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  Praise for THE HAUNTINGS BACK HOME


“There’s no escaping the places that made you, and nobody knows it better than Rebecca Cuthbert. In THE HAUNTINGS BACK HOME, Cuthbert wastes no time in hammering you with the classics: sea-monsters, murder, revenge, and ghosts. The metaphorical ghosts that haunt us all—grief, regret, agony, guilt—but also literal ghosts. A lot of ghosts.”
—Christopher O’Halloran, author of PUSHING DAISY


“A collection that should adorn the shelves of any fan of horror literature, THE HAUNTINGS BACK HOME is a testament to Cuthbert’s mastery of the ghost story.” 
—Moaner Lawrence, author of “Bad Newes from New England,” “The Great American Nightmare,” “Beholden,” and more.


“Cuthbert has done it again with this surprising and innovative small-town folk horror collection! THE HAUNTINGS BACK HOME is chock full of wonderfully evocative tales of the ghosts in the bathroom, in an old abandoned pool, or a fjord, plus sex workers’ spirits from another time, and persistent first wives and mothers-in-law. I absolutely loved these fresh, creepy tales!”
—Lindsay Merbaum, author of THE GOLD PERSIMMON and VAMPIRES AT SEA


“Thirteen tales, thirteen ghosts—from vengeful spirits to chilling symbols of grief, Cuthbert and Gensler’s collection is haunting, clever, and immersive. Standout stories include “The One That Got Away,” about an isolated Canadian town where citizens are being hunted by a decades-old danger, “The Vines that Bind,” featuring a vindictive mother-in-law’s ghost with a fondness for pumpkins, “Let the Black Dog In,” a short-but-sweet examination of mourning, and “The Hole Had Always Been There,” an equally effective symbolic take on the grieving process.”
—Chloe York, author of OUR DEVIL’S AWAKE


“Rebecca Cuthbert’s THE HAUNTINGS BACK HOME is not the kind of book you want to read if you’re a fan of happy endings. There are none. No, this is a book where the vengeful ghosts win, the monsters get their victim, and the dead don’t stay that way for very long. Luckily, I like that kind of thing. Cuthbert has put together a nice collection of twelve hard, dark stories (with a thirteenth by guest author Jonathan Gensler, who also contributes the foreword). Some are shorter than others, flash fiction really. My favorites were “The One That Got Away,” “The Vines that Bind,” and “Suffer with the Trees.” They hit the hardest, but you’re not going to find a bad one in the bunch. These are nightmares come to life, both for the reader and the poor characters in the stories themselves. Cuthbert takes readers to places where spirits whisper in the night, a footstep or closing door is always a harbinger of danger, and you can’t trust the things you see. In short, it’s a must-read for anyone who digs a good spine-chilling tale.”
—JG Faherty, author of THE MALTHUSIAN CORRECTION, WHEN SEPTEMBER ENDS, and THE WAKENING


“Diversity is the source of biological strength, and this book proves the same is true of stories. Sharp teeth and personified melancholy, inescapable landscapes and relationships. THE HAUNTINGS BACK HOME will stalk your dreams.”
—Liam Burke, Silver Tier author of STEPS ON THE PATH


“These stories are dangerous stories, the kind that pull you in and then drag you under before you know what’s happening. Sharp, deadly, and beautiful, they run the gamut from ghosts to monsters and more, all the while keeping you ensnared and at their mercy.”
—Paul Jessup, author of SKINLESS MAN COUNTS TO FIVE and GLASS HOUSE


“With each story, Cuthbert knows just how to lure you in and plunge you into the depths of grief, loneliness, and horror. You’ll be gasping for breath until the last page. It’s an absolute must-read.”
—Aimee Hardy, author of POCKET FULL OF TEETH






  
  







This collection of hauntings is dedicated to the Anderson-Lee Library in Silver Creek, NY, where I first fell in love with ghost stories (and with the smell of old books).
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  Foreword



There’s heartbreak here, and despair
and
there’s murder here, and rage and blood and the smallest sliver of a knife wielded by your own ghost. 
The freshly peeled skin of a life gone wrong is here. There’s crime and violence and the quiet, whispering solace of a child’s grave, footprints caught in mud made of a would-be mother’s unceasing tears. 
The voice in your head will be Rebecca Cuthbert’s. 
Presumably you already know that, or you wouldn’t be reading this already-too-long foreword, but please, lend me your patience for just another moment or two. 
I met my dear friend Rebecca in the early summer of 2022 in Denver at the annual gathering of horror writers, editors, and publishers know as StokerCon. It was the first StokerCon for both of us, and if she was as nervous as I about going to a convention with around 500 new, unknown people, she didn’t show it. She graciously introduced me to the group she was with, and we bonded initially over our shared history with the state of West Virginia, where Rebecca earned her MFA, and I was born and raised. 
(A quick aside – why do the misty green hillsides of West Virginia produce such an abundance of writers of dark, horrific fiction? I have some theories and am happy to talk your ear off about them should we ever cross paths.)
Over the course of the next several months, we began sharing stories with one another, joining several workshops together, and getting to peer into the depths of each other’s words. And now, for the last few years, we have spent an hour or so each week together writing, writing, writing. And sharing, sharing, sharing. Her voice grows sharper, the themes she revisits more poignant, and the confidence with which she wields her knife ever more wry. Rebecca is no killer, but she will lure you into a sublimely set trap and let you do the damage to yourself, all while weeding her garden or canning tomatoes for the winter that will certainly blow in any day. She’ll hand you the knife, fresh off the sharpening stone, knowing very well that what you do with it is your own choice. 
I have had the distinct privilege of reading most, if not quite all of Rebecca’s work in first or second draft form, and have grown to love how she delves into what it means to be feminine in a world of brutal violence, disdain, and ambivalence targeting women, mashing up our expectations of what will happen, because of course, we always know what will happen. In the many rooms of Rebecca Cuthbert’s house, you will never receive quite what you expect. 
This collection of stories goes a step further than much of her previous work, with these pieces often staged in the normal, the mundane, with settings that are, to each of us in this modern world, intimately familiar. With The Hauntings Back Home, even the carefully chosen title implies something wrong underneath the skin of our everyday being. A home is not simply a house, and a family not merely a collection of blood relatives. 
The tales herein will grab you and gently hold you at the table until you finish your supper, and this is a meal that once tasted, you will want to revisit. From the shortest drabble to the longest near-novelette, Rebecca carves her way into your psyche with stories of families torn asunder, of lives rent in two or three or lost forever in some Elsewhere. 
Let her guide you into her home and read you a story.

