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​Aiken

​31 Days.  One Journal.  No Escape.

​Prologue
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By:  C.F. Hayes - June 4, 2025

There are some places where the veil between life and death is thinner than others.  

––––––––
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The Amityville Horror house.  The Stanley Hotel.  Eastern State Penitentiary.
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And the old Post Office in Aiken South Carolina.
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Most people don’t know about the last one, but I do.
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My name is C.F. Hayes. I write about strange stories and lost souls.  Especially those hidden in the shadows of South Carolina’s history. I’ve spent years digging through forgotten tales, local legends, and dusty attics, always chasing the next chilling tale.
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This one found me...

––––––––
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My wife, youngest son, and I had gone to see Metallica in Atlanta.  On the drive back to Summerville, we stopped in Aiken, SC for lunch. 

––––––––
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If you haven’t been, Aiken is one of the classic southern towns. It has a great main street, tons of local shops and restaurants, and is overflowing with southern charm.  

––––––––
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We stopped and ate at Electric Eats on Lauren Street in Aiken.  The meal was fantastic, and the service was top-notch.  Afterwards, we decided to explore some of the shops on Laurens Street.  Conveniently, a few shops down there is Aiken Antique Mall.  

––––––––
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As a writer, I love to explore antique shops for collectibles, old books, maps, and sometimes even local stories.  On this particular trip, I happened to find something even more interesting.
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As we walked through the Aiken Antique Mall, there were tons of curiosities that I could spend hours crafting stories around.  As I was lost in thought, my wife called me over.  

––––––––
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As I approached I could see something in her hand, a leatherbound book with a bright red ribbon tied around it.
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She handed it to me and said “I think this may be exactly what you are looking for dear.”  I opened it briefly to see what it was.  A journal starting with a date of October 1, 1993.  My son was getting restless and wanted to get back on the road so I quickly approached the counter to pay for the book.  As I approached the counter an older woman with cloudy eyes and shaking hands said only this:
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“That belonged to a girl who worked at the old post office. I wouldn’t read it at night.”
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She let me have it for two dollars.
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Back home, I opened it. The handwriting was neat at first.  Disciplined, dated, methodical. It belonged to someone named Sara Clayborne, a new employee working at the Aiken Preservation Society in the basement of the Old Aiken Post Office.
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The first few entries felt harmless. Quiet observations. Odd sounds. Cold drafts. But as the pages turned and October unfolded, something changed.
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Her words began to spiral. Her sentences stuttered and stretched. And the shadows she described seemed to reach out of the paper, wrapping themselves around me as I read.
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This journal may be the final account of Sara Clayborne.
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I’ve copied it exactly as I found it. Nothing added. Nothing taken away.

––––––––
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What follows are her entries from October 1st through Halloween night.

––––––––
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You can decide for yourself whether you believe what she saw, what she heard, what she became.
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I’ll only say this:

––––––––
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If you ever visit downtown Aiken, and you happen to walk past the post office...

––––––––
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Don’t look up at the dome.

––––––––
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And for God’s sake... don’t go inside after dark.
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​Sara’s Journal

​October 1, 1993
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I’ve decided to start journaling. I always wanted to document my adult life.  Especially the beginning of it. Feels symbolic, right? A blank book. A clean page.

––––––––
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So here it is: October 1st. First day at my first real job.

––––––––
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I graduated from Winthrop University back in May.  The second graduating class of the Official University we always joked.  Before that it was just a “College”. I majored in Business Admin with a minor in accounting. Nerdy, I know.  Somehow I ended up getting my first job not truly in business or accounting but at the Aiken Historical Preservation Society.  You know, I’ve always loved old buildings and forgotten places. There's something sacred about them, like the walls remember.

––––––––
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This morning, I started work at the Society, which is headquartered in the old post office building in downtown Aiken, SC. It's this massive, imposing brick structure with arched windows, a large dome on top.  An excellent example of classical revival architecture.  It  kind of has... weight to it. You don’t just walk past it.  You feel like you’re being watched. But in a majestic, stately way.
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I met Angela, my supervisor. She’s soft-spoken but smart. Intense eyes. She gave me a tour of the building.  Wooden staircases, long echoey hallways, and then my little workspace in the basement.
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She said it was “peacefully forgotten.” I like that phrase. Makes me feel like I’ve found some secret corner of the past, all to myself.

