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  Praise for "Let the Ghosts Sleep"


“Agre takes debut horror to a whole new level with an ominously addictive ghost tale that will leave you second guessing your next vacation—for better or worse.” – Laura Bilodeau, author of Dr. Grinsaw

“A classic ghost story in the vein of Matheson, Poe, or Jackson---filled with mystery---color me impressed. I’ll be watching for more from this author and you should too” – Chisto Healy, best-selling author of The Gateway in Apartment 8

“Fast-paced, scary, fun, dark, a little whiskey, all the things that make a solid story. The ghosts may sleep; you will not.” – Michael Carter, author of Boneyard Tales

“Let the Ghosts Sleep is a classic ghost story filtered through a darker, more modern lens. Agre paints a vivid picture of a haunted hotel off the coast of Georgia. The secrets of Crane Island will stay with you for a long time.” – Bryan Holm, Author of Satanic Static

“Keller Agre’s debut novella Let the Ghosts Sleep is an examination of fame culture, the occasional exploitative nature of true crime podcasts, and the lengths one will go to stay relevant and rich. Featuring an unlikable main character I loved to hate and the literal and metaphorical ghosts of his past, Agre provides a refreshing, twisty take on classic haunting tropes, culminating in a satisfying, full-circle conclusion. You won’t wanna “sleep” on this one!” – Chloe York, author of Our Devil’s Awake

"Let the Ghosts Sleep carries a wisp of old-fashioned southern charm, not unlike the Georgia coast it visits. As an ambitious podcast host examines two serial killers more than a hundred years apart, the ghosts — both literal and figurative — in this novella scratch at the thin veneer of Deep South gentility, money, and fame addiction, exposing the ugliness beneath them. A haunting read from a new voice in horror." – Michael Wehunt, author of The October Film Haunt and Greener Pastures






  
  To my partner, Caitlin.
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  Friday, June 7, 2024
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“…And that’s our show. Will the Marie College Maimer strike again this weekend? 
“As a reminder, The Cadaver Hour, America’s favorite true crime podcast, will be back next week. I need to escape the merciless grasp the Maimer has on our city! Who knows? I could be his next victim. 
“To avoid that, your beloved host will be traveling this weekend on a special assignment. I’ll be staying at the Crane Island Club Resort on the Georgia coast to report on the infamous murders that occurred there in the spring of 1901. Maybe I’ll even find out who the Crane Island Killer was! Will I encounter one of the ghosts that supposedly haunt the resort’s halls? Will I meet a grisly end like those unfortunate souls who stayed there over a hundred years ago? If you don’t hear from me next week, send help!
“Thanks for listening. And as always, don’t let yourself become the subject of my next episode.”

I took the headphones off and let my sound engineer, Kurt, get the show ready for upload. I didn’t bother with post-production tasks since my show became the most listened-to true crime podcast in the country, and I was able to hire him. It wasn’t popular due to my unmatched research skills or Kurt’s editing. Hank Blight, my podcast name, had a voice and presence people craved. I spent less and less time talking about the cases as the years passed. My personality was enough to keep listeners engaged. That and the Maimer.
“Do you think he’s going to kill again this weekend?” Kurt asked, working away on his laptop.
“I sure hope so. Ratings have been amazing this month.”
“You hope so?” Kurt asked, grimacing. “What about the families?”
“Haven’t you been listening? The families are never around much, are they? Whoever he is, he’s not exactly striking down pillars of the community.”
“But that one, Helen Grier. She had kids. And all those college students…”
“And what about Brian Stevens? Do you remember him?”
“You know I do,” Kurt said. “But that was different.”
“Look, Kurt, we can’t get too invested. We’d go crazy if we put ourselves in each pair of bloody shoes. People die every day.”
“I guess,” Kurt said.
“You go to a different college anyway. You didn’t know any of them.”
“You’re right.”
I wasn’t convinced any of my words made it through.
“Any plans this weekend, buddy?” I asked.
“Not really, Mr. Hall. I’ll probably go to the grocery store, maybe watch a few movies. I have my sister’s graduation on Sunday.”
“Please, call me ‘Henry.’ We’ve talked about this.”
“Sorry.”
“It’s fine. You have to get out of your apartment. Meet a girl. Go to the bar. Just sit there and read. Girls love stuff like that.”
“You know I don’t drink.”
“…Right. Well…you don’t need to order drinks. Get one of those…mocktails.”
“All right,” Kurt said, keeping his eyes on the screen.
I headed toward the studio’s exit.
“Are you nervous at all?” Kurt asked, catching me before I could leave.
“About what?”
“You know…the ghosts.”
“You don’t believe that crap, do you?”
“No,” Kurt said, breaking eye contact.
“I’m just going for a much-needed relaxing weekend. We’ve both been working too much.”
Kurt laughed to himself a little too hard and said, “True.”
“I’ll make up a few ghost stories. Take a shaky video for the website. Maybe I’ll even hire someone to stand in a dark corner. You’ll have the notes by Monday.”
“Sounds good,” Kurt said, shutting his laptop.
“I want to hear about your weekend when I get back,” I said, unsure if Kurt was even listening. “I don’t want to find out on Monday the most exciting thing you did was watch another Japanese horror flick.”
“Sure thing.” Kurt flashed a weak smile. “Have a good weekend.”
I gave a two-finger wave and was outside. The sun reflected off my new EV, making me squint. I hopped inside, cranked up my favorite music, and rolled the windows down, dosing the neighborhood with the greatest pop-punk hits.
About halfway home, at a red light, I saw a man on the corner, holding a “Give me money” sign. He started dancing to my music. Would the Maimer target him? How many listeners would tune in if another killing happened over the weekend? The Maimer nearly doubled our average listeners each time he collected another victim.
A car horn beeped behind me, letting me know the light had turned green. I flicked the honker the bird and stepped on the gas. Well, the electricity.
After a few more traffic lights, I parked inside my condo’s garage, plugged my car in, and headed inside. My suitcase lay open on my bed, partially packed. I topped it off with clothes, my favorite cologne, and a book I probably wouldn’t read.
Rambo, my three-year-old husky, joined me to “help.” He always seemed to know when I was about to leave him. He hovered at my feet, yelping for attention. I tripped over him on more than one occasion until I was forced to shut him in one of the other rooms so I could breathe. Maybe a smaller dog would’ve been a better choice. I had almost no yard to speak of and the Atlanta summers were tough on him. Not to mention the thing shed like crazy. But I liked how he looked. Plus, women love big dogs.
I zipped up my suitcase and threw it in my car. I practically carried Rambo to the passenger’s seat. He knew where we were going, and he didn’t like it. In a few minutes, we were at the doggy daycare. The smell of piss and hair made me cover my nose when I first walked in.
“Mr. Hall?” the woman asked.
“Yes. And y’all know Rambo.”
“We do,” she said with a polite smile. “Just a reminder, he only has one more strike before we’ll have to ask you to find another daycare.”
“Thanks,” I said.
I handed over the leash and left before any stink could seep into my clothes.
The drive would be four hours, a distance I hadn’t driven for a while. Now that I had the money, I always opted for a flight when one was available. To pass the time, I put on my favorite true crime podcast, other than my own, of course, and turned my brain off. Their production quality was higher, but the co-host got on my nerves. I will admit, balancing the facts while maintaining some personality was a tough job and one they needed more than one person to accomplish.
I passed the unexciting central Georgia landscape, full of pine trees and “heritage” sites. How could people live in some of these towns? Some of us had a harder start to life, but couldn’t they just move? Not everyone was as lucky as me, unburdened by family responsibilities. I felt bad for those who were constrained by circumstances they couldn’t control.
The monotonous drive reminded me of why I started taking planes. Although, some of the rural billboards kept me entertained. As always on long car rides, even as a kid, I found myself thinking about things I had no control over. Things I wished I could do better and things I promised myself I’d do, or wouldn’t do, in the future.






