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Richard Kinners was a thirty something, recently divorced plumber. He had never been the religious kind, a spiritualist nor was he a believer of any kind of supernatural phenomena. He was simply a hardworking, run of the mill grafter, who believed in an honest day’s wage, for an honest day’s work. He adored his up until recently, wife of eight years although the past six or so, had been the toughest. Richard never stopped loving Sarah, but his often long absent working hours had not helped strengthen their marriage together. Neither had it helped to keep her faithful. Working as a plumber, went hand in hand with his helpful nature and so he often couldn’t help but come to the aid of some elderly dear or the clueless neighbour across the street. 

Sarah Kinners, formerly Sarah Brent, was not so helping. It was often said that opposites attract, and that was never truer than with their relationship. Unfortunately for Richard, however, her less than helpful nature never grew any better over the years. She was often bored, especially in the evenings. Whilst her husband would be out working late hours anywhere within a twenty-five-to-thirty-mile radius, she would finish her work as a dentistry clerk and spend her evenings bored. Around three years ago, rumours had spread on the street that she had been having an affair with someone she had met online. Around two years ago, Richard had come home one night to catch them both in the act, confirming the rumours as true.

And so as painful as it was to him, Richard filed for divorce and spent the last couple of years living in a one-bedroom apartment, not far from his old house in downtown Denver, Colorado. Even now, he had let her keep the house, even now he had given her courtesy that she was undeserving of. The day was a bright Saturday morning in April, and Richard had been thinking heavily of late. Thinking hard about the past, about the present and most importantly of all...about the future.

At around ten thirty AM, three hardened thumps came at the front door. Sarah opened it, still dressed in her pyjamas and dressing robe, with a discourteous look upon her face.

“Oh, it’s you. What do you want?” 

“Listen I’m, ah, sorry to come knocking like this but I have to discuss something with you, and I didn’t want to do it over the phone. May I come in?”

She paused for a long second, before stepping aside and leaving the door open for him.

Richard stepped inside with a forced and brief grin in one corner of his face. Things hadn’t been amicable for some time between them.

“So, what have you got to say?”

“Listen, I’ve been doing some thinking lately and this town, being around the neighbourhood still, it’s no good for either of us. I think it be best if I had a fresh start somewhere else.”

“I see” she said, her arms folded and minimal expression on her straight-laced face.

“What you gonna’ do about work?” 

“Well, being in the trade I expect there’d be no shortage of work wherever I go” he replied.

“I see. So when you leavin?”

“Jesus Christ Sarah, you could at least show some goddamn emotion for once in your life. I think I’d be doing us both a favour here” he sharply snapped back, feeling his emotions begin to rile at her stoic stance.

“Oh you’re doing me a favour? I see. Yeah, well to be honest, ‘Dick,’ I wouldn’t know the difference if you stayed or went. I never did!” She said, raising her voice.

Richard turned and looked out of the kitchen window, onto the back garden. He closed his eyes for a moment and took a deep breath.

“Listen Sarah, I wasn’t the one who was banging some guy half her age from Ohio. Jeez, I knew it was a mistake coming here.”

With his jacket still clenched in his right hand since he entered, he stormed his way back to the front door, turning the doorknob and opening it, letting in a sudden rush of air as he stopped and looked back over his shoulder.

“The divorce papers are finalised now, so I expect you won’t be hearing from me again or my solicitors.”

“Good. You stopped being a part of my life a long time ago, ever since you thought helping other people fix their goddamn pipes was more important than me!” she shouted, with the first show of emotion since he arrived.

Richard turned and looked her in the eye.

“Goodbye Sarah, I hope you find some happiness in your life. Though, I sense that first of all, you need to find it within yourself.”

Slamming the door shut behind him, he looked to the bright blue, clear sky of the day and took in another deep breath. It was as though a sudden heavy weight had lifted from off of his shoulders, the dawning of a new chapter in his life perhaps.

Later that day around eight, Richard was taking in the pleasant early evening sky, as the sun started its descent on what appeared to be a beautiful clear night sky ahead. He had invited his long-time friend Ben over for drinks.

“Well I ain’t surprised she took it poorly; bitch was never happy. I’m tellin ya buddy, you were better off without her the minute I laid eyes on her!”

