

    
        
          The Hidden Ghost of Briar Creek

        

        
        
          Ghost stories for kids, Volume 4

        

        
        
          Benjamin Ashcroft

        

        
          Published by B&H Publishing Group, 2026.

        

    



  
    
    
      While every precaution has been taken in the preparation of this book, the publisher assumes no responsibility for errors or omissions, or for damages resulting from the use of the information contained herein.

    
    

    
      THE HIDDEN GHOST OF BRIAR CREEK

    

    
      First edition. July 2, 2026.

      Copyright © 2026 Benjamin Ashcroft.

    

    
    
      Written by Benjamin Ashcroft.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

Dedication

Chapter 1: The Forgotten Cabin by the Creek

Chapter 2: The Ghost Behind the Fireplace

Chapter 3: Clues Along Briar Creek

Chapter 4: The Bridge of Silent Echoes

Chapter 5: Shadows in the Mist

Chapter 6: The Ranger's Hidden Journal

Chapter 7: The Cavern of Crystal Waters

Chapter 8: The Spring of Hope

Chapter 9: The Creek Remembers

Chapter 10: Where the Creek Still Sings

Sign up for Benjamin Ashcroft's Mailing List

About the Author



  	
  	
			 

			
		
    To every young reader who believes that kindness can uncover hidden treasures, heal forgotten hearts, and bring light to even the oldest mysteries.
To the explorers who wander through forests with curious minds, listen to the gentle songs of flowing creeks, and discover magic in places others overlook.
May this story remind you that true courage is shown through compassion, friendship grows when we help others, and the greatest legacy we leave behind is the hope we share. As you journey with Emma and Henry, may you learn that even the quietest voices deserve to be heard and that every act of kindness can change a life forever.
May your heart always be filled with wonder, your imagination lead you to beautiful adventures, and your kindness shine wherever your path may lead.
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Chapter 1: The Forgotten Cabin by the Creek
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The first cool breeze of autumn arrived on the same morning Emma Harper stepped off the little bus in the village of Briar Creek.

Golden leaves floated lazily through the air, spinning like tiny dancers before settling gently onto the quiet road. The surrounding hills were painted with brilliant shades of orange, red, and yellow, while tall pine trees stood proudly among the colorful forest.

Emma pulled her backpack onto one shoulder and smiled.

"I've never seen so many trees."

Standing beside an old green pickup truck, her Aunt Rose waved enthusiastically.

"There you are!"

Emma hurried over and hugged her.

"It's so good to see you."

"You've grown taller since spring."

"So everyone keeps telling me."

Aunt Rose laughed.

"I hope you packed warm clothes."

"I did."

"Good."

"Autumn comes early in Briar Creek."

Emma climbed into the truck.

As they drove through the peaceful village, she looked out the window with wide, curious eyes.

Everything felt different from the busy city where she lived.

Small cottages lined quiet streets.

Colorful flower gardens still bloomed despite the changing season.

Children rode bicycles beneath enormous maple trees.

An elderly man swept bright leaves from the front steps of a little bakery.

People smiled and waved as Aunt Rose drove past.

"Everyone knows each other."

"They certainly do."

"I like that."

"So do I."

Emma had always enjoyed discovering new places.

Her bedroom at home was filled with notebooks containing sketches of interesting trees, birds, old buildings, and mysterious places she dreamed of exploring one day.

Whenever she visited somewhere new, she carried a notebook in her backpack.

She loved asking questions.

Why was an old bridge built there?

Who planted a giant oak tree?

Why did certain places feel full of stories?

Her parents often called her "their little explorer."

Emma secretly loved the nickname.

The truck stopped beside a charming white cottage with green shutters.

A wooden porch overlooked a wide meadow filled with colorful wildflowers.

Beyond the meadow stretched an enormous forest glowing with autumn colors.

"This is beautiful," Emma whispered.

Aunt Rose smiled.

"Welcome home for the autumn."

After unpacking her suitcase, Emma wandered into the backyard.

A tiny stream flowed behind the cottage.

Its clear water sparkled beneath the afternoon sunshine.

Birds fluttered between nearby trees.

Squirrels raced along sturdy branches carrying acorns.

Everything seemed peaceful.

Beyond the stream, the forest stretched farther than Emma could see.

"Can I explore tomorrow?" she asked.

Aunt Rose joined her by the fence.

"You may."

"But stay on the marked paths."

"I promise."

"The forest is wonderful."

"But it's easy to lose your way."

Emma nodded.

"I'll be careful."

That evening they enjoyed homemade vegetable soup beside the fireplace.

After supper, Aunt Rose placed an old map of the village on the kitchen table.

"This should help."

Emma eagerly leaned closer.

The map showed winding trails through the forest.

A sparkling creek.

Rolling hills.

An old stone bridge.

A waterfall.

A tiny school.

The village square.

And dozens of little cottages.

One area near the edge of the forest had been carefully circled in faded blue ink.

Emma noticed immediately.

"What's here?"

Aunt Rose looked at the map.

"Oh."

"The old cabin."

"Who lives there?"

"No one."

"It's been abandoned for many years."

Emma tilted her head.

"Why?"

Aunt Rose hesitated.

"People simply stopped visiting."

"Why?"

"Stories."

Emma smiled.

"What kind?"

"The kind that make children curious."

Emma laughed softly.

"Those are my favorite kind."

Aunt Rose smiled knowingly.

