Ghost Stories To Spook Your Ghoulfriends
The Mournful Mist
By Amy Dixon

Through the early morning mist I heard their gentle
crunching foot steps on the carpet of dead leaves and
spindly twigs. Three dark figures march past, ignoring the
tree I hide behind. Mossy bark pressed against my cheek,
I peer around the massive oak trunk and watch as they
march further into the forest. My heavy leather boots
make no sounds as I drift in their direction, swerving over
and under the thickets and ferns, leaving tiny chilled
droplets of dew behind me.
“Is this the right way, Wayne? You said you knew the
way.” The shortest of them shouts to the other two, much
faster, teens.
“Yeah, man. I come here all the time, I know my way
around.” A brown haired boy turns and replies while
continuing to walk down the narrow travel worn path.
I’m coming up closer to the group now, following beside
them, just a few feet to the right. I keep pace with the girl,
she walks between the two boys but keeps looking back at
the short one. They have the same warm golden hair, all
twists and spirals. She wears a spring jacket, thin and
crinkly, I listen to the swish, swish, swish for a long time.
“We’re close now, Hunter. See that rock there?” Wayne
points towards a large boulder with two hand prints on it,
one blue and one green. “That’s me and my dad’s
handprints, it’s called a trail marker and it means we’re
only five minutes from the hunting cabin.”
He was right, I could see it past the thick evergreens. It’s
nothing but a squat little wooden shack with a stone

chimney poking up from the roof. Lifting higher, I move
past the girl, past Wayne, sail past the faded sign staked
into the ground out front of the cabin that says ‘Jim’s
Hideaway’. When I reach the door, I press against it but it
only creaks faintly and sighs back into place. It takes
ages for the group to catch up to me, I wait so patiently in
that spot on the tiny porch that I start to sink into the old
planks of cedar, getting lost in the spaces between the
slats, where dust and darkness rest.
“Welcome to the hideaway!” Wayne’s voice booms through
the small clearing and floats up into the surrounding
branches. It shakes me from my vacant sleepy haze. I
push towards them, feeling the pull not wanting to let me
go, explore. When my head fully clears, I can hear the girl
talking again, something about needing to get Tristan
back home before dinner. Tristan must be the short one,
because his face scowls when she says it, like he’s tired of
being talked about.
They all shuffle up the few steps to the door and I linger
there, with them, as Wayne fumbles with the key and lock
and then giving a swift shoulder to free the door from its
snug frame.
“Cool! This place is awesome, why don’t we always come
here?” Tristan says as he flops down on a low tweed couch
sending dust puffs out from the cushions.
The room is exactly as I remember it, the dark wood
rafters, the small wood stove, the fire place. The walls are
mostly bare, except for a classic car calendar from 1987
and a few tools. I follow Wayne as he leads the girl to a
closed door, it has a large combination lock hanging where
there should e a handle.
She whispers now, turning away from the younger boy.
“I shouldn’t have even brought him here. He can’t find out,
you know that right? It would really mess him up like for
life.”

Wayne’s hand falls from the lock and looks coldly from her
to the boy. His jaw tensing and releasing as he works on
his reply.
“Look, it’ll be two seconds and we can leave and he won’t
ever know. It was you by the way that wanted to come,
that had to see for yourself. So, just relax, Jessie.” He
turns the combination and the lock slips loose and falls
open.
They walk into the dark room and I hover near the boy,
hesitant to go after them. I hear her gasp before I can
move at all but I’m there next to her so quickly, a cool
breeze trails after me. I don’t look right away, i wait. I
instead look at Jessie’s face, her small nose, and faint
freckles. I stare so hard into her horrified eyes that I fear I
may move into her fleshy body and snuggle up to the soft
wet parts inside.
It was then that I knew I had to look, because if not now,
then when? So I took the deepest breath I could manage,
no air passed through my lungs at all. I lean away from
her warmth and turn slowly to look at the crumpled pillow
case that lay on the musty single bed. It lays half open, a
flashlight’s beam peers into the cotton folds and
illuminates the hard beige bones that used to belong to
me. I suppose they still do.
A moan so dense and filled with sorrow crackles out of my
dry mouth. The girl cries and I feel so sorry for her, that I
scared her but they fade away as I lay down on the bed
and grasp the hard sack to my chest. I wept for so long
that when I finally tried to stand and go back to the forest
all that was left was a few bare pillars and the now blank
sign in the ground.
THE END
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“Once when I was in Middle
School ish (or maybe even
younger) I had a dream where
myself and some of my school
friends had to run in fear
from a T-Rex and we took
shelter in a Costco. XD it
was real scary at the time
but now it's just
weird/funny.” - Lizz

“I used to have a recurring
dream about being in a house,
like an old country house and
it was really quiet, like
everything felt still. The sun
was always there, making the
rooms all orangey and warm. I’d
be brushing my hair in front of
this vanity and up from behind
me, my grandmother would pop

up and look really sinister and
chase me thru the house. Id
end up losing her and go to
take a bath in this huge metal
tub. But once i was in it the
water would go dark and I’d feel
stuff between my fingers and
when i pulled my hands up it
would be long hair (she had
super long hair) and id be so
terrified and jolt awake.”
Amy
“Like one where we roll up
to this compound in the
cavalier done up post
apocalyptic nuclear melt
down and we take over and
rule it and go to war with
another group of half
nuclear zombie half human
cannibals.” – Nicole

