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Some ghosts never rest. Some secrets refuse to stay buried.

As Lisa delves deeper into the mystery of the remote cabin, the lines between past and present begin to blur. Visions flood her mind – fragments of a childhood trauma she’s long tried to forget. Something terrible happened at Lakehurst, and the truth is clawing its way back.

At the same time, Sheriff John Tench edges closer to the heart of Sobolton’s darkest secrets. Despite his skepticism, he can no longer deny that something supernatural is stalking the town. But who – or what – is pulling the strings? And how far is Joe Hicks willing to go to keep the truth buried?

Then there’s Little Miss Dead.

Her ghostly figure haunts the streets, her rage growing. The tragic girl who once suffered in silence now wants everyone to feel her pain. As the town teeters on the brink of revelation, Lisa and John must confront a terrible past before it consumes them all.

Electrification is a chilling new chapter in the Horrors of Sobolton series – a tale of reawakened trauma, relentless hauntings, and a reckoning long overdue.
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Chapter One
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Today...

“Well, it's... I don't exactly know what I'm looking at, but it certainly seems to be broken.”

Standing way out past the forest to the north of the town, Sheriff John Tench looked at the tangled mess of metal that lay on the grass. A dozen engineers were already inspecting the scene, trying to work out what could have caused so much damage and how it could be quickly repaired, while John had sought the advice of Abe Landseer, the technician who'd been sent out to oversee the recovery operation.

“I should warn you,” Abe muttered, “that this isn't going to be a quick fix.”

“How much longer will the town be without power?” John asked.

“A day, at least.”

“A day?” John replied, genuinely shocked by this revelation. “Are you sure it'll be that long?”

“We've got to erect a whole new pylon here,” Abe told him. “Usually that'd take even longer, but we've already got everything we need. You're new around here, aren't you?”

John nodded as he saw more emergency vehicles arriving on the scene, bumping their way along the dirt road that led through the forest and out into the clearing.

“This isn't the first time a pylon in the Sobolton Line has been damaged,” Abe explained. “It's not even the second. Seems to happen every decade or two. Something – and we're really not sure what, although we've got our suspicions – takes a periodic disliking to one of the pylons along this stretch and sets about whacking one of 'em down. This has been going on for as long as these pylons have been here.”

John turned and looked at the row of pylons that extended far off past the edge of the forest.

“You hear stories about what could do it,” Abe told him. “It's certainly no accident. Whatever attacks the pylons clearly intends to cause maximum damage.”

“What kind of equipment would be required?” John asked. “How many people would it take?”

“Someone with the right kind of vehicle could do it,” Abe opined. “Planning would be key. This kind of sabotage could be highly dangerous if done in the wrong way. You've got to understand, we're dealing with a hell of a lot of juice. There's enough electricity running along this network to fry a man until he's nothing more than a black mark on the ground. But this sabotage along here has been going on for so long, I can't help thinking that it's knowledge that has been passed from generation to generation.”

“You think there's some kind of organized resistance to the pylons?” John asked. “Why? Who could possibly object to... electricity?”

“Beats me,” Abe replied. “My job's just to fix it when it happens. I was part of the crew that dealt with the last sabotage, which must have been about twenty years ago. And back then I remember guys on the crew who talked about the previous time too. This particular line was put up around the time of the second war, and there's been trouble ever since. If you ask me, there's obviously someone around Sobolton – either in the town or in the forest – who really hasn't been happy about the pylons. They've been taking occasional potshots at them ever since.”

“Okay,” John said, “I'll see what I can find out. I'd appreciate it if your men could get the power turned back on as quickly as possible, though. We've got generators for essential services, but otherwise the town's in a bit of a mess without any power. And I don't think the situation's going to get any better.”

***
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“We've had people calling in all morning,” Tommy said as he followed John across the parking lot, heading toward the station. “They just keep asking the same questions over and over again, about when the power's coming back on.”

“All we can tell them is the truth,” John replied. “There are people out there working on the situation as quickly as they can. I'm expecting the power to be back late tonight or perhaps early tomorrow morning. At least this didn't happen back when we had all that snow or ice.”

“Do you think it could be something to do with cellphones?”

Reaching the bottom of the steps, John turned to him.

“I've got a cousin out in Utah,” Tommy continued, “and he says they're always having to deal with people smashing cellphone towers. It's to do with the waves, or the wires or the signals or something like that. I don't really understand, to be honest, but there are people out there who believe that the cellphone towers are somehow beaming stuff into their heads.”

