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Chapter One
July 1906

It

had been raining hard nonstop for two
days. Jeremy Williams, otherwise known as Jemmy,
was standing looking out the kitchen window. His
friend, Peter Jacobs, was looking over his shoulder;
they were waiting for Jemmy’s dad to come in from
checking the stock. He was making sure they were on
high enough ground to escape the rising water of the
creek; it had been years since it had ﬂooded like this.
Skip, Jemmy’s little dog, was shivering and whining
with fright at the sound of the thunder and Jemmy
was stroking his head to try and calm him down.
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After a while, a lantern glowed dimly from out
of the pitch-black night, “He’s coming,” said Jemmy,
a ﬂash of sheet lightning showing him clearly coming
across the yard as it lit up the sky. They ran to the
back door and opened it. His dad stood on the porch
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shaking the water oﬀ himself. Just then, a loud
crack of thunder split the air. Skip yelped with fright
and bolted straight out the open door and into the
pouring rain. “Skip, come back, Skip, come back,”
Jemmy shouted at the top of his lungs, but the noise
of the storm drowned out his voice. Grabbing his coat
oﬀ the hook Jemmy pushed past his dad and ran out
into the rain after Skip.
“Stop Jemmy, wait for me,” his dad yelled,
turning to rush after him. The rain was bucketing
down and the wind was blowing hard; Peter hesitated
only a moment before taking oﬀ after them. The
night was dark and wild, and it was only with great
diﬃculty by following the glow of the lantern that
Mr. Williams was carrying that he could see where
they were going—heading straight down towards the
swollen creek. It was some time before he caught up
with them; by that time, it was too late.
“No!” Peter screamed; but his cry was lost in the
wind.
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March 1985
They had moved into the new house a few days
ago. It wasn’t exactly new; in fact, it was a very old
house, the oldest part being of granite, having been
built in the late 1800s. The newest parts added on
in the 1950s were weatherboard cladding. Bobby
Smithﬁeld’s parents had bought the property for
a very good price along with two hundred acres of
farmland. The house was rather run down, but they
intended to renovate. There was also a creek that ran
through the bottom of the paddocks, winding its way
down the hill from the neighbour’s property.
It had been on the market for quite a while,
but that wasn’t the main reason it was going cheap;
there were rumours. Bobby didn’t know that at ﬁrst;
he was busy starting a new school. His older sister,
Gwen, was also starting at the local high school; she
was ﬁfteen. Bobby had just turned twelve, and they
had a younger brother called Jeremy who was nine;
he was starting at the local primary school.
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Bobby’s mum and dad were planning on running
sheep. Gwen wanted a horse but was told she would
have to wait a while until their ﬁnances were better.
While their dad ran the farm, their mum, Eileen,
worked part time at the local library, and in between
she helped her husband, Jack, around the farm.
Bobby had made friends with another boy of
the same age called Justin; it was soon after meeting
Justin that Bobby heard the rumours, and he couldn’t
wait to rush home from school to tell his parents.
“You’ll never guess,” he told Gwen on the bus
going home.
“Guess what?” his sister said, only half listening.
She was more interested in one of the older boys
sitting a couple of seats away that she had recently
developed a crush on.
“Our house is haunted.” The reaction he
anticipated didn’t occur; instead, Gwen gave a half
dreamy, “Oh really,” as she gazed longingly at her
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heart’s desire, eyes burning into the back of the older
boy’s head. Bobby made a sound of disgust. “Ugh!
Women, I think I’m going to be sick.”
It was when they were all sitting at the table
having dinner that evening that Bobby decided to
try again. “You know this house is supposed to be
haunted,” he said excitedly.
“It is?” Jeremy piped up; the excitement of
having real ghosts around taking hold.
“Hmm, so we’ve been told,” said their father,
rather uninterestedly.
“You have?” said Bobby surprised.
“Yes darling,” said his mother, “those sorts of
stories often accompany an old house.”