––––––––
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The basement is colder than the rest of the building. Smells like old paper and rust. My office is tucked beside an ancient boiler, which grumbles like it’s alive. There’s one tiny window above my desk, but it’s been painted shut for years.

––––––––
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I spent the day unpacking boxes of old maps and postmaster records. A lot of letters too.  Some going back to the 1920s. I even found one addressed to a Senator Whitlow. No return address. Dated a year after he supposedly died. Kind of creepy, but probably just a clerical error.

––––––––
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Angela told me, in that offhand way people say things when they’re trying to seem casual, that some staff say the basement is haunted.

––––––––
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Apparently, the senator used the space as a private gym in the 50s and liked to work out alone down here. Some people have heard voices... counting, like someone lifting weights. Or footsteps when no one else is around.

––––––––
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I laughed it off, but I’ll admit it gave me chills. I’m sleeping in a new apartment tonight. New town, new job, new phase of life. And already I’m jotting down ghost stories like it’s second nature.

––––––––
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Still, I’m excited. I have a feeling this journal is going to be filled with amazing things.

––––––––
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Not everything that’s old is dead.

––––––––
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Some things just... linger.

––––––––

[image: ]


-Sara Clayborne
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​October 2, 1993
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Today felt like autumn for the first time. There’s that sweet bite in the air, like the season is slowly curling in on itself. I wore a cardigan and boots, which made me feel more official.  Like I was really settling into this new chapter.

––––––––
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I got to work early. Too early, probably. I didn’t sleep great last night.  New bed, new town, new ghosts of anxieties rattling in the closet. The apartment still smells like cardboard boxes and lemon cleaner.

––––––––
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I stopped at that tiny café on Laurens Street for a chai latte and then headed into the office. Downtown Aiken is charming in the way old southern towns always are, red brick sidewalks, antique stores with faded awnings, window displays with lace curtains and rusted typewriters. I should feel more at ease.

––––––––
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But there’s something about the post office building that keeps whispering at the back of my mind.

––––––––
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Today, I worked mostly alone. Angela had meetings upstairs, and I was left to catalog a stack of vintage postcards from the 1930s. Some of them are heartbreakingly beautiful. One showed the Aiken Trolley line in fall.  Golden leaves flaring along the tracks like fire. Another was written in beautiful cursive, addressed to someone named “Margaret W. Clayborne.” I don’t know why, but that last name made my skin prickle. Clayborne. Just like mine.

––––––––
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Coincidence, obviously. Still... odd.

––––––––
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I thought I was alone all morning. Around 10:15, I heard footsteps upstairs. Normal enough. The floors are old and creaky.  Every step sounds like a moan. But what made me pause was this: I was in the basement, and the footsteps were also coming from the ceiling... directly above my office. But that area above me? It isn’t a hallway. It’s the ceiling crawlspace that Angela told me about yesterday.  The one the postmaster used to crawl through, decades ago, to spy on his employees.
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I stopped what I was doing. Listened. The footsteps were deliberate. Slow. Pacing. Then... thud.  Like someone dropped to their knees above me. No voices. No pipes clanking. Just... the weight of someone moving. Watching.

––––––––
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I went upstairs to check... heart thumping like crazy. Angela was still in a meeting. No one else was on that level. She swore no one else had keys to the attic access hatch. She even said, “You’ll get used to the noises. This building has a memory.”

––––––––
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The rest of the day passed without anything else strange, though I kept feeling sudden drops in temperature.  Especially near the boiler room. At one point, I thought I saw my breath, like it was January instead of October. I even checked the thermostat, but nothing made sense. The rest of the basement was fine. Just that one corner near the rusted pipe. Cold enough to hurt my fingertips.

––––––––
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I tried to joke to Angela about it. “You sure Senator Whitlow isn’t working out again?” She gave me the tightest smile and didn’t respond. Just walked away. Weird.

––––––––
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Anyway, tonight I’m lighting candles at the apartment.  Playing cozy jazz.  Trying to write out the tension.  I’m sure it’s just nerves.
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Still... I think I’ll bring a space heater to the office tomorrow.

––––––––
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Just in case.

