just makes her ugly. Let me give you a good picture of her. Long blonde hair, tall, super smart, volunteers for every social event, and is the prettiest girl in Cedar High. She is the girl that walks past you and her perfume makes you want to follow her. Does that sound weird? The point is, she thinks she is almost perfect. If it were not for her ugly attitude, she could be.

Oh, and one last thing. The town's history. Remember when I said historically amazing or disturbing? Yes well, my town is in the historically disturbing category. When my grandmother was a child there was this group of people. These four men came in one day, did the unthinkable and shook the town. They were murdering kids. Out of the four men, three had a criminal history and bad pasts, some worse than others. 

My grandmother put it like this...          "Growing up was great, but unlike your generation. You were not told every second of every day to watch your back. To watch the tree line. To not walk this way or that way. To never stray from your path. That was how they would get you. One second, you are playing with your five friends, and suddenly, it is down to four. Now that is when the panic would set in. Be grateful they are gone now. Because it was absolute hell!"

That was when I was little. I used to think it was just my quirky grandma being disturbingly funny. Oh, how I was wrong. She was not. Not one bit.

As for me, my name is Alex Wright, and I am 21 years old. I have dark brown hair that is cut just above my eyes, a little spiky, and I have hazel eyes. In middle school I was that kid that thought that the Justin Bieber haircut was the way to go. That was a mistake. It became very annoying after a while. I had acne all through middle school which did not help, but the hair helped cover it most of the time. By the time high school rolled around the hair got shorter and the acne cleared up. I am about 5'11 flatfooted but if I wear boots you can count me at 6 feet. Use to, I would wear black, oversized, long-sleeved shirts everywhere I went. As a fashion choice. My young brain thought it was cool. It could be cold one day or smoldering hot another and I would still wear a long sleeve. Now that I am older, I have gotten out of that habit and started to wear actual colors. Hey, that was high school. Now, a lot of the kids have moved away, except a few. Like Marcie. She is still in town. She posts that she is going to college soon. Soon, it could mean anything. Do not get me wrong, I want her to go to college so I will not see her every day, being reminded of the way she treated me. On her Instagram she says she is waiting for call backs but when you sit at home and wait for them to contact you day and night, it is just going to eat at you like an illness.

For a while now, after high school, I got a job working at a diner that my mom has been working at for two years. Dad... we do not talk about my dad. He is not in the picture anymore. Ever since he and Mom got divorced everything has been rough. Besides that, Mom got promoted to manager not long after that and put in a good word for me to her boss. He is a family friend, and he gave me the job almost immediately at the age of 19. His name is Tony. He is a middle-aged guy, with a grey receding hairline, but his smile can warm any room. He is cool, he always has a saying for every situation. If you did not know he was from here you would think he is from a completely different world, with the way he talks and such. 

My mom is simply great. Always looking out for those who come into the diner. Her name is Linda, and she is the coolest mom ever. Easily. Mom has shoulder length brown hair, blue eyes that greet every customer like family. Everyone in town knows and loves my mom.

Two years later I am still working at the diner and every day I see the same people, and they greet me the same. Even Marcie comes in on the regular. Is it weird that I have remembered her order so that when she comes in every day, I have already got it ready for her? That is normal, right? Anyway, I would like to think that she is more pleasant. As strange as it sounds, I still like her. Leave it to me to hold a flame for the girl who bullied me in high school. Somehow, in all the years that I have worked here, only one person has caught on to the way I look at her. His name is Barry. He is an older man around his 70s, and he has come in every day at the same time for breakfast and coffee. After that, he would ask for a newspaper and another coffee and move to a window seat. He never failed in teasing me about how I liked Marcie. How my big puppy dog eyes were giving me away. He would tell me to get up, straighten my back and ask her out. But I would laugh and shake my head, declaring I had no attraction to her, and walk off, filling people's coffee cups. No, I do not have a crush. Just because she is beautiful, it does not mean I have a crush. I mean I would take her on a date, but it would be like two strangers on a friendly get-together. Two strangers, who went to high school together, who have disliked each other for years, who want nothing to do with each other...Okay maybe I do have one, but I am not going to do anything about it.

