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By Wade Hunter

Foreword


Greetings, and thank you for your interest in this collection of short stories.

[image: image]




I wrote these over the last year, drawn deeper and deeper into the world of victorian horror, weaving them into the fabric of New Zealand itself. This place is haunted. Not just by ghosts, but by its history, its landscapes, its silences. There is something about the way the mist moves over the hills, the way the sea crashes against forgotten coastlines, the way old buildings seem to breathe in the dead of night.

Christchurch Gothica is my exploration of that atmosphere, that quiet unease that lingers beneath the surface of the everyday. Each story in this collection is born from that fascination, from the feeling that, sometimes, the past never truly leaves us, and that darkness—whether supernatural or psychological—is never far away.

So step inside, and welcome to a version of Christchurch that is a little stranger, a little darker, and perhaps, a little more comforting than you expected.
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The Sirens of Victoria Square
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Victoria Square was never empty. Even in the dead of night, when the wind howled through the skeletal remains of earthquake-wrecked buildings, something moved. Shadows pooled under the bridges, whispers curled like smoke through the statues, and the river black as ink under the pale moon carried more than just reflections.

Reuben had never believed in ghosts. Superstitions were for the weak-minded, the sort of people who needed fairy tales to make sense of an uncaring world. But that was before he found himself here, walking alone at midnight, the echoes of his footsteps swallowed by the city’s insatiable silence.

His breath fogged in the cold air as he passed the Queen Victoria statue. The bronze monarch stood eternal, her gaze impassive, but Reuben could have sworn she had turned her head ever so slightly. He stopped, staring at her rigid form. Just his imagination. The city did strange things to people at night.

The Avon murmured nearby, its voice liquid and restless. Reuben kept walking, following the curved path along the riverbank. His hands were jammed in his coat pockets, his thoughts thick with the weight of the past. Christchurch had always felt like a city haunted by more than just its own history. Every street bore scars, every building carried whispers of what it had lost.

And then he heard it. A voice, soft and singing.

Reuben turned sharply. The sound came from the water, drifting up through the damp air. It wasn’t in English, nor in any language he recognized. But it pulled at him, beckoning with a melody that curled around his ribs, pressed into his lungs.

He stepped closer to the river’s edge. The water shimmered, not just with the glow of the city lights but with something else, something deeper. Beneath the surface, figures moved—long and sinuous, their pale shapes shifting like mist. Reuben’s breath caught.

The song grew clearer.

It was beautiful. Haunting.

And hungry.

Reuben took another step, his foot nearly slipping on the damp stones. He should have felt afraid, should have turned and run, but instead, he was entranced. The water called, promising something he had lost. He didn’t know what it was, only that it ached inside him like an old wound reopening.

One of the figures rose from the river. A woman—no, not quite. Her face was human, but her skin gleamed like wet stone, and her eyes were deep, fathomless pools. Her hair floated around her, moving as if caught in some unseen current. She smiled, lips curling over teeth that were just a little too sharp.

Reuben’s heart pounded. His mind screamed at him to run, but his body betrayed him. He took another step forward.

The siren reached out.

Then—

A sharp gust of wind howled through the square, scattering leaves, breaking the spell. The woman’s face twisted into something ancient and terrible. She hissed, retreating back into the river with a flash of silver scales.

Reuben stumbled back, his breath ragged. The song faded. The water was still once more.

For the first time in his life, he believed in ghosts.

Reuben didn’t sleep that night. Even when he made it back to his apartment, locking the door and shutting the curtains, the song still curled at the edges of his mind. It had sunk into him, threading through his thoughts like ivy through old stone.

He sat at the kitchen table, a cup of untouched tea growing cold between his hands. The city outside was quiet, but he knew better now. Knew that beneath the surface, things stirred.
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