“Ha, well thanks for letting me know sooner eh?” Richard chuckled, as he slugged back his beer can on the balcony of his small apartment.

“I did! C’mon now, you knew I never liked her. I’m sure I musta told you a hundred times to ditch her. Anyway, that’s all-old news now I guess. You can finally move on” Ben said as he lifted his can from a small table beside his chair, overlooking the evenings sunset.

Richard gazed out to it thoughtfully, as though looking into a new future.

“So you said you have an announcement you wanna tell me, so...was that it?” 

“Well sort of. It kinda leads to my next bit of news I guess. I’m leaving town, tomorrow in fact. I wanted to slip away as quietly as I can from town, minimal fuss, and all that. Ya know.”

Ben pushed his head back into his chairs headrest, pulling a frowned and confused face.

“What? Tomorrow? Leaving to go where? What am I gonna do without my old buddy to drink beer with at the weekends and chat shit with?” he asked.

“Listen, we can still catch up and talk shit at the weekends, I won’t be moving far, just a couple of hours up the road or so. You know me, I can find work anywhere and there’s just too many bad memories around here for me” Richard replied, trying to ease the bad news to his friend with a warm, friendly smile.

“Goddammit! Well that’s ruined my night! So where is it your moving to exactly anyway? I need to know where to bring the beers to and all that.”

“Well I asked around a few realtors, and a few of them told me about a sleepy old town called ‘Elder Creek.’ Apparently the property prices there are pretty low, and the age range is fairly old. A perfect place for a plumber to lay low for a while and get plenty of easy work huh? Genius or what?” Richard joked.

“Well I can’t say I ain’t pissed at ya for leaving me here, but I guess I understand why your leaving.” Ben stood up, walked over to his friend, and patted him on the shoulder.

“But you’re buying the beers next time!”

Sunday morning soon came around, and Richard had already packed most of his belongings into his truck in the days prior. In fact, he didn’t have very much left to his name at all after the divorce. Then again, he never needed much other than some clothes, a few sentimental belongings, and his work tools. He always packed light and believed that his money was better off tucked in the bank, ready for a rainy day. 

As he left the driveway outside his old one bed apartment for the final time, he stopped, wound down his driver side window and took one last look down Beck Rd. Certainly a road of memories, if nothing else.

“So long...” he muttered under his breath, before pulling away and heading North. 

The journey North towards Elder Creek was a boring one. The scenery was nice enough, vast hills and lush fields but he found the further he travelled, the less people seemed to be around on the roads. Wasn’t necessarily a bad thing, he just couldn’t wait to get there now and start fresh, get his face in front of people. Richard never liked the sound of his own voice for too long, and singing along to the radio would only entertain him for so long. 

“Well old girl, looks like it’s time for a drink. I think I just saw a sign that said gas station in five miles. Should have plenty enough to get us there, huh” he mumbled to himself.

As he brought the lightly packed flatbed truck into a run-down looking gas station, he pulled up to the one pump available and yanked on the hand brake. Stepping out the truck, he took a look around his entire surroundings from left to right before settling his gaze onto the worn-down old gas pump in front of him. Upon close inspection, it seemed almost disused and mostly green with moss and dirt, barely making visible the actual price.

Nevertheless, he picked up the pump’s handle, slotted it into the truck and to his surprise it began to churn away as it pumped fuel into the truck.

“Hmph” he muttered to himself.

After it finished filling up enough miles for the rest of the journey, Richard slotted away the pump back into its holder and walked over into the stations main entrance doors. A ‘ching’ sound rattled overhead, alerting the front desk attendant to his presence. An older man, possibly in his sixties, walked over to serve with a slight limp as he straightened his cap and stroked his stubbled face.

“Lemme see there, that’ll be eighty bucks and fifty-six cents.”

“Say, you couldn’t grab me a water to go with that as well please, could you?” Richard replied.

“Sure, sure. You er, off to anywhere interesting? Business is pretty quiet around these parts, don’t get many visitors heh” the old man chuckled as he walked to the fridge behind the counter.

“That so? Well actually I’m in the midst of moving house. Headed up north from Denver.”