I started all my days the same. Wake up at six am, fall out of bed, shower, get dressed, then go to work. It was always the same. That did not mean I hated it. The people I worked with were the one thing I looked forward to. The way they would greet me as I walked in through the front doors. The nickname mom would give me, love, as I got ready for serving. That nickname never ceased to make me smile. Even my boss, who always called me Sonny, kid, or sometimes when he was in a particularly happy mood, he would call me Al. Just Al, obviously short for Alex, but it always gave me a boost of confidence for some unknown reason. Nevertheless, I had to do my job, even on the rare occasion of a slow day. Like now. Part of my job was to take out the trash. This usually would not be a problem, but when the trash itself is leaking through the bag, it is when it sucks. Do not be fooled, at times like these, the risk of getting runny eggs and grease all over me could be a possibility, so gloves were being used. Better to be safe than sorry. The bags themselves were not super heavy. They were what we would scrape the leftover food off in. They were not big bags, so I could just carry both bags of trash in one hand. As usual I would go outside and walk all the way around to the very back. When I got there, the dumpster was still in the same place as always and the only thing I could hear were the sounds of crickets. They were loud at this time of year. When I reached to grab the lid, I picked it up. But before I could fully investigate it, I heard something. This was not just some sound of an animal moving, it sounded as though someone was behind me. Walking around. I turned and I did not see anything at first. When I looked closer, I could see this black, misty-like shadow moving through the trees. Like it was a person walking aimlessly through the woods. I never believed in supernatural things. I was a hard skeptic, and usually, I would just brush things off as an animal or some natural occurrence. But this, this was not some natural phenomenon. This was something else. This was something evil. Shit! I sound crazy! Like all those old folks talking about ghosts and ghouls, I sounded just like...my grandma. I was not sure how I was seeing this, or if it was my mind playing tricks on me, but the feeling I got from this thing made me want to go inside. Made me want to shrink into myself and hide. I shook my head. No, this was ridiculous. I was acting crazy, there is no such thing. I turned my head, fully believing I had lost my mind. But when I looked back at the dumpster, I freaked. Red. Red everywhere, red on the dumpster, red on the ground, red on the wall. It was everywhere and I knew what it was. Just from the smell. It was a metallic smell, like a copper smell. Like what it smelled like after you cleaned a deer. The smell of old blood. That is when I realized, it was blood, actual blood. I do not know how long it took me to get inside, but I swear I was setting some kind of record. I cannot remember a lot of what happened. I try to forget it. But what I do remember is that I ran inside. Yelling and screaming at my mom that there was blood. All over the trash, the wall, and the ground. I remember mom telling me it was going to be ok, and that she would get Tony and they would check it out. When we all went out to check, that is when I went crazy. The blood was gone. All of it, I even moved the trash and flipped the lids up. I was so shocked and scared at the fact that everything I just saw was just gone. Like it never even happened.
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That was about a week or two ago and I still have flashbacks of that day. I am still scared to take out the trash, even at my own house. I am afraid I will lift the lid to the garbage and see blood. I was constantly checking my surroundings, hoping that the black misty shadow I saw would not be there. I have not seen it since, and I was hoping I never would. I was almost certain that if I told my grandma, she would tell me a story of how she saw it too. I did not want to tell her, but I had a feeling she already knew. My mom told her everything that was going on, even if it was not our business. I also started to see actual ghosts. No, I do not mean the same thing I saw behind the diner, I mean people. Actual people but only I can see them. It started at the lake. Two days after the incident. I had my dog, and we were in my truck. A red two door pickup. When we arrived, I put him on a leash like usual, it was a sunny day. The water seemed calm like it always was and there was not anyone there. We had been walking for what seemed like ten, fifteen minutes when out of know where I saw this girl. She seemed normal, except for what she was wearing. She was wearing a white sundress that hung just below her knees. Something that looked like it was from another time. She had long wavy brown hair tied up with a white ribbon. I could not see her face. The only thing that confused me was that she had no shoes. From what I can remember, the first sign you see when you enter the opening to the lake, warns you to not take your shoes off. That you should not, because of the possibility of getting broken beer bottle glass all in your feet. I remember looking at her and walking a bit closer. I remember greeting her and asking her name. I didn’t want to sound weird, but I asked why she didn’t have any shoes. She did not look at me. She did not seem to even hear me. I walked closer about six feet from her now and tried again. This time though she did look at me. She was beautiful, I could tell she was wearing a bit of makeup. She had red lipstick on and blush. She did not look to be older, she looked my age, but I had never seen her in town before or anywhere else. Before I could get another word out, she looked back out to the water. I looked down at my dog. I was confused; I had no idea how to handle this. She would not talk to me. Yet she recognized that I was talking to her. I had never seen her before. I did not want to come off as a creep. So, I looked back up to apologize but she was gone. As if she was never there. I was still so confused, but now for some unknown reason, I felt this overwhelming feeling of sadness. Like a sadness, I had experienced when my grandpa died. I felt like I was grieving over someone I had never met. That is when I fully believed, I met a ghost. That she was a ghost, and it settled in my heart, I now knew ghosts were real.
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