


Introduction

It is often true that what scares us most are the creations of our

own imagination. More than blood and gore, the images conjured

In our minds, the brain’s abllity to Il in the gaps, to give form to
empty space Is what keeps us up at night. That has certainly been

a tool used to great e ect by our playwrights for the last two years,
touring Ghost Stories by Candlelight . In Autumn 2024, we opened
our competition once more for ghost stories from the community and
were delighted with what came back. Tight, taut, full of mystery and
human emotion, these short ghost stories take you to new worlds, all
without leaving the armchair, proving the power that really strong
storytelling can have.

Libby Ru e’s Be Still & Knowwon the call-out and is presented here
alongside 3 other excellent shortlisted entries in this special collection
of Ghost Stories by Candlelight from our community 2024.

Be Still & Know will also be presented as a rehearsed reading

In Autumn 2025.

Feeling inspired? You can nd our guide to writing ghost stories here.
Filled with tips and exercises from our playwrights to get you started,
have a go — if you think you’re scary enough...
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What a ridiculous thing to have written on a jumper.
Who would wear such a thing?

And then | remember Darren from accounts...
In fact | wouldn’t be surprised to see him in it at
the sta Christmas dinner on Friday.

Oh God! The thought of us all squashed up together
wearing paper hats pretending to be happy - well I'll be
oretending anyway.

realise that I'm not going to nd Angela’s Secret Santa
oresent in the clothing section of a supermarket - but then
hadn’t found it in the chocolate aisle or in the ‘selected
festive gifts’ either!

| push my wonky trolley with its squealing front wheel away
from the hideous glittering dresses (taunting me with all
the fabulous parties that | won’t be going to) and wander
almlessly under the ickering uorescent lights.

Oranges and lemons; Christmas nuts; over-ripe grapes
entombed In plastic containers; bruised avocados.

shivering on cold fridge shelves.

The trolley squeals and bumps its way on, past more
Christmas cakes and mince pies, gluten- free gingerbread
men and pickled walnuts. Jolly piped seasonal music oats
through the ether.

As | turn into the condiments aisle | come across an elderly
gentleman standing on his tip-toes trying to reach a bottle
of tomato sauce. Time freezes as | watch the bottle slip
slowly through his

and smash onto the tiled oor. The sticky red goo splashes
onto my leg and hits my new tweed skirt.

“Well | hope that comes out in the wash” | snhap.

The man looks at me confused and sorry and | feel,
perhaps, a little guilty.

I’'m relieved to see a young employee bent down low at the
end of the aisle stacking the shelves and summon him to
fetch a mop before someone slips on the red mess.

As the young lad scurries o, | hear laughter. A child’s
delighted laughter. | can’t see anyone else Iin sight, apart
from the old man still staring at the carnage on the oor.

| drag my trolley around the corner - but there Is just a
young woman studying the ingredients of a soup can.

The laughter gets louder and | can’t work out where It's
coming from. | cross over to the biscuit section, and then
double back, around to the soft drinks -



She is smiling, as If she’s been waiting for me.

“Where is your Mummy?”

smiling, then beckons with her hand..

| presume she Is going to take me to where her mother is,
so | follow. She skips ahead merrily - still laughing as she
looks back to check I'm still there.

There’s something familiar about her. The way she moves,

the way her brown plaits bounce on her shoulders. She
leads me on - through the lonely electrical appliances
aisle, to the fragrant candle display - where the smell
of cinnamon and spices envelope me, lling me with a
strange warmth and hope. Reminding me of childhood
Christmases before....

Me and Millie opening our presents, playing with our new
dolls while the smell of turkey drifted in from the kitchen.
Mum and dad drinking their mugs of hot mulled wine.

Everything changed after -
after the accident.

No Millie to stay awake with on Christmas Eve getting
over-excited. No Millie to help get dressed in the morning
and brush her beautiful curly blond hair. No Millie to wave
goodbye to at the window when | left for school or to be
there waiting for me when | returned.

They tried, mum and dad, to keep some magic for me at
Christmas - but we all knew we were pretending.