  
  Excerpt from The Cadaver Hour (originally recorded October 1, 2023)
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“…Next on our show, a new killer has emerged on the Atlanta streets. Make sure your kids are home safe because according to police, two murders occurred over the weekend, both on Marie College’s campus. Two bodies were found floating in the campus pond. The same pond your podcast host frequents. In fact, If I had taken my morning walk a few hours earlier, I could’ve been the one who found them. If I had found them, I would’ve been horrified with what I saw. And smelled. 
“The victims were a pair of 19-year-old undergrads. The man and woman were strangled after leaving the library late Friday night. Had they heard of parties? Maybe they’d be alive if they’d decided to have a beer instead of studying.
“But you can read all of this online. What you can’t find is the exclusive information The Cadaver Hour was able to obtain. One of the students, John Merill, was choked to death with his own backpack. Also, it seems the fish were biting, because John’s face was partially missing. The poor boy’s parents had to identify the body by a birthmark…”
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After many made-up arguments, I arrived at my destination. The waving marsh grass on either side beckoned me to the once world-famous Crane Island. As I traveled the streets, I could almost hear the faint echoes of hooves on cobblestones as I imagined horse-drawn carriages transporting the world’s most influential men from beach to hunting grounds to cottage. Would they cringe seeing the island so accessible and peopled by the shorts-wearing middle- and lower-class? I hated to admit it, but I’d fallen into this demographic, until recently. 
Since I was a little boy, I’d always wanted to stay at the Crane Island Resort. Now, I was making enough money to afford a weekend. I was finally able to quit my job at the college since the podcast had taken off. Although working as the university archivist hadn’t been horrible, it didn’t exactly pay for the lifestyle I deserved.
I passed the ruins of the old Alexander Cottage. It seemed hollow and abandoned compared to the sepia image that was burned into my mind from pictures I’d studied. As I traveled the road that traced the coast, the boats parked in the marina bobbed as if begging for attention.
A vintage Ford Model-T greeted me as I pulled into the resort’s grounds. A pair of gentlemen, clad in all white, knocked colorful croquet balls through wire wickets. I rolled my window down to get a clear view of the resort. The salt riding in on the breeze, blended with the scent of fresh-cut grass, reached out to me like an invitation. Gulls sounded their high, piercing call from rustling palm trees, much more serene than the pigeons and pine trees of midtown Atlanta. The club itself was an ornate tan building with a turret that reminded me of a sandcastle.
After parking in the adjacent lot, I approached the vintage car. The black doors, waxed to shine, reflected the club in a distorted image. Inside, the cracking leather was flaking off the seat and onto the floor. A thin layer of dust covered the dashboard. 
I imagined myself sitting in the driver’s seat when the car was new, taking in all the looks from jealous faces. When people would ask, “Where’d you get such a nice motor vehicle?” I’d reply, “If you have to ask, you can’t afford it.”
I stepped away from the car and lugged my suitcase toward the club. Once inside, the air conditioning embraced me like a cool blanket. I approached the front desk.
“Hello, sir, and welcome to the Crane Island Club Resort,” the teenager manning the desk said with little effort.
His wrinkled slacks and basketball shoes showed me he had a few things to learn about professionalism. I assumed his parents, probably rich, got him his easy summer job. I couldn’t understand why such a high-end resort entrusted him with the front desk when an older man, whom I assumed to be
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