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​Not Your Grandmother’s Bedtime Stories: Tales that Go Bump in the Night

This book is dedicated to everyone who has ever wanted to write, to everyone with a passion for creation. Never let anyone take your dreams away from you. Sometimes they are all that is worth living for.
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​Introduction
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When we are children we often have someone, whether it’s grandmother, mother, or even just a friend, who tells us stories meant to comfort us. Bedtime stories are an age-old concept that we’ve all heard of, if not told ourselves. The goal of a bedtime story, of course, is to reassure and make you feel safe. The stories in this collection have a very different purpose. Whether it’s a tale of mystery, mayhem, or murder, the tales cultivated here are meant to remove that comfort. Horror is a genre that makes some sleep with the light on, makes others lock themselves away and slip their head under the covers. It is my hope that you will read this collection piece by piece, unable to stop, and find that childhood comfort taken away. I’d like to think at least one person will have a few sleepless nights because of the words within these pages. Who knows? It could even be you.

This story hit me out of the blue while I was working on putting this collection together and I knew it simply had to go in. Mining and coal were always a staple of life, education, and culture growing up in Tazewell County. People from all walks of life had backgrounds or families raised on coal mining. The church where I got saved was built and founded by men who preached the word of God in the mines. It was and is a big part of my history, as is Native American culture. The rise in popularity of the topics used in horror tales of this caliber have led to a huge surge in people who know and study them, which makes my job as an author infinitely easier - but also infinitely harder. When a market is filled with material on a certain topic, you have to provide something others are not. I think this story does that. Be warned, however, you may never look at a mine the same way again.

​​
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​The Mine
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These mountains are dotted with mines from top to bottom. New ones that are giving many of these men and women a chance to make a living. Old ones that are dead and bottomed out, or sealed up and long forgotten. Kids know the ones that are safe to explore in and the ones that are best left alone, fear of falling down an old shaft into darkness never to be found again enough to tame even the wildest among us. Of all the ones in Tazewell County, though, none had the reputation of West Whistle. 

West Whistle Mine was our great tragedy, or so all us kids were told. Most places that thrive, or once thrived, on mining have their disaster story. West Whistle was ours. Driven straight into the heart of one of the widest mountains in the county, West Whistle started as a pet project by one of the no name miners who couldn’t stay on the company payroll. He stole some pickaxes and other tools and set to digging on some property his family owned until he actually struck a line of low grade lignite where everyone assumed there would be none. 

This got him some hefty investors and soon about 12 men had a real shaft going, the mountain’s support slowly being dug away by greed and wishful thinking. Naturally, before long, the worst happened. There was a collapse. My grandparents said the county shook from miles away as the shaft closed in on itself. No one knew how deep the collapse went, and back then there weren’t really easy ways to tell, but the miner’s father - who most people swear was an old, rich fool by the name of Duncan - was adamant his boy was still alive, somewhere in the heart of the mountain. 

No one would hear him out, of course. 

“With a quaker that bad,” my grandmother said, “ain’t but little chance of anyone survivin’.  And any who did would run out of air long before they coulda got pulled out.”

But that didn’t stop old man Duncan. He hired on a crew to drive a shaft - a professional one this time - into the mountain right next to the first one. That shaft quickly proved to be prosperous. Done with the right materials and equipment, a hearty vein of anthracite was found deeper in the rock, making all but old man Duncan lose sight of the real purpose of this shaft. They dug for the better part of a year, before naming the shaft after the way the wind whistled across the door on the West side of the mountain - a wailing whistle they said apparently sounded like the mountain itself screaming at them from the outside in. The mine was quickly prosperous, running tons of coal out of the thick vein they uncovered and making old man Duncan’s pockets that much fatter as he waited on something more. It was another few months before they broke through into an open space. 