––––––––
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-Sara
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​October 3, 1993
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This morning started off better. I brought that little ceramic space heater I had at my apartment from college and set it up near my desk, pointed right at my feet. It hummed steadily while I sipped coffee and finished logging the postcard information on the ledger. It actually felt kind of nice.  Quiet. Peaceful.

––––––––
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Until it didn’t.

––––––––
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It was around noon when I decided to take my lunch outside. There’s this bench just across the street from the post office that faces the building.  Probably meant for people waiting on the bus, or maybe just to enjoy the view. The post office really is beautiful in a historic, slightly stern way. The brick façade and white coupla is weathered and noble, with tall arched windows and a beautiful keystone above the entrance that completes the classical look.  The cupola catches the sun just right in the early afternoon, amazing.
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I was halfway through a turkey sandwich when I noticed something odd.

––––––––
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There was a man standing on the ledge that circles the dome.

––––––––
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At first I thought maybe he was a maintenance guy or someone checking the flagpole.  But there was no truck.  No tools.  No harness.  He just stood there, barely visible... like a shadow wearing a coat.

––––––––

[image: ]


Then he stepped forward.
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Right.
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Off.
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[image: ]


The.
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Edge.
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I gasped and stood up, heart slamming against my ribs. I waited for the horrible sound of a body hitting the pavement. But it never came.

––––––––
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Nothing hit. Nothing moved. He just... vanished mid-air. Dissolved before he reached the street.

I swear to God.

––––––––
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I looked around. Nobody else saw it. There was a woman walking her dog across the street, a guy pushing a stroller, but they didn’t seem to notice anything. I felt crazy. My eyes were tearing up, partly from the sun, partly from the sudden adrenaline dump.

––––––––
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I crossed back to the office, craning my neck the whole way. No one was on the roof. Nothing. I even asked Angela about it when I got in.

––––––––
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“There’s no way anyone could be up there,” she said. “That access was sealed years ago. After the accident.”

––––––––
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I asked her what accident, but she just frowned and said, “You should read the building files. The public ones.”

––––––––

[image: ]


So, after work, I dug around in the back archive room and found an old manila folder labeled “Historical Incidents – 1940-1990.” Tucked inside were yellowed newspaper clippings, one from 1982. A man named Calvin Dent, a renovation worker, fell from the dome during repairs. Slipped on wet tile. Died instantly. The article said something about “unfortunate oversight and lack of modern safety protocols.”
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I closed the file and sat there, just staring at the grainy photo of the building. The same dome. The same arched windows. I wonder if he’s still falling.
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Tonight, I lit candles again. Wrote this with my door bolted and my lights on. I keep thinking about that exact second he disappeared. Like the air swallowed him.
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I told myself I’d journal the little moments of my adult life. I didn’t expect the little moments to stare back.

––––––––
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Something is wrong with that building. Something... old. Watching. I can feel it more each day.

––––––––
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And tomorrow is only my 4th day at this job.

––––––––
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God help me.

––––––––
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-Sara 
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​October 4, 1993
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This morning, I didn’t want to go in.
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I stood in front of my closet for ten minutes, holding a sweater and debating calling in sick. But it felt ridiculous. How do you say, “I think I saw a ghost falling off the roof, so I need a mental health day” on your fourth day of work?

––––––––
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So I went. And immediately regretted it.

––––––––
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When I got in, the basement already felt colder than usual.  My little heater struggled to keep up. I thought maybe the cold was just in my head until I touched my metal filing cabinet. It stung like dry ice.

––––––––
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Angela was upstairs when I arrived, so I had the entire lower floor to myself. I tried to work.  Really, I did. But by 9:45, I realized I’d been reading the same paragraph in a preservation report for ten minutes. I kept thinking I heard... something.
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Not footsteps exactly. Not voices. Just a low whisper, like someone talking through a wall. I turned off the heater to make sure it wasn’t the fan.

––––––––
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Still there.

––––––––
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Very faint. Just on the edge of hearing.

––––––––
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I walked around the office, holding my breath, trying to pinpoint the source. It was strongest by the back wall near the old furnace closet.  The same area where, according to the building files, they found bones when the boiler was replaced in 1986.

––––––––

[image: ]


That detail sat in my mind like a pit in my stomach.

––––––––
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I pressed my ear to the wall. I know how insane that sounds. But the whisper was definitely louder there. Still too quiet to make out words. Almost like a conversation being held underwater.
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