“Well,” John said cautiously, “I don't know a great deal about that, but it's an electricity pylon that's been damaged, not a cellphone tower.”

“So it can't be the same thing?”

“I don't think so,” John said. “Still, I'm worried that whoever did this might strike again. Apparently the last act of sabotage against the power system was about two decades ago.”

“I remember that,” Tommy told him, before turning and looking over at the street. “It was eerie then, and it's eerie now. You don't realize how much of a hum there is in a place, not until that hum is gone. There's so much stuff that's always using up loads of power, and when they're all quiet...” He paused, and for a moment the two men simply stood and watched the row of stores opposite, and the diner a little further along. “It makes you realize how reliant you are on that sort of thing,” he added. “And how noisy the world usually is.”

“It's only temporary,” John pointed out. “The generators at the important sites should have no trouble keeping going for as long as they're needed. Obviously the lack of power is a setback and an inconvenience, but it's not like we've been knocked back to the Stone Ages. Not just yet.”

“Doctor Law's furious,” Tommy replied. “He keeps talking about cavemen and cannibalism, but to be honest I think he's just annoyed that he can't work the radio in his office.”

“Then he should get one of those wind-up radios that I've been hearing about,” John said with a faint, slightly amused smile, before turning and leading Tommy up the steps and through the station's front door. “There's no harm in being prepared.”

“I guess I just don't like realizing how vulnerable we all are,” Tommy admitted. “If the world beyond Sobolton suddenly stopped working, how long would we last? How would we get our food? How would we keep warm?”

They stopped at the desk, and Tommy turned to John.

“Did you hear that?” he asked.

“What?” John replied.

“Our footsteps.” Tommy turned and walked back to the doors and then over to John again. “They're kinda squeaky. You don't usually hear them because of all the electrical devices and stuff going on, but now it's so quiet...” He pushed a foot against one particular board on the floor. “This is a little bit loose,” he continued. “Do you hear? It's like we're living in a different world.”

“Think of it as a short vacation from how things usually are,” John replied. “Try to make it fun.”

“That's what I told Tracy and Josh,” Tommy admitted. “I think they don't really mind today, but if this drags on for much longer, a lot of people in Sobolton are going to start panicking.”

“Make a poster and stick it on the front door,” John said, “telling people that the power's coming back on tomorrow. I was just out at the site and I saw all the work that's going on, I'm absolutely certain that soon everything's going to be back to normal.” He sighed. “Of course, this had to happen just when I was making a possible breakthrough in the Little Miss Dead case. I was planning to really focus on that today.”

“Sir?” Carolyn said, making her way back to the desk from the filing cabinet in the corner, “someone arrived to see you just now. I think he's in the bathroom, but he seemed kind of... keen.”

“Did he give a name?” John replied.

“He was being a little evasive,” she explained. “I don't think he's dangerous or anything like that, but I definitely got a strange vibe. I'm pretty sure he knows you.”

Before John could reply, he heard the bathroom door opening. He turned to see a figure stepping out, and then he froze as soon as he spotted a very familiar face.

“Hey, Dad,” Nick Tench said, stepping just a few feet away with a hint of a smile. “Good to see you again. You know, you can be a very difficult man to track down.”
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Chapter Two
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Twenty years earlier...

Sitting at the table in her cramped little kitchen, Lisa stared at the solitary candle that flickered next to her closed laptop. With the power having been out for several hours now, she felt fairly sure that Sobolton was in the grip of one of its periodic blackouts, and she figured that the supply most likely wouldn't be restored until at least morning. She knew she should get some sleep, but at the same time her mind was racing.

“What did you want to hide from me?” she whispered, staring at the flickering flame.

“Well,” her father Rod's voice replied, “what do you think I wanted to hide from you?”

“You sent me away,” she reminded him. “You sent me to that awful place.”

“Was Lakehurst really so bad?”

“Dad -”

“It seemed like a nice old building to me. Pleasant grounds. Decent facilities. Plus the staff seemed nice and -”

“The staff were awful,” she said through gritted teeth. “At least half of them were complete psychopaths, they were way worse than any of the patients.”

