
        
            [image: cover]
        

    

 




PUBLISHED BY:

Darla Luke

Smashwords

 


The Haunted House of Thomas Creek

Copyright © 2010 by Darla Luke

 


Smashwords Edition License Notes

This ebook is licensed for your personal
enjoyment only. This ebook may not be re-sold or given away to
other people. If you would like to share this book with another
person, please purchase an additional copy for each person you
share it with. If you're reading this book and did not purchase it,
or it was not purchased for your use only, then you should return
to Smashwords.com and purchase your own copy. Thank you for
respecting the author's work.

* * * * *


 


THE HAUNTED HOUSE OF THOMAS CREEK

by Darla Luke

 


The once-grand two story mansion sat on a
knoll above the road as I rounded the bend on Thomas Creek Road.
Large. Imposing. It was charred and blackened along the dingy white
siding, like a well-used fireplace. Several main story windows were
shattered, with an air of neglect that gave her the look of a
soiled woman.

An imposing piece of black and yellow heavy
equipment with a long, snout-like appendage out the back sat next
to the grand old lady, looking as out of place as a hobo at a
wedding. The backhoe was a bleak reminder that time was running out
and I had to get in and out before the house was a pile of broken
dreams and memories.

Eagerness overrode years of ingrained caution
as I pulled the car into the weed-choked drive and parked near a
detached shed that sagged along one side as if drunk on the thought
that its glory days had all passed.

The engine ticked and cooled in the crisp
spring air as memories flashed on fast forward. I'd ridden my
bicycle passed this house many times as a child, always drawn to
the husk of a house no longer a home.

Over the years only the bravest high school
jocks would dare each other to spend the night – usually on
Halloween. None made it to see daylight stream through the dirty,
broken panes. They'd each come back to school with false teenage
bravado and tales of screams and the crackling of a fire eating the
main floor alive from the inside out.

Being the nerd in a school full of jocks and
farmers' kids was hard enough to fit in, so I never spoke of the
girl's face I'd seen in the upstairs window, fists clenched against
the glass as a blaze raged behind her. As a ten year old, the sight
had filled me with terror, almost felt like I was in there,
pleading to escape a long-dead flame.

But today, this wasn't just a walk down
memory lane. The infamous Thomas Creek Mansion was slated to be
torn down tomorrow, instead of preserved like the old gal deserved.
Hence my scramble to get permission to tour the place, to verify or
squash the rumors once and for all.



The view up close was just as imposing and
depressing as it was from the road. The grand old lady had delicate
gingerbread molding along her porch roof and balcony overlooking
the front lawn. I got out of the car and grabbed the duffle bag
with the equipment I'd borrowed from Rusty, a friend and fellow
paranormal enthusiast. The thought of this magnificent place
reduced to a pile of worthless sticks sent a wave of sadness
through me, threatening to swallow me whole.

Walking toward the house was fraught with
danger as I dodged broken bits of concrete, glass and bits of
rubbish littering the sidewalk. It took a lot of convincing to get
the demolition company to contact the current owner, Byron Thomas –
last living relative to the late Pearl Thomas - and hold off the
demo until I could clear my schedule enough to come down. As an
accountant for a small family-owned company, my days were filled
with numbers and facts. I didn't want to tell them the real reason
I just had to get inside, so I'd skillfully evaded the
question, if I say so myself.

Key in hand, I picked my way across a
solid-looking section of porch boards, adrenalin crashing through
my system like a heady drug.

When I researched the ghost sightings, old
Doc Prill, the nearest next door neighbor said, "Lots of folks
'round here say they've seen strange things goin' on in that
house."

The Thomas family and town founders
vehemently denied the rumors – not good for the town image,
probably - and I never dared to prove them wrong … until today.

Private Property – No Trespassing. The
red and white sign was plastered on the front door. The doorknob
looked shiny new, like someone cared what happened to the
long-abandoned structure. Unlocking it was easier than expected,
given the state of disrepair. As the backhoe in the side yard cast
a long shadow across the front porch, the irony wasn't lost on
me.