The story, as the town’s elders always told it, was that old man Duncan had ordered to be told if the miners heard anything or found anything that might lead to finding his son. No one truly expected they would find anything, so the men were in shock at knocking a hole in the wall where there shouldn’t be an open space. Excitement got the better of them, or perhaps greed at what might lie in wait in the open space, and the miners quickly set to work widening the hole. Many people have speculated on what came through, with each story seeming more fantastic than the last to the youth hearing them from the elders of the town. Regardless of what it was, the few survivors of the event all agreed that something came into the mine from the chamber they discovered, which revealed itself to be a mine shaft where the broken bodies of the previous miners were. That’s all old man Duncan’s staff saw before the thing came in and started killing them. 

Naturally, things get a little muddy from there. The tale had undoubtedly grown over the years, with each generation adjusting it to meet their needs, but one thing was certain. Old man Duncan had gotten wind of what happened and closed the mine, deeming the whole thing cursed. There was no hope for his son or for anyone else that had met their fate in the would-be saving tunnel. He sealed the doors without any further explanation. 

“Of course we’ve heard the story, J,” my friends all said when I brought it up to them while we were sitting outside the school. “Who hasn’t?”

“So?” I couldn’t help but ask. 

“So what?” Bret asked me, annoyance in his eyes. I’ve gotten our friends into more than one scrape with my wild ideas, which is probably why my family never lets West Whistle get too far outside of my memory.

“We have to go, right?”

“No, Jess. We don’t,” my best friend Becka said. “Why would we?”

“Why not?”

“Seriously?” Bret asked. “You want to know why we shouldn’t go break down the doors of an abandoned massacre mine?”

“Come on, man,” I pushed. “Those stories are just bull. They just want to keep us from going into the old mines.”

“With good reason, Jessica,” Becka groaned, using my full name to get her point across. “Those places are death traps. Rotten beams, holes in the floors, who knows what leftover and rusted equipment or gas leaks or anything.”

“Becks,” I tried to reason, “be real. It’s just another hole in the mountain. Just like any of the caves.”

“Because we need that again,” Becka said.

I’ve led the group into more than a few caves in our time, and only once was there any trouble. Bret tried to crawl through a small space into what we assumed was an open room and ended up sliding into an underground pool. He yelled a lot, but it wasn’t deep and we found a way out pretty quick. They haven’t let me live it down, though. 

“What do you think, Tad?” I asked the fourth member of our group. Tad, ever the strong, silent type, had been fixated on his lunch and not much into the conversation. His dark eyes didn’t raise to meet mine like they usually did.

“I don’t know, Jess,” he said, his deep Native American voice sounding low and soothing. “You know, my dad’s land borders that mountain. I’ve heard some weird shit coming from there.”

“Like what?”

“I don’t know. Like howls and stuff. Screams almost.”

“Howls? In the woods?” I asked. “Oh no, Tad, it’s almost like there might be coyotes out there... besides, they named it West Whistle because of how the wind sounded.”

My sarcasm doesn’t amuse anyone. 

“Seriously, J,” Bret said. “I don’t know. We’ve done some crazy stuff before, but this is different.”

“How?” I asked. “It’s just another hole. Just another thing to help shake off the boredom around here.”

It usually doesn’t take me much grinding and teasing to get my friends on board with my plan, but this one is a little harder. They all grew up here in Tazewell, but I only moved here a few years ago. I spent summers here when I was a kid, but I officially moved here after my parents passed. The legends of this part of the Appalachian Mountains don’t weigh as heavily on me as they do on everyone else. Like always, however, I eventually get them to agree. That’s how, two days later, we find ourselves here, standing in front of the huge metal doors set into the mountain. The doors are shrouded in shadow, a low breeze blowing vines and weeds that are growing down from the top of the opening and up from the bottom, natural stalactites and stalagmites partially veiling the gateway into the mountain.

“Are we having fun yet?” I ask everyone, holding a big stick in one hand and a bottle of water in the other. 