She paused, thinking back to the long, high-ceilinged corridors of Lakehurst, and the cold room with a simple metal bed. There had been something almost prison-like about the place, and some of her fellow patients had been terrifying. The doctors and orderlies, however, had been very strict, and a shudder passed through her bones as she remembered some of the whispered ghost stories she'd heard about the place.

“So is this the plan now? Are you going to blame all your problems on other people?”

“I want to know why you sent me there,” she said firmly, “and what you were trying to get me to forget. It's coming back piece by piece, but I haven't got it all figured out just yet. I feel as if -”

Stopping, she thought about how exactly she could get her father to admit the truth. Finally, however, she realized that the whole conversation was pointless.

“You don't know,” she whispered, as the flame continued to flicker. “You're not really here. You're not a ghost, you're just a figment of my imagination. So you don't know anything that I don't already know, you're just a way for me to talk to myself. I just get the feeling that if I keep doing this, I'm going to obscure the truth even more. I need to push you away and focus on the memories that are just beneath the surface.” She took a deep breath as she accepted that any sense of her father was now gone. “I met Michael again,” she said softly. “I don't quite remember how, but...”

Her voice trailed off.

“It's coming back to me,” she added, as the candle flickered a little more brightly. “I met him not long after the first time. I think... I think he came back to find me.”

***
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1984...

A solitary candle sat flickering on the windowsill as Lisa stared out the window, watching the darkened garden.

“This is intolerable,” Rod said as he stormed through from the equally dark hallway. “How much longer is this stupid outage going to last? I had to cancel all my appointments today, and now it's looking like I might have to cancel everything tomorrow as well. How am I supposed to reschedule it all? I can't just magic up extra hours over the next few days. There are operations I'm supposed to be performing and examinations and test results to read and people to talk to. I can't live like this!”

“It's the same for everyone, Dad,” Lisa said, before looking down at the novel that so far hadn't really been holding her attention, even as the candle's light danced across the pages. “Why not take this opportunity to unwind? Didn't you hear me playing the piano earlier? I've taken this enforced break from modern technology as a chance to reconnect with a calmer world.”

“I'm going to the bar,” he said, turning and stomping back out to the hallway. “I'm going to reconnect with whatever they've got that's still cold.”

“Will they even be open?” she called after him.

“McGinty's never shuts,” he replied, and she could hear him slipping into his coat. “They didn't shut during any of the blizzards and they damn well won't shut now. Even if the pumps don't work, they'll have enough bottled beer to keep us all going, plus I'm sure there's a generator or two out the back of the place. Hopefully Joe's down there and he'll have some inside information about this whole mess. Lisa, stay here and don't go out for any reason, okay? I'm still angry about your last stunt and I'm absolutely not in the mood for any more nonsense.”

She opened her mouth to reply to him, but in that moment she heard the front door opening and then slamming shut again, followed by footsteps heading away from the house. Allowing herself the briefest of smiles, she couldn't help but feel that her father was overreacting. Sure, they'd had to eat sandwiches for dinner and they'd been forced to move everything out of the refrigerator and try to preserve it all in buckets of ice outside, but in general she felt that the blackout was actually pretty refreshing. She listened to the silence of the house and realized that this kind of peace was extremely precious.

She looked back down at the book again and read a few more lines, but she quickly told herself that she'd read these same lines three times already. Closing the book with a sigh, she looked at the cover image showing a scantily-clad woman in the arms of a fanged figure; she'd been reading a lot of vampire books lately, which made a change from ghosts and other creatures, but she just wasn't feeling this particular story. Reaching over to the table, she picked up a copy of a new series she'd been meaning to try, about ice folk living far off in Europe, and then as she flicked through the pages she lazily glanced out the window.

She froze as she saw that somewhere mixed in with the shadows on the far wall, she could just about see the shape of a person.

“Michael?” she whispered, getting to her feet and hurrying to the back door, then pushing it open and stepping into the garden, still limping on her injured ankle. “Is that you?”

She waited, and although she couldn't be certain, she felt increasingly sure that this shadow looked exactly like the shadow he'd cast on his last visit. The shadow moved, and she realized that he was making the shape of a dog's head with his hands; she watched as the shadow changed a little, and she saw that in fact the shape looked more like a wolf.

Suddenly the shadow wolf tilted its head and looked up, and Lisa heard a rather bad impression of a howling wolf. She couldn't help but laugh, and a moment later Michael stepped out of the shadows and into the moonlight.

