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Little Graveyard on the Prairie is dedicated to the memory of my paternal grandparents, Dan and Wanda Wedel. I will never forget the time I spent wandering your dairy farm with my Red Ryder BB gun. I wish I could have told you how much you influenced me, but I didn’t know it at the time. Thank you.
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By Steve Vernon

The Taste of Regret...

Regrets.

I’ve had a few.

But then again...what do you mean this isn’t karaoke night? 

Okay, so I regret starting an introduction this way, but I do have a point.

I first came across Steven Wedel’s work when I emerged into the online horror community and got to meet a pack of damn fine writers who were prowling the wilderlands of the cyber-tundra. I didn’t read any of his stuff, you understand. I just heard his name and chatted with him on a few message boards and came to understand that the man had some strange fascination with the whole werewolf mythology. It seemed he was working on a few novellas centered round some vast werewolf saga.

Steven Wedel.

That’s cool, I thought. 

The dude’s got a great first name.

Then one fine day Steven sent me a copy of his collection, Call to the Hunt. I was damned impressed with the man’s sense of style and pacing and he had some pretty funky interpretations of the whole howl-at-the-moon mythos. So I wrote a favourable review of his collection and promised myself I’d make it a point to read more of his work.

I regret to say I haven’t followed through with my promise.

Life has a way of getting in the way when you least expect it. I have always had a bookshelf full of books waiting to be reviewed. As of late that bookshelf has been groaning because my own writing career has been getting in the way of my reading and reviewing. As well, the research necessary for the writing and compiling of my ghost story collections was taking up even more of my time.

I do regret that.

However, when Steven asked me to introduce his new Bad Moon Book novella, Little Graveyard on the Prairie, a copy of which you are holding in your hands I suspect – unless perhaps you are looking over my shoulder as I type this...

(turns around and has a hasty glance)

(nope, nothing wrong here)

...as I was saying, when Steven asked me to introduce this novella – an honest to god ghost story – I was tickled pink to say yes.

So here it is, my introduction.

As I’ve said, I’ve read Steven’s werewolf yarns and I was eager to see what sort of a twist he’d throw into the whole graveyards and ghosts booga-booga trope.

(And don’t we writers feel awfully smug when we can throw around words like trope?)

Twist just isn’t the word to use. Steven Wedel outright bends and contorts the standard ghost story into something very special and strange. Read this one slowly, savor it and smoke it like the world’s fattest doobie-doobie-doo.

Which brings me back to karaoke, because this tale surely sings. And it sings of haunting regrets, which is, as only and expert in the ghost story such as myself can assure you – is the heart of any true ghost story.

Unfinished business.

Roads that you forgot to walk.

The treasure that was never found, the ghost ship forever trying to get back home, the fellow looking for his missing head.

That’s what a ghost story is, at the root of it, and Steven Wedel did not forget to pour in a proper dose of pure regret.

Now read this.

Or you’ll regret it.

Don’t make me go all Barry Manilow on your ass.

Feelings, nothing more than feelings...

Steve Vernon

August 12, 2008
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Chapter 1
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Jenny’s red dress darted by the open bedroom door, her laughter trailing behind her.  Harley Shaw heard his six-year-old daughter’s favorite pink dress shoes hurriedly tapping across the linoleum of the dining room, and then the tapping stopped for a moment.

“Come catch me, Daddy!”

The front door of the little farmhouse opened and closed.  He heard Jenny’s laughter as she ran through the yard.

“I’ll find you this time, you scamp,” Harley said, laughing as he pulled his boots on his bare feet.  His pale blue pajama pants wouldn’t fit over the tops of the mud-caked boots, so he left the pants bunched up around the top as he hurried after his girl.

He was a little surprised to realize it was still so dark outside.  And cold. Uninterested stars looked back at him as Harley gazed up at the black sky.  Half of a moon still rode high over the trees on the hill north of his farmhouse.

“Jenny,” he called. “Jenny? It’s still night out here. And cold. We can’t play hide and seek now.”

The only answer came from Bubbles, the large, fluffy mongrel dog. Awakened by his master’s voice, the black dog slipped through his private door in the detached garage across the yard and trotted over to Harley, looking up at him, his tan eyebrows giving away his mild curiosity. Harley patted the dog.

“Where’s Jenny?” he asked. “Can you find her, boy?”

Bubbles wagged his tail, and then sat down.

“Jenny!” Harley called, pretending to sound a little angry. “Come on, baby. We can’t play now.  In the morning, when the sun’s up.”

From the other side of the house, almost where he couldn’t hear her, Jenny answered. “I want to play now, Daddy.  It’s been a long time since you played with me.”

Harley sighed, but couldn’t repress a grin.  At least she’d given herself away. “Come on, Bubbles, let’s get her,” he said, patting his thigh as he began loping around the house.  The dog followed obediently.

To the south of the house was a cleared area that served as a back yard. Jenny’s swing set stood motionless. Fifty yards south of the house was the River Road, and just beyond that the Cimarron River. To the west was a one hundred acre pasture separated from the yard by a four-foot chain link fence.  The gate was open and Harley could see the imprints of Jenny’s dress shoes in the dewy grass leading to the gate.

“Not there, Jenny,” he said, shaking his head as he followed the footprints. “You shouldn’t be in there.”

An annoying nagging sensation tugged at the back of his mind as he neared the open gate.  He paused, putting a hand on the cold metal gatepost.

You know this isn’t right.

Somewhere ahead of him, Jenny giggled. Harley hurried after the sound.  The grass in the
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