“Oh, tons,” Becka says with a roll of her heavily made-up eyes. “Now we’re standing in front of some big gates with no way in.”

“Come on,” I say. “There’s always a way in, right?”

Tad doesn’t need me to look at him to know I’m talking about him. Despite being the one in our group with the least amount of trouble under his belt, Tad was the one with the most skill. He could always look at a place - especially one we shouldn’t necessarily be in - and find the way in. I assume this will be no different. 

I hear him sigh from my right. 

“You really want to do this, Jess?”

“Of course” I say. “Why not? It’s just a mine, man.”

Tad takes a few steps forward and looks at the heavy chains wrapped around the gates, chains that are driven into the stone of the mountainside itself. He wraps one hand around a post, showing me what I hadn’t noticed yet. Big metal posts stand on the outside of the mountain, making up the gates, but the entrance still looks too solid to me. Moving closer I realize why. Behind the metal gates stands a set of wooden doors. Rusty hinges are visible behind the weeds and vines growing around the outside of the doors. Tad looks up and down the doors, and then over his shoulder at me, his long hair blowing in the wind. 

“What do you think?” Bret says with a tone somewhere between hopeful and fearful. 

“This is iron, almost for sure,” Tad says, patting the lightly rusted metal.

“Well, crap,” Bret says. “How hard is it going to be to get inside?”

Tad pulls on one of the poles and it comes apart from the gates and leaving a gap between the bars. 

“No problem,” he says with a laugh. 

We all pitch in to pull two more bars off the gates to open a space for us to squeeze through. The rusted locks on the doors themselves prove a little more difficult to get through, though. Tad and Bret take turns hitting the doors with the bars until the lock cracks open with an audible snap. Rust and shards of wood rain down on us as the doors slowly open a little on their aged hinges with a groan.

“Now we’re in business,” I say, pulling my flashlight out and sending a beam of light through the doorway as the darkness inside the mountain threatens to take us over.

“Jess,” Becka says softly. “This really is crazy, you know.”

“Maybe it is” I say, clicking off my light and looking at her as if I’m having second thoughts, “but then again...”

I let my voice trail off as I dart into the mine. 

The darkness swallows me as Becka gasps, the light from outside doing nothing to penetrate the eeriness inside the mountain. I turn my flashlight back on and have to blink a few times to let my eyes adjust to the change. Inside the narrow shaft the walls are wet and dank, heavy air hanging around me. 

No breeze can be felt in the mine and my skin goes instantly clammy. I hear Becka make an annoyed sound in her throat before stomping in after me. 

“This is not funny, Jessica,” she pouts. “Ugh, it stinks in here.”

“Of course it does,” Bret says, slipping in carrying a broken piece of one of the bars from the gate. “This place has been closed up for like 70 years or more.”

Last in is Tad, carrying the other half of the broken bar Bret has. 

“Our fearless protectors,” I tease, shining my bright light on their makeshift weapons. 

“Well...” Bret says shyly, hitting the bar against a thick wooden beam. 

“What do you think is going to be in here, guys?” I ask. “You just said the place has been closed up for decades.”

“You never know what can be in the dark places of the mountains,” Tad says, sounding so much like his grandfather I can’t help but smile. The old man is always telling stories of horrors that his people encountered in the mountains when I go to Tad’s house while Tad’s mom tries to get her father to stop scaring everyone - meaning herself.

“Plus,” Bret says, drawing his arm back in his best baseball hitter stance, “we might find a diamond or a chunk of gold to knock out of the walls.”

He swings with all his might and hits the wooden beam with the iron bar. The whole mountain seems to shudder as the support beam groans in protest. 

“Don’t do that,” Becka and Tad both yell. The pair of them have each lost family members to cave-ins and mining accidents. Which I feel like a complete ass for forgetting until this moment. 

“Sorry,” Bret mumbles as the groaning sound echoes down the mine, coming back to us after a moment, sounding like an unearthly growl. 