“Still doing your shadow puppets?” she asked.

“Sorry,” he replied. “That one wasn't my best.”

“No, I liked it,” she told him, wanting to go over but feeling as if she should hold back, at least for now. The last thing she wanted was to seem too keen. “Why are you here?”

“I wanted to see whether you're alright.”

“You mean after you abandoned me in the forest?”

“I didn't abandon you in the -”

He stopped.

“Well, I see what you mean,” he continued. “I went to get help, actually.”

“And then you just didn't make it back,” she pointed out. “The wolves returned, though. I don't even know how I made it back to town. I think I must have struggled home and then I passed out.”

“Or somebody carried you.”

“Yes, but who could -”

In that moment, realizing what he meant, she couldn't help herself; she instinctively took a few steps forward onto the grass, and she had to really force herself not to run straight over to him.

“Did you?” she asked cautiously.

“Did I what?”

“Did you carry me all the way home?”

“Maybe.”

“And then you dumped me on the sidewalk?”

“I knew you were starting to wake up,” he replied, “and I didn't really want you to see me. I thought that would raise more questions that I could have answered at the time. I'm sorry, I know that sounds vague, but I can't really explain it properly. At least, not right now. I'm glad to see that you're okay, though.” He paused, before turning to walk away. “I'll leave you alone now.”

“Wait!” she called out, hurrying over to him and grabbing his arm, forcing him to stop. “Can I see you again?”

“I don't know if that's a good idea.”

“How about you let me make that decision?” she asked. “Relax, I'm not talking about a date or anything like that, I just think it'd be fun to hang out. Let's just keep away from wolves, okay?”

“You don't like them?”

“I think I've met more than my fair share for a while.”

Michael paused, clearly lost in thought, before nodding.

“Do you want to go for coffee?” she asked.

“Here?” he replied. “I mean... in town?”

“Isn't that where people usually go for coffee?” she continued, before sighing again. “But we don't know how long this blackout's going to last, so maybe it's not the best idea for tomorrow. We need to do something a little more low tech. How about meeting me tomorrow morning outside the town hall? I bet I can think of something fun by then.”

“I don't know,” he said cautiously. “I really just wanted to see that you're okay, and that your foot's fine, and -”

“Please?” she added, hating the pleading tone in her voice but unable to stop herself. “Come on, I'm not that annoying, am I? Can't we try to hang out at least once? Without wolves chasing us, I mean.”

He opened his mouth to reply, but he still hesitated as if he was genuinely having to give the idea some proper thought.

“Tomorrow at midday,” he agreed. “Outside the town hall.”

“Do you promise you'll be there?”

“I promise,” he replied. “But I should go now. Take care of your foot, or your ankle or whatever, and I'll see you soon.”

“It's kind of my foot and my ankle,” she told him as he turned and hurried away into the shadows, causing the bushes to briefly rustle before silence fell once more. “See you tomorrow, Michael. I'm really looking forward to it.”
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Chapter Three
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Today...

“Nice office,” Nick said as he stepped through the doorway and stopped to look around the room. “You're not doing too badly for yourself here in this little backwater town, huh? Looks like you've really landed on your feet, Dad.”

Walking past him, John immediately began to tidy up the papers on his desk, taking a moment to make sure that they were all hidden from sight.

“What are you working on?” Nick asked, heading over to join him and looking down at some of the documents. “Is it some big local case? Let me guess, did someone steal a shovel? Did a cat get stuck up in a tree? Is -”

Before he could finish, he spotted one of the autopsy photos showing the dead girl.

“Hey, is that -”

“This is all strictly confidential,” John said firmly, sliding the photo into a file so that it could no longer be seen. “I keep my office locked when I'm not here, but I forgot just now that this was on the desk when I opened the door for you. Please don't ask me about cases, because I can't talk about them.”

“But you've got something juicy, right?” Nick replied, stepping around to the other side of the desk and watching as his father continued to tidy the various items away. “So this Sobolton place seems... quaint. And kind of out in the middle of nowhere. Is that why you chose to come here? Did you want to get away from the rest of the world? Because when I arrived this morning and got to the motel, I found that the place doesn't even have any electricity. How rundown does a place have to be, to basically have no power at all?”

“There's an outage,” John replied, still not meeting his gaze.

“Evidently. But what -”

“I wasn't expecting a visit,” John added, finally looking at him. “You could have called to let me know you were coming.”