The little girl skips on, pausing brie y to stroke a teddy bear
In the toy aisle. She smiles back at me again and beckons
with her head to a row of dolls, looking numbly out from
behind the cellophane windows of their fancy boxes.

| stand still, unsure. Unsure of what she wants from me.

She takes a box from the shelf - the prettiest doll there -
the one | would have chosen for myself if | had been her.
She carefully opens the box - | wonder if | should stop her
- I'm not sure that’s allowed. But something stops me from
Interfering and | watch, trans xed.

| notice that the music has stopped. Both ends of the aisle
look as If a mist has descended and | can see nothing and
no-one beyond them. She gently lifts the doll and passes it
to me.

| know | have to take it.

She strokes the dolls hair as | hold it and encourages me to
do the same.

We sit on the dusty oor and play. We play dolls! | know
that it's totally mad but it is just what | have to do. | watch
as my ngers gently tease the doll's golden locks.

The child looks at me and smiles pleadingly.
And it hits me -



Her hair is plaited just like my own She needed me to play, and maybe
used to be - and the dress - it's the to love, before she could leave.
dress | wore on our last Christmas

before the accident. After, I've no idea how long, she looks

at me again and smiles. | smile back
She is me! Before everything changed. and tightly hug her little body to mine.

And | could see -
that she was

The music returns and the mist

XX§XX >>Exxx ;E §xxx ))Exxx )>§xxx >>Exx giSsSaiISpt|?Jlen?gr,s;c,a Laging Into a concerned
X X X X X X X X X X X X | assure her that I'm ne and head
X XXX X X XXX XXX XXXX X X straight back to the clothing section -
X X X XXX X X X X X where | pick up the Ho Ho Ho jumper.
;E >>§ § § § § )>E §xxx )>§xx | shall be wearing it to the Christmas

dinner on Friday.

With my paper hat!






HISYAN

Aldenhoe Quaker House Is a single-storeyed building with
a small burial ground. An oak placard reads ‘be still and
know that | am God'. It is so peaceful.

The House is empty apart from me and Joseph, the resident
warden. Joseph Is bearded, convivial... honestly?

But when he opens the library door I'm instantly distracted.

My perfect library. Faded cushions scattered on
mismatching armchairs. And So. Many. Books.

Out of the window are the Holywell Marshes, as plain and
unstirring as the House Itself.

| tell Joseph what I'm looking for: women who preached
and campaigned against injustice in the 17th century.

To do either then was to risk torture or even death.
(as Joseph)‘These are the ones you want.

‘Joseph’ gestures to a handful of tattered books
on a bottom shelf.

‘You'll be the rst to have read them in a long while.

They're a for most people’s taste.

He’s standing between me and the door, this man who
seem to relish ghoulish tales where women are victims.

(as Joseph)‘Well. It's nice to see them being read.
Il be In the study.

shut the door after him and

t's silent apart from a clamour of furious rooks.

_isa selects a book and curls up in an armchair.
(quotes) The Lamb’s Defence Against Lies.

The spine’s broken. The pages and binding threads
are loose and spilling out. It smells somehow metallic.

The women’s voices are urgent.
And not as... genteel as I'd expected.

(as the writer) ‘Woe to all you proud and lustful ones,
who feeds on dainty dishes, and spends the creation
upon their lusts.



‘broken Iinto tears’

‘foolish pity.’




‘Joseph’ nods at the book.

(as Joseph)‘Makes for a grim tale.

‘Meeting houses are noisier than you think. Sometimes
at night the lights dim and there’s odd noises. Some say
it's Elizabeth’s ghost running, desperate like, to unlock the
door and escape the arresting o cers.

(herself) | say nothing.

(as Joseph)‘But I like to think it’s just the old house settling
In for an evening.

Or In the walls.

Feel free to stay another half hour or so before
evening worship.

(herself) He lights a candle and leaves.

The co ee smells earthy and tastes sour.
| put It to one side.

Be still.

How do Quakers do that? My thoughts are all over
the place: Joseph the warden. Creepy men. #MeToo -

| hear mu ed sounds of voices and steel — Joseph, no
doubt, xing some DIY job; or people arriving for the
meeting — and then my mind is o again: angels.