“What was that?” whispers Becka fearfully, pointing her light around wildly. 

“Just an echo,” Bret assures her. “Calm down with that before you blind us all.”

“Are you sure it was just an echo?” Becka demands, pointing her light right at him. 

“What else could it be?” he asks, reaching out and pushing her light down to the floor. “That’s the only way in here, and it was barred up, Becks.”

Tad says nothing, but I see a strange look on his face, and he is fingering the bear claw necklace his grandfather gave him years ago. He always tells me it’s his protection, his talisman against anything that might threaten to hurt him in the mountains. It’s something I always laugh off, but there is a different feeling in this mine all of a sudden. The beam is still offering small creaks as the damp wood settles from its recent disturbance, but the echoes have died down. 

“Tad?” I say softly. “Is everything OK?”

“I don’t know,” he says. “That just freaked me out.”

“I’m sorry, man,” Bret says, putting a hand on his best friend’s shoulder.

“It’s OK,” Tad says, forcing a smile. “Let’s just not do that again, huh?”

“Sure,” Bret laughs. “Do we want to keep going or just hang around here. Either way we’re further in than anyone has been in our lifetime.”

“That’s true, I suppose,” Tad says. 

“I’m sorry, guys,” I say to Tad and Becka. “I honestly didn’t think about... you know.”

“It’s OK, Jess,” Becka says, her voice still a little tense. “This is just a weird place, you know?”

“Sure,” I say to her. “I mean, it’s pretty cool, just to say we’re here. We don’t have to go any further.”

I shine my light around to the walls, noticing again the dampness, the moss and mineral deposits that have built up over the years. I can barely hear the trickle of water through the rock coming from somewhere nearby. It’s nothing like the mines that are open for tours, but I guess those are much more official, and much more well maintained. Who knows what this random mountain contains. That thought spurs my heart onward, making me want to go on whether anyone else does or not, but I won’t leave my friends behind, especially not here. 

“What do you think, Bret?” Becka asks, grinning at him warily. It has been long established among our group that Bret tries hardest at putting on a brave face because some of my ideas terrify the daylights out of him.

“I’m up for anything,” he says, leaning heavily on the iron bar now, as if worried he might swing it again if he doesn’t secure it somehow. “You know me.”

We all laugh a little, and look around us, waiting for anyone to make a decision, but none of us are ready to do that. To my surprise it’s Tad that speaks up first.

“My grandfather has some crazy theories about what happened down here,” he begins. “I’ve grown up hearing those stories my whole life. I think it’s mainly to make sure I don’t fall in some old hole and break my back or something. Still, being here gives me some doubts.”

“Do you want to leave?” I ask. 

“No,” he says after a few seconds. “Like Bret said, no one has been in here. Those doors were locked tight. Let’s explore a little.”

Just like that, we are off. The beams of light from our strong LED bulbs bounce a little as we trek the uneven terrain of the tunnel floor, the moisture on the walls helping to reflect the light a little, but the darkness is still so thick we can’t see much. Fortunately the shaft is narrow. The marks of picks and hammers can be seen all around us, which Bret is going crazy over until he finds something different. 

“Look at these scratches,” he says, putting his fingers against one particularly deep gouge in ohe wall. “It doesn’t look much like the pickaxe marks everywhere else.”

Tad shines his light on the spot beside Bret’s and they both look. Becka and I step up behind them and look as well. The marks are definitely different from the strategic and even marks of the pickaxes we’ve been looking at. Somehow, rather than going up and down and hewing away the stone, these marks are horizontal and cut right into the rock. 

There are four marks, widely spread apart, about a foot in length. 

“It looks almost like somebody lost control of some kind of tool or something. It’s way too narrow and sharp-looking to be a pickaxe. Potentially a shovel, but why would someone swing a shovel at the wall four times like this?” Bret asks. 

Tad nods, and agrees with him. “It’s definitely weird. But who knows, maybe the answer is further in.”