Stepping in the foyer, darkness closed in and
it was a long few heart-pounding minutes while my eyes adjusted to
the dim light. The massive oak door creaked shut on my heels,
bringing me back to my purpose for violating the sorrow and mystery
surrounding the house.

Skittering sounds, from at least three
different directions, sent chills down my spine and sparked the
urge to flee. For the first time since high school, I understood
why no one stayed the entire night. Just a person's imagination
would make the sounds bigger, scarier.

Animals. Garden variety rodents. Nothing
paranormal about their mad dash to hide from my intrusion.
Straightening my spine and my resolve to see this through, I
stepped further into the entry hall, trying to listen for anything
out of the ordinary over my thundering heart.

After taking several deep breaths, my eyes
adjusted enough to see in the weak light filtering through the
scum-coated front door glass. Just past the foyer was the formal
living room, judging by the different sizes of lumpy furniture
covered with dusty shrouds. Evidence of a life left behind, and a
tragedy time forgot.

Such a shame to think all of this rich
history reduced to rubble. Hopefully the owner planned to empty the
house first. A door on the left side of the foyer stood half open,
so I peered inside. Spying spindly furniture legs poking out from
under the dingy sheets, and a soot-coated flagstone fireplace
dominating one wall, I decided this was the formal parlor.

For a millisecond, I pictured a bygone era,
complete with a maid in a sharply pressed black dress with
requisite white ruffled apron. She would be pouring tea and serving
small crustless sandwiches for the matriarch, Pearl Thomas, in her
Sunday best as she sat around and chatted with her bejeweled
cronies.

Wishing I had brought my best friend, Rusty,
with me, it took longer than I thought to find the optimal place to
set up one small digital camera and a couple of borrowed 35mm
cameras. I checked and double checked that the battery levels on
the digital equipment was at maximum, and that all the equipment
was turned on and ready. I'd be damned if I missed an opportunity
of a lifetime because of equipment failure. The digital voice
recorder I'd borrowed from Rusty I held in one sweaty hand. If
anything paranormal spoke outside the range of my hearing, the
recorder should capture it. After covering this level, I would set
up everything upstairs.

On my favorite television show the
investigators work in pairs, or with an entire team. But this was a
personal quest to lay a ghost from my past to rest, forever. If I
captured a full-bodied apparition on camera, my family would
have to take my dream of becoming a paranormal investigator
seriously.

Not wanting to disturb the eerie silence, I
tiptoed across the foyer and turned to the door across from where
I'd entered. Pushing it open, I peered into the room as a cold
draft flowed slowly around my feet and spiked the hairs at the back
of my neck. With a click, I turned on the recorder and set it on
the massive, dust-coated dining table.

Exhilaration bubbled up like fine Champagne.
It was a soul deep buzz of adrenalin that working with numbers
didn't come close to giving me. To help debunk a haunting, or to be
able to explain the unexplainable to frightened home or business
owners, now that would be a thrill like no other.

"Hello? My name's Leanne Robson." One heart
beat, two heart beats. "What's your name?"

Another beat or two. "I'm not here to disturb
you. I just want to talk. Can you come out so I can see you?"

Silence. The pressure in the room shifted,
tickling the airs on my arms. "The little box on the table can hear
you."

Sometimes asking open-ended questions
provoked an EVP or Electronic Voice Phenomenon. "Is this your
house? Did you live here?"

Taking a deep breath to steady my hand – and
my emotions – I pretended to be the investigator I so desperately
wanted to be. "Did you die here?"

The series of lights blinked frantically on
the EMF meter I held, and damned if I didn't fumble it like it had
just turned red hot. I couldn't mess this opportunity up, the
chance wouldn't come around a second time.

With a death grip on the hard plastic box, I
waved the meter in the air. "This machine can sense you. Can you
make the lights blink again?"

The soft tinkling of the chandelier sounded
like wind chimes. A pleasant sound, but the gentle breeze drifting
across the floor wasn't enough to make heavy crystal move like
that. Before I registered another change of atmosphere, a voice
spoke behind me.
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