"I thought they might be."

The next morning dawned bright and cool.

After breakfast, Emma packed her backpack.

Inside she placed her notebook, pencils, a small flashlight, a bottle of water, a sandwich, and a magnifying glass.

"Going exploring?" Aunt Rose asked.

"I'll stay on the trails."

"Good."

"And remember."

"What?"

"If something seems strange..."

She smiled.

"...pay attention."

Emma laughed.

"I always do."

The forest welcomed her with rustling leaves and cheerful birdsong.

Golden sunlight filtered through the colorful branches overhead.

Tiny mushrooms peeked from beneath fallen logs.

Bright red berries grew along winding paths.

Everywhere Emma looked, something wonderful waited to be discovered.

She paused often to sketch unusual leaves or interesting rocks.

One enormous oak tree had roots that curled above the ground like giant sleeping snakes.

She carefully drew it in her notebook.

Further along the trail, she discovered a family of deer quietly drinking from the creek.

They looked at her for a moment before disappearing gracefully into the forest.

"This place is magical," Emma whispered.

The winding path followed the sparkling creek deeper into the woods.

The farther she walked, the quieter everything became.

The cheerful sounds of the village slowly faded behind her.

Only the gentle murmur of flowing water remained.

Soon she reached an old wooden bridge crossing the creek.

Its weathered planks creaked softly beneath her feet.

Someone had carved tiny stars and leaves into the wooden railings many years ago.

Emma ran her fingers across the carvings.

"I wonder who made these."

She copied several of the designs into her notebook before continuing.

Around the next bend, she noticed something unexpected.

A narrow footpath almost completely hidden beneath colorful leaves.

It wasn't marked on Aunt Rose's map.

Curious, Emma brushed the leaves aside.

The path looked old but still passable.

"I wonder where this goes."

She hesitated.

Then remembered her promise.

Stay on the marked trails.

Emma smiled to herself.

"I'll only look."

The hidden path twisted gently between enormous pine trees.

The air became cooler.

The sound of the creek grew louder.

After only a few minutes, the trees suddenly opened into a small clearing.

Emma stopped.

Before her stood an old log cabin.

It rested beside a gentle curve in the creek.

Its stone chimney leaned slightly to one side.

Bright green moss covered parts of the wooden roof.

A weathered rocking chair still sat upon the front porch.

Golden leaves drifted across the yard.

"It must be the old cabin."

The place didn't seem frightening.

Only lonely.

Someone had clearly loved it once.

Flower boxes still hung beneath the windows.

A small vegetable garden, now overgrown with wild grasses, rested beside the cabin.

An old birdhouse remained attached to a nearby tree.

Emma walked slowly around the outside.

The front door stood closed.

The windows were dusty but unbroken.

She peered inside.

A stone fireplace stood against one wall.

A wooden table rested nearby.

Bookshelves lined another wall.

Everything looked exactly as though someone had simply stepped outside many years ago.

"It's beautiful."

She sketched the cabin carefully before returning to the village.

That afternoon she visited the little bakery.

The warm smell of fresh bread filled the shop.

An elderly baker smiled kindly.

"You must be Rose's niece."

"I am."

"I'm Emma."

"Welcome to Briar Creek."

"Thank you."

As the baker wrapped a loaf of warm bread, Emma asked, "Have you ever visited the old cabin beside the creek?"

The baker's smile faded slightly.

"Not for many years."

"Why not?"

He glanced toward the window.

"Some places are better left alone."

Emma looked puzzled.

"Did something happen there?"

The baker lowered his voice.

"People say someone whispers from the cabin after sunset."

Emma blinked.

"Whispers?"

He nodded.

"Asking for help."

"Has anyone ever seen who it is?"

"No."

"Only the voice."

Before Emma could ask another question, another customer entered.

She thanked the baker and headed outside.

Later she stopped at the general store.

The owner smiled warmly.

"You've been exploring."

"How could you tell?"

"There are leaves in your hair."

Emma laughed.

"I found an old cabin."

The storekeeper became quiet.

"You went there?"

"Only during the day."

"Good."

"My grandmother always warned us never to visit after dark."

"Because of the whispers?"

He looked surprised.

"You've heard."

"Do you believe them?"

The old man shrugged.

"I've lived here all my life."

"I've never seen a ghost."

"But..."

He smiled gently.

"...I've learned not to laugh at old stories."

That evening Emma asked Aunt Rose about the whispers.

Her aunt stirred the soup thoughtfully.

"I've heard them."

"You have?"

"Many years ago."

"What did they sound like?"

"A gentle voice."

"Not angry."

"Not frightening."

"Just..."

She searched for the right word.

"...lonely."

Emma looked thoughtful.

"What did it say?"

Aunt Rose smiled sadly.

"I couldn't quite hear."

"But it sounded like someone asking for help."

Emma couldn't stop thinking about the cabin.

Or the lonely voice.

The following day she explored other parts of the village.

She visited the waterfall.

Walked beside the creek.

Helped Aunt Rose gather apples from the orchard.

Still, her thoughts returned again and again to the abandoned cabin.

Who had lived there?

Why had everyone left?

Who whispered after sunset?

Three days passed.

Each afternoon Emma visited the cabin.

She never entered.

She simply sat beside the creek, sketched the surrounding trees, and imagined what the place must have looked like years ago.

The more she visited, the less lonely the cabin seemed.

Instead, it felt patient.

As though waiting.
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