“You mustn’t let your imagination run away with
you, son,” his father said as he popped another piece
of baked potato into his mouth.
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“But Justin said it’s true. He said that a young
boy had drowned in the creek about eighty years
ago, and that people have heard him crying for help
whenever the creek is in ﬂood.”
“Nonsense,” said his father, getting annoyed, “we
don’t want to hear anymore about ghosts and ﬂoods.
Now eat your dinner.”
Gwen sniggered and pulled a face. Bobby ignored
her, his face red.
“I’m only telling you what I’ve heard,” he said,
feeling rather deﬂated.
“You know,” said his mother, “I can look up the
history of the district in the library when I have time.
Perhaps a boy did drown in the creek a long time
ago, but that doesn’t mean that this place is haunted;
that’s just silly talk that’s been passed down through
the years.”
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The next day being Saturday, Bobby decided to
wander down to the creek. There was not much water
in it, being the end of summer. It was warm, and so
he went and sat under a large gumtree overhanging
the creek bank. He couldn’t stop thinking about the
drowned boy, and wondering in which part of the
creek it happened. He dozed oﬀ. It was much later
when he awoke feeling chilled; storm clouds were
gathering, and there was a low rumble of thunder
over the nearby hills. He was about to get to his feet
to go home when he saw someone wandering along
the bank. Thinking it was his brother looking for him,
he called out, but the boy didn’t seem to hear and
kept on walking. Bobby got to his feet and ran after
him calling out.
“Jeremy, wait!” The boy turned and looked brieﬂy
at Bobby, then walked behind a group of saplings and
disappeared. Bobby ran around the other side, hoping
to catch up with him. Suddenly there was a loud clap
of thunder. Bobby jumped in fright before looking to
see where Jeremy had gone; he wasn’t anywhere in
sight.
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By the time Bobby made it back to the house,
it was pelting down with rain and he was soaked
through; to rub salt into his wounds, Jeremy was
sitting in front of the TV, bone dry.
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“Where did you get to?” Bobby asked his brother,
feeling rather annoyed.
“What do you mean?” said Jeremy, his eyes glued
to the TV.
“Don’t give me that, you know, just before down
at the creek, you walked straight past me.”
“I haven’t been down to the creek at all today;
what are you talking about?” snapped Jeremy, cross
at having the program he was watching interrupted.
“It’s true,” said Eileen, looking curiously at
Bobby, “he hasn’t been out of the house at all this
afternoon.”
“Well, if it wasn’t you it must have been a ghost
that looked just like you then,” snapped Bobby to
Jeremy in return, feeling very cross as he walked out
of the lounge and into the kitchen to get a drink.
Suddenly he felt a cold draft; a shiver went through
him. A ghost! I’ve seen a ghost, and he looks just
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like Jeremy, he thought to himself in delicious
anticipation, at the same time wondering why the
kitchen felt cold on such a hot day.
Eileen had half an hour to spare so she decided
to eat her lunch and do some research on the area.
The library had copies of some of the old newspapers
from the turn of the century. There was a story on
severe ﬂooding in 1906, and the only casualties were
a young boy and his father; it was a tragic story.
The boy had gone to look for his dog in the middle
of a thunder storm, and his father had gone to look
for him. It had been raining heavily for a few days,
the creek was swollen, and the boy’s father saw him
fall in and get washed down the creek. Jumping in
after him he unfortunately drowned before he could
save his son. The boy had been washed further down
the raging creek and had managed to grab hold of a
submerged tree branch just around the bend, where,
according to the authorities, he must have hung onto
for a short time before being washed away further
along and drowning; they found some of his clothing
caught on the branch. They said that if the father
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had not jumped into the creek where he did and had
continued around the bend, there is no doubt that
both father and son would have survived. Eileen
sighed, it was so sad; it made her even sadder because
the boy’s name was Jeremy and he was the same age
as her son.
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