“You didn't exactly send me your new details,” Nick reminded him. “It took me a while to find you.”

“I would have gotten around to it,” John replied. “Things have just been... busy since I arrived here. I didn't have time yet.”

“Running around trying to solve murders, are you? Maybe this place isn't so different to New York after all. Did someone kill the little girl in that photo? What did they do to her? Did she get stabbed or -”

“What do you want, Nick?” John snapped, clearly struggling to control his anger.

The two men watched one another in silence, each seemingly frustrated by how the other was acting. Father and son had certain physical similarities, but their personalities couldn't have been more different. Even now, John was glaring at his only child as if he fully expected a complete apology for... something, while Nick was struggling to hide a laugh that was always beckoned forward in the presence of any kind of seriousness. Somehow, impossibly, this silence managed to stretch even longer in a room that remained devoid of the usual hum of modern life.

“Listen,” Nick said, “there's something I'd like to talk to you about. Can we meet later?”

“I'm very busy.”

“I came all this way,” Nick pointed out. “I tracked you down, which wasn't easy.”

“Fine,” John replied, “I'll meet you at the diner after work. It's across the street from here, you can't miss it. I can be there at six.”

“Six it is,” Nick said, before turning and heading to the door. “But let's meet at the bar instead. I saw a place a little way over called McGinty's, so I'll be there at six on the dot. I'm looking forward to it, Dad.”

“Shut the door as you leave,” John replied, already starting to rearrange the files again, determined to throw himself back into his work. He waited until he heard the door bump shut, and then he turned to make sure that his son was gone. Sighing, he leaned back in his chair and stared into space, trying to regain some sense of equilibrium.

He glanced over at his jacket, which was hanging near the door, and his gaze soon focused on one of the pockets.

***
[image: ]


“I mean, it's old,” Robert pointed out, as he held the scrap of fabric up to take a closer look. “It must be made from one of those damn plastics that never break down. If I had to guess, I'd say it was part of a coat or jacket of some sort.”

“That's exactly what I think it is,” John told him. “I know this isn't strictly part of your remit, but going through the usual channels would take too much time. Is there any chance you could slip it to someone and get them to run an analysis?”

“Sure,” Robert replied, lowering the piece of fabric and starting to slip it into an evidence bag, “but what exactly are you expecting to find?”

“I want to know everything about it,” John admitted. “I've had it for a while, to be honest I kept meaning to throw it out, but lately... I just think it might be worth a second look. Let's just say that the manner in which I found it has left me wondering whether I was led to it directly.”

“Care to make that statement even more vague?”

“I'm considering a lot of options,” John told him. “I'm... widening my scope.”

“Do you really think the little girl's name is Eloise?”

“You saw the tag,” John pointed out. “It fits perfectly.”

“I've never met anyone named Eloise in Sobolton,” Robert said, before furrowing his brow. “No, scratch that. Rod Sondnes was married to a girl from out of town with that name.”

“Rod Sondnes?” John replied. “Lisa's father?”

“Rod and Eloise both died a long while back,” Robert explained. “I don't remember Eloise too well, but I remember she seemed nice enough. I'm trying to remember where she actually moved here from, and how and why, but I just can't quite recall. I'm sure it doesn't matter.” He hesitated. “I've got to admit, it'd be nice to no longer have to refer to her as Little Miss Dead.”

“I've run a trace on the name,” John told him, “and I can't find any mention of a missing girl named Eloise who fits the bill. That doesn't necessarily mean it's wrong, though.”

“You think she might have been living off the grid?”

“It's possible,” John suggested.

He paused, thinking back to the moment when the dead little girl had appeared in his office. She'd been pointing toward the far end of the room, and at the time he'd assumed she was trying to get him to look at the bookshelves, but now he realized that his jacket might well have been nearby as well. He certainly had no intention of telling anyone about that encounter, mainly because he was worried he'd be seen as a lunatic, but he couldn't shake the sense that the girl had been trying to draw his attention to something. Was she in some way connected to the disappearance of Lisa Sondnes?

“John?”

“Hmm?”

“You looked like you were in a world of your own,” Robert continued. “Something wrong?”

“I'm just keen to get moving with this case.”

“And nothing else?” Now Robert hesitated for a moment. “I heard that you had a visitor earlier. Sorry, you know I hate to gossip, but Carolyn said someone from
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