
ILYAS ELMAHDI

 

The Curious Ghost of Maple

Street




Copyright © 2025 by ilyas elmahdi

All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be

reproduced, stored or transmitted in any form or by any

means, electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording,

scanning, or otherwise without written permission from the

publisher. It is illegal to copy this book, post it to a website, or

distribute it by any other means without permission.

First edition

This book was professionally typeset on Reedsy.

Find out more at reedsy.com




Contents

 

1 Chapter 1: The New Kid on the Spooky Street 1

2 Chapter 2: A Flicker in the Dark 7

3 Chapter 3: The Echo of a Name 12

4 Chapter 4: The Lost Toy and the Whisper-

ing Map 17

5 Chapter 5: The Secret Key and the Whis-

pering Wind 21

6 Chapter 6: The Unlocked Door and the

Faded Room 25

7 Chapter 7: The Clock’s Silent Secret 29

8 Chapter 8: A Locket, a Promise, and the

Great Goodbye 33




1

 




Chapter 1: The New Kid on the

Spooky Street

 

L eo’s stomach felt like a tangled knot of old shoelaces as the moving truck rumbled to a stop. Its brakes groaned in protest, a sound that seemed to echo his own deep reluctance. He was eleven years old, and this was supposed to be a new adventure, his parents insisted. But all he felt was the heavy weight of leaving behind his best friend, his favorite park, and the comforting familiarity of a life that was now nothing more than a memory packed away in cardboard boxes. A fine layer of dust already coated the air. He peered through the grimy window of the family car.

The house loomed ahead, a silhouette against the late after-noon sun, its gables sharp and angular like a scowl. It was painted a color his mother optimistically called “storm cloud gray,” but which to Leo looked suspiciously like a bruise. The porch railing was warped, and the overgrown bushes around the foundation seemed to claw at the clapboard siding. He imagined the house had been holding its breath for a very long time, and now, with their arrival, it had finally let out
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a long, sighing exhalation of mold and loneliness. His parents, however, seemed to see something entirely different.

“Isn’t it marvelous, Leo?” his mother, Sarah, said, her voice brimming with a forced cheerfulness that did nothing to soothe his anxiety. She turned in her seat, her face glowing with a smile that was a little too bright. “Think of all the stories it must hold. This is a fresh start, a blank canvas for our family.” She said these words as if they were a magical incantation, capable of erasing the past and conjuring a future he wanted no part of. Leo just grunted in response, his gaze fixed on a single, crooked shutter hanging precariously from an upstairs window, threatening to fall with the next gust of wind.

His father, Mark, put the car in park and unbuckled his seatbelt with a decisive click. “Come on, sport. Let’s get this show on the road. The sooner we get settled, the sooner we can find you a new baseball team and a new group of friends.” His dad’s words were meant to be comforting, but they only served to underscore the raw, painful fact that he had lost the old ones. The thought of starting over with strangers, of having to explain himself and his family, made him want to pull the covers over his head and disappear. He felt a profound, aching loneliness that was bigger than the house itself.

He trudged out of the car, his sneakers scuffing against the gravel driveway. The air felt unnaturally still, as if holding its breath. He noticed the other houses on the street were meticulously maintained, their lawns a vibrant, manicured green, their mailboxes standing tall and straight. But there was a noticeable gap on either side of his new home; no houses were built right next to it. And the windows of the neighboring homes seemed like a row of dark, watchful eyes, their curtains twitching almost imperceptibly as they watched the new family
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arrive. The feeling of being scrutinized was a prickle on the back of his neck.

As they began to unload the car, Leo felt a shiver that had nothing to do with the cool autumn air. It was a deep, internal chill that seemed to radiate from the house itself. The front door, a heavy slab of dark, weathered wood, creaked open with a groan that sounded suspiciously like a whisper. The foyer was a cavern of gloom and cobwebs. A faint, dusty smell hung in the air, a scent that smelled of forgotten things and long-held secrets. His mother, ever the optimist, immediately declared that it was a smell of “history and potential,” but Leo was not so sure. He thought it smelled of sadness.

He trailed his parents inside, his fingers nervously tracing the outline of the old, chipped wallpaper that peeled away from the wall in curled strips. The house seemed to settle around them as if it were a massive, living creature. A floorboard overhead let out a long, drawn-out groan. Leo froze, his heart thumping against his ribs. “That’s just the house settling, honey,” his mother said, seeing the look of alarm on his face. She patted his shoulder, her touch a fleeting comfort. He nodded, but the rational explanation did little to quiet the frantic butterflies in his stomach. The house felt less like it was settling and more like it was sighing.

They spent the first hour hauling boxes from the truck and stacking them in the living room, a space so large it felt empty and echoing even when filled with their belongings. Leo’s hands ached, and his legs felt heavy with exhaustion, but it was the emotional weight that truly wore him down. Every box they opened revealed another piece of their old life, a painful reminder of what he had lost. His soccer trophy, a stack of comic books, a well-loved football with the faded signatures of
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his friends. Each item was a little shard of his past, and handling them felt like twisting a knife in a wound.

His father noticed his quiet misery. “Hey, why don’t you go pick out your room, buddy? You can be the first to get settled. Find the one with the best view.” He gave Leo a reassuring wink. Leo, grateful for the escape, nodded without a word and began his ascent up the grand, but rickety, staircase. Each step creaked under his weight, a new protest from the old wood. The banister felt smooth and cool beneath his hand, worn down by countless hands that had come before him. He wondered who had lived here, what they had talked about, and if they too had ever felt this strange, oppressive stillness.

The second floor was a maze of dimly lit hallways and closed doors. He tried the first door he came to, and it swung inward with a faint, sighing sound. It was a small room, but its window faced the street, offering a perfect view of the neighborhood. The window pane was streaked with what looked like old rain marks, like the long, tear-stained face of a giant. He pushed the window open, and a rush of cool air, smelling of damp earth and crisp autumn leaves, filled the room. The view was good, and the room had a small, built-in bookshelf that spoke to him. It felt like a place he could start to belong.

He stood in the center of the room, his hands on his hips, trying to imagine his bed against one wall, his desk against another. He felt a sudden, inexplicable drop in the temperature, a pocket of air so cold it made the tiny hairs on his arms stand on end. The cold spot moved, gliding past him like an invisible current. He spun around, his heart pounding in his ears, but the room was empty. The chill lingered for a moment before dissipating, leaving behind only the lingering smell of dust and something else he couldn’t quite place, something clean and
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