-Jonathan Gensler, July 2025






  
  When You Wander in the Woods

by Beatrice Sheehan



When you wander in the woods,
do not tell me that a branch snagged your hair 
or that you tripped and ripped your jeans on a thorn bush;
thorns can’t bite and branches can’t tear.

When you wander in the woods,
do not tell me it was a shadow or the wind
or an overactive imagination; 
you can’t imagine hands grabbing for your legs. 

When you wander in the woods,
do not tell me that the cuts on your stomach and cheeks
are just scratches from your untamed pet;
pets can’t cut so deep that the flesh peeks out underneath.

When you wander in the woods,
do not tell me that you simply twisted your ankle
when you fell on the path; 
the dirt can’t twist bones or tear sinew. 

When you wander in the woods,
do not tell me it was just an owl 
hooting above in the trees;
owls can’t wail and moan like tortured ghosts.

When you wander in the woods,
and a monster tries to snatch you away,
don’t tell me it was the wind; 
the wind cannot shake the ground so hard you fall down.

When you wander in the woods,
know that others have tried to make it through—
remember the others who are still stuck in those 
cursed trees and sharp bushes and scratchy soil. 

When you wander in the woods,
hear the wails of those forlorn souls 
and heed the warnings I offer, 
before you wander so long you are lost forever. 

And when you wander in the woods,
if you make it back home,
do not tell me you were worried about me 
and that is why you came back. 

You were able to return because someone above took pity 
on you and on me and on your poor oblivious parents, too; 
and they let you pass through—that angel in those 
devilish 
woods. 







  
  Downstairs at The Sabine

(The night watchman of a decrepit hotel discovers what’s hiding in the bowels of the grand building)

[image: ]

Marco had gotten the night watchman gig because his cousin’s best friend knew the owner. 
He needed the work, and the job sounded easy: Rounds every hour, basement to top floor. Take the stairs since the elevator’s broken. 
It was an old hotel, abandoned shortly after opening in the 50s. Empty ever since. The new owner had bought it at a tax auction and planned to turn it into luxury condos.
And though Marco didn’t know anything about luxury, he could point a flashlight and climb stairs. If he ran into trouble, he could handle himself. 
Not that he’d need to, he figured. The place was dead. A marble-tiled lobby, four floors with six suites each, and an empty swimming pool in the basement. Outside, a burned-out sign read The Hotel Sabine.

Marco walked the lobby, shining his flashlight over rusting luggage carts, broken-legged armchairs, and a sagging front desk. A small silver bell, covered in dust, still sat where the last person had rung it. And because he was bored, because it was his second night and the silence of that dim and cavernous place weighed on him more heavily than he thought it would, Marco stepped close to the desk and pressed a finger down on the bell’s metal button.
Ding.
It rang true, chiming its proud little peal like no time had passed at all, like it was unbothered by the dankness and decay. The note echoed through the space behind and above Marco, traveling into the black corners and up to the lofted ceiling with its cobwebbed chandeliers. 
But the sound intensified the quiet instead of breaking it, leaving it more oppressive than before. Marco had his earbuds in his pocket; he was tempted to plug them in and listen to some music or a podcast. But, he reasoned, what good was a watchman who couldn’t hear an intruder? He took a sip of coffee from his thermos and headed to the grand staircase. Climbing up, his feet squelched on the water-stained stair runner that used to be red. 
He'd reached the top and taken four steps down the left hallway when he heard a door bang shut downstairs.
His breath hitched in his chest and he stopped short, almost dropping his coffee. He debated his next move—run down the stairs yelling? Or turn off the flashlight for the element of surprise? Deciding on the second, he clicked off his light and set his thermos on the floor. He walked slowly, counting his steps, back to the stairs. Four. Then down, toes tentative on each step to avoid a fall. Twenty-six. 
When his boots left the sodden carpet and met marble, he turned his flashlight on, aiming first at the large double doors that used to serve as the hotel’s main entrance.
Boarded up, still, wood and nails covering cracked glass, just like they should. 
Then to the right, at the door to the small office, behind the





OEBPS/cover.png
_Kw/;mz Calﬂ:n‘
THE'
HAU NTH\LGS

TH‘STORV BY
ISLER






OEBPS/images/439e2b29-3a87-4ecc-9345-48b9d6471768.png





OEBPS/images/f01367fc-c6dd-4cf4-b1b6-eef5c7898a94.png
T

\
UNDERTAKER
Books

Est. 2024






OEBPS/images/0244cd10-5afe-45a7-b164-f3914ab2861e.png





OEBPS/images/32bc8051-bd8d-4dcb-b53a-568d3c3fef26.png
e UNDERTAKRER BoOKS

www.undertakerbooks.com







