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This book is dedicated to Sophia, Dante, and Cassie. I will always be your biggest fans.

 


Dear Reader,

 

I was your age when I picked up my first scary chapter book. It went with me everywhere. I even read out loud from it at sleepovers and camp-outs to my friends. I was excited to have that brief escape from parents and teachers when I sat down to read, even if it was only for a little while.

 

That’s the magic of a good book. It takes you to places you’ve never been and shows you things you’ve never seen before, with the help of your imagination. It’s a reminder that no matter what’s going on in your life, there’s always that little piece of magic that only belongs to you.

 

You looked through a lot of books before you found this one and checked it out, and for that, I thank you. What you have in your hands is a book about the town I grew up in, and still live in today, Riverside, Ohio.

 

This is one of many books about my town that I’ve written. No matter how young or old you are, there’s a book appropriate for your reading level. Riverside has a lot to offer everyone, both good and bad.

 

If this is your first Riverside book, welcome! Many of our residents are dying to meet you. If you’ve been here before, welcome home…

 

Yours in Madness,

Dr. Raz T. Slasher
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Chapter 1: New Beginnings
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 The autumn leaves rustled beneath Sophia's sneakers as she approached the enormous gates of Harshman House. Tall, twisted trees stood high over her head, casting creepy shadows that danced in the fading light of the day. A bone chilling breeze whispered through the branches, sending a shiver down Sophia's spine while she hesitated at the threshold of the house.

 

 Harshman House stood before her, its ancient facade cloaked in a veil of mystery. The mansion's weathered walls seemed to groan with the weight of centuries, with windows like two empty eyes staring back at her. Ivy crawled along the crumbling brickwork, adding to the mansion's creepy atmosphere.

 

 Taking a deep breath to steady her nerves, Sophia pushed open the creaking gates and stepped into the overgrown courtyard. More leaves crunched beneath her feet, and the air was heavy with the scent of damp earth and decay. She couldn't shake the feeling that she was being watched, not by the house, but by the unseen eyes that followed her every move from the shadows.

 

 As she approached the front doors of the mansion, Sophia couldn't help but feel frightened. Moving to a new town was scary enough, but to live next to a place like Harshman House, a place said to be haunted by the ghosts of the founders, was enough to send shivers down anyone's spine.

 

 With a shaky hand, Sophia reached out and gently grabbed the ornate door knocker, the cold metal sending a jolt of electricity through her fingers. She hesitated for a moment, half-expecting the doors to swing open by themselves to reveal the dark secrets that lay within.

 

 To Sophia's relief, the doors remained firmly shut. Their ancient wood groaned in protest as she pushed them open. Stepping into the dimly lit foyer, the musty scent of old books and dust greeted her. It was a constant reminder of the mansion's long history.

After one more breath to keep her calm, she slipped inside the door. The foyer was spacious and grand, with a sweeping staircase leading up to the upper floors, and doors leading off into various rooms.

 

 Portraits of stern-faced individuals lined the walls, their eyes seeming to follow Sophia's every move.

As she stood there, she noticed a small hallway to her left and moved towards it. She stopped at its entrance and stared down the throat-like hallway before her. Harshman House wasn’t like other homes, and she knew it somehow. In fact, it didn’t feel like a home at all. lt more like a secret museum than anything.

As the last rays of sunlight faded from the sky, casting the mansion into darkness, she left Harshman House and returned home. Despite her curious nature, Sophia knew better than to be alone in a place like that once night fell.

  

 


Chapter 2: The Legend of Harshman House
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 The sleepy little town of Riverside buzzed with the whispers of its dark past. Sophia navigated the town’s winding streets on her official first day in town. She’d never lived in a town as small as Riverside and it would take some getting used to.

 

 The air carried with it an unfamiliar weight. There was a sense of unease, as if the very shadows that clung to the buildings were phantoms lying in wait. Today, she was on her way to the one place she’d always felt safe, no matter where she lived. For her libraries meant more than reading and books, it meant safety.

 

 Sophia passed through the wrought iron passageway with ease, admiring its beauty. At the end of it, she pushed open the heavy oak doors of the Burkhardt Library. The pungent scent of old books drifted through the air. She smile as the soft shuffle of pages being turned greeted her. The librarian was a short older man with wispy gray hair and a mustache. He looked up from his desk from behind his thick round glasses. He greeted Sophia with a curious gaze.

 

 "Welcome to the Burkhardt Library, Dear," the librarian said, his voice kind and warm. "What brings you to our humble abode?"

 

 Sophia hesitated for a moment, unsure of how to phrase her question. She was often nervous around new people. It took her a few minutes, but eventually she gathered her courage and spoke. "I'm new to town, and I was hoping to learn more about the history of Harshman House. My family and I just moved in right next door now. It looked kind of abandoned, so I started looking into it. I've heard rumors about it being haunted, and I'm curious to know if there's any truth to it. Did someone die there?"

 

 The librarian's eyes widened at Sophia's words. He leaned in closer, as if about to share a secret. He stood a little taller and leaned down low to speak after making sure no one else was listening.. "Ah, Harshman House," his voice barely more than a whisper. "It is definitely a place shrouded in mystery and legend indeed. Many tales have been spun about its dark past, but none can say for sure what secrets lie within its walls."

 

 Sophia leaned in closer, her curiosity rising. "What kind of tales?" she asked, eager to learn more.

 

 The librarian's lips curled into a knowing smile. "Legend has it that Harshman House is haunted by the spirits of its former inhabitants. According to the rumors, they’re little more than shadowy figures. Some people refer to them as the Shadow People. They say the shadows lurk in the darkest corners of the mansion, feeding on the fear of those who dare to enter."

 

 Sophia felt another chill run down her spine at the mention of the Shadow People. "Are they dangerous?" she asked.

 

 The librarian's smile faded, replaced by a stern look. A deeper silence suddenly fell over the library as he considered his reply carefully..

 

 "They can be," he continued cryptically. "But whether they are friend or foe depends on the intentions of those who seek them out. Some say they are guardians of the mansion, while others believe them to be vengeful spirits seeking revenge for past wrongs."

 

 As Sophia processed the librarian's words a sense of dread settled over her. The legend of Harshman House and the Shadow People hung over the town like a dark cloud, It casted  a shadow of fear over the townsfolk as its legend continued to be realized.  No matter where you looked, the evidence of that reality was visible.
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