“Oh? Where to? Wyoming, Buffalo? Or maybe even further?”

“Well actually, a little beyond there. A small town called Elder Creek. Heard of it?” asked Richard, opening his wallet to pay.

The old man stood still a moment, one hand on the cold bottle of spring water in the fridge, and the door still held open in his other hand. Slowly, he resumed picking up the bottle and carefully closed the door shut. Walking back to the desk, he adjusted his cap and licked his lips, a sudden change of look on his face from a casual expression to one of trepidation.

“You er, you alright mister?” asked Richard.

“Yes. It’s just that, that town has a strange reputation. Full of strange people. Surely you’ve heard of the weird stories coming out of there?”

Richard puckered his lips, his eyes pointing to the corner of his eye lids in thought.

“Hmm. Nope. The realtors never said anything. I wasn’t too fussy to be honest with you, I saw some pictures online and thought it would do me, for my simple purposes. What sort of weird things, exactly? 

The man loosened his short collar and pulled up the waist of his jeans slightly, licking his lips once more.

“Well I don’t mean to scare ya mister, but there been several former residents die there, and under strange circumstances no less. They say because it’s near an old Cheyenne Indian reservation and that its haunted, or some such.”

Richard slowly smiled, before letting out a snigger.

“Sorry sir, but I don’t believe in ghost stories. I’m sure I will be fine. Here you go” he said handing over the cash as he collected his bottle of water. 

The attendant took the cash and said no more. Merely staring at Richard with a continued look of worry. Richard had now made up his mind about the man. He was probably just some old, crazed loon who spent too much time alone here, making up stories in his head or exaggerating the truth. Richard knew the sort; in his line of work he’d met plenty of eccentric types before.

“Keep the change!” he shouted, as he left again. ‘Ching!’ 

Getting back into his truck, he smiled and shook his head as he heard the ‘vroom’ of the engine starting once more.

“Haunted, ha. Oh dear. I love those types; it’s like Halloween for them all year around!”

The tyres made a screech as he pulled away with speed, The attendant merely stared from his window, watching him pull away. His look of concern hadn’t let up.

Another couple of hours had passed by before Richard finally saw a withered looking street sign, noting that ‘Elder Creek’ was five miles away now. He mopped his brow, the drive making him grow evermore tired and the turn in the weather from bright sun to overcast clouds with rain, didn’t help his mood either. Eventually, he took the turning off the highway and entered a slim road through some wilted trees. Now he could begin to see where the haunted stories came from. It was as though he was driving through a haunted forest from the movies, before he’d even entered into the town. Exiting out the other end after half a minute or so, he was finally greeted with his new home. A small rural town, with an aesthetic from the seventies. 

‘Elder Creek welcomes safe drivers’ the entrance sign said. His sat nav directed him two streets along the main town road, to ‘Cleaverbrook avenue,’ where he would be moving into number thirty-five. Pulling up in front of the house, a clear though slightly crumbled driveway welcomed his truck next to the old yet spacious looking house that he would now be calling home.

As he turned off the ignition and exited the truck, engaging in a big stretch and yawn, Richard then proceeded to survey his surroundings. 

“Wow, it really does look like sleepy hollow around here. Nice and quiet, this will do nicely” he thought to himself.

Not much sign of life appeared on the street at present, other than a few curtain twitchers across the street trying to get a look at the new boy in town. Without further ado, he took out the key he had been given and approached the front door. He inserted it, turned, and pushed open the door. A creek echoed, which he somewhat thought amusingly went well with the towns namesake. Stepping through the front door he took a look around. Immediately entering, one was greeted with a hallway decorated with old fashioned wallpaper, a mirror, and an armchair in the corner. Whoever the previous owners were, they seemed to have left behind quite a few items. Walking to the end of the hallway, a door opened into what would be the main living area complete with an open kitchen, bar area and doors off from the room into several other smaller rooms. The house was all on one floor, yet for its age it seemed a generous size. 

A few trinkets and utensils were still littered about the kitchen, and two old couches still remained behind in the living room. Though they too, seemed somewhat dated by modern standards. No tv was present but various other storage cabinets yet remained, albeit dusty ones.

He also briefly checked out the other bedrooms and bathroom off from the main
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