He is still clasping hard at the bear claw with the same hand holding the iron bar, keeping the weapon across his body tightly as a result. I can’t believe I’m the only one who notices. 

Bret leads the way further in and it isn’t long before we come to another set of those strange scratches. Four marks, wide apart, a little longer this time, and going at an angle. 

“OK,” Becka says, being the first one to notice these, “there are more of those freaky scratches. This is just weird.”

Tad leans in and closely examines the marks, using his flashlight to send a beam of light up from the bottom of the marks and illuminating the inch-deep scratches one at a time. 

“Definitely weird,” he says after a moment, reaching forward and pulling something from one of the scratches. 

Shining my light on what he’s holding I realize it’s a patch of hair, not very long, and too old to determine the exact color, but it’s definitely hair. 

Tad, is that what I think?” I ask. 

“Some hair.”

“Hair?” Becka asks. “Ew, why would there be hair?”

“Who knows,” Bret says, shining his light on another set of marks in the other wall, “but there’s some here, too.”

I take a few steps forward and look at the hair Bret is pointing to. This patch is longer than the one Tad found, and it looks white. Whether it was always white or it has been bleached by the years and the dampness of the mine I can’t say, but it does not seem like a good sign. 

“Does anyone else think this is getting a little too weird?” I ask softly. 

“Well...” Tad says. “I don’t really know what to make of it. We don’t actually know the truth of what happened down here, do we? Just the random crap we’ve been told all our lives. Even grandfather’s story doesn’t make any sense.”

“What does he say happened?” Becka asks, looking at him wide-eyed. Of the four of us, she is the one who has been most affected by the old man’s stories over the years.

Tad looks at her, his hand still clasping the bear claw, iron bar leaned against the wall now. I can see he is trying to decide whether or not he will tell her the truth of his grandfather’s story. 

“Seriously, Tad,” Becka says. “What’s the story?”

“He tells me of a disaster that fell in the first mine. Duncan’s son dug too deep and caused a weakness. The shaft’s opening collapsed, but the back of the mine was still open. The men survived the collapse, and had little choice but to keep digging to try and find a way out.”

“Why didn’t they just dig their way out the way they came in?” Bret asks.

“The weakness. The mountain had already fallen once, moving those boulders and stones would just make it fall more,” Becka tells him. 

“Right,” Tad says. “They kept digging and trying to find a way out, but there was none. The men fell weaker, no food and little water leading them to fall into starvation and despair until they could no longer work. According to grandfather this is where things went the most wrong. Seeing no other option one of the men, he believes it was Duncan’s own son, did something that awoke an ancient spirit that my people fear above all others.”

“What did he ?” I ask.

“He ate the flesh of another man. Not only that, he killed the man so that his own life could last a bit longer.”

None of us spoke for a moment. 

“What did he awaken?” Bret asked. 

“We do not speak its name. Acknowledgement of the creature is said to bring it to awareness of your presence.”

“So how does that lead to what happened to the new mine? This mine.”

“Grandfather says Duncan’s team burrowed deep into the mountain and eventually their digging crossed into the other tunnel. Where the creature now dwelt.”

“So, what, they killed it?” Bret asked. 

“Not according to him. After consuming the flesh of the living, the darkness invades the body of the tainted host. From then on out the beast hungers for the flesh of living man. Once the miners broke into the other chamber and saw the dead men, the creature set its sights on them.”

“So what then?”

“The men did what they could to escape, sending word out to Duncan about what happened. The old man was never far away, so he came in and saw for himself, then ordered the doors to be closed. He covered the doors with iron to keep the evil trapped inside the mountain and no one has gone in since.”

OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg
N
NOT YOUR GRANDMOTHER'S BEDTIME STORIES:
Tﬂ!.;?TﬂﬂT GO BUMP IN THF NIGHT

N “‘;*
DAMEANMATHEWS





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/scene_break.png