Scold bridles.
Elizabeth.

| must have dozed o because | wake myself with
a rasping gasp. I’'m hot. My heart pounds violently
and | inhale like I've been under water.

There’s a thudding in the wall. Insistent and hostile.
Right opposite me. Mice.

They're too small to make a noise this loud.

| daren’t move.



t's |oucetow.

The scratching stops.

The breathing is hot on my neck. Violent shock of a
man’s bristles. My mouth is compressed with something
cold and steely and | try but | can’t make a sound-

Lisa falls. Blackout.
(as Joseph Dyer) Be sitill.
_isa’s mu ed scream.

LO u db reaths . Pause. Lights up.

_ISA
Joseph Is standing over me.

There are people behind him.
(as Joseph)‘You fainted. You called my name.

(herself) He'’s in the wall.

‘Old buildings can do that to you.
E 4 Sometimes the stillness sets off your Imagination.

This Is a placeof God.

Joseph the warden.
5 the mayor.




No. Joseph Dyer-

‘He won’t harm you.

(herself to Joseph, looking behind him)

Why are they crying?

Joseph’s pale lips smile but his eyes are black. \\

‘A man like that wouldn’t harm a good woman like you,
Be still now and know that | am God.’







(There Is a slashed and battered (Beat. She has to stop her tears) And that’s why, If you don’t mind,

armchair in the kitchen/diner where | wanted to be with you so much. I’'m trying to make myself a sandwich!
Philippa, (50s) is in her dressing gown.) | loved you so much... I'd have done So please stop stopping me!
anything. | tried so hard for so long Just stop distracting me...

g C “@H'ﬁ“\ make things okay. But that was a long I'm not sel sh... Kate, said that after
. time ago! (Silence)

all I've been through | have to be kind

-_m_ ltaclmyself. She’ll be calling me soon...
Q...

| know you didn’t hit me that much
towards the end, but that was only
while you were with - who ever

I’m making a cup of tea and some
sandwiches for myself... | don’t have
to tell you what I'm putting in them!

| get counselling now I'm out

I'm sorry but I want to have dinner by of hospital. Please don't sco ! Stop!

myself tonight too. Please understand

and go! Kate, my NHS councillor, calls me on she was! Yeah! | knew! | didn’t say

| can't have you here...please the phone and asks me guestions out anything, no, | buried the hurt and
' of ten: have | thought about doing almost became grateful to her,

No, | don’'t have to ... | don’t have away with myself and if so how and because you'd come back in a

to make you anything now. how many times the thought runs good mood. In fact I'd pray it was

You're ... dead! (Silence) through my mind. Would | act on it? going well because when it wasn't

. : Have | eaten? Have | made my plan | was the one who got
Yes. | do remember .._.the nice things, | for things that have to be done for an
do... Aldebrugh Carnival day! each day of the week and one thing
That seal we spotted on the Ore

and.. and the Malteser ice creams that | might like to do for pleasure.
e (Silence as she thinks about that
we got in Fram ...yes. | remember

th v 1 h n n one)...Pleasure...“Include small, nice
€ Palty to0 Off TS TAISNEs .(S = things” for myself, they said....
laughs)...| remember you getting me

home drunk and carrying me to bed ‘ T -are’
without my parents ever knowing, \ "
then afterwards tip toeing out of their | | t

house. Q I .

out.




You know it was thanks to me It's not about how many times you hit When | look at other people | know
your relationship with her lasted! - I's your disdain, your cruel jokes I’m not right somehow, that | don'’t t
She never knew how lucky she was that | was stupid, it seemed to make Into this world, that | can’t live the way
that she had me so you could go back me stupid...l didn’t know what | was others do and I can’t be loved or love
to her all sweetness and light, your doing. The drip drip drip of it rubbing the way others do. It's always made
very best self after venting your rage me out until | wasn’t there anymore. me feel on the outside of my life.
and relieving yourself on me! thought | deserved it for being so Like I'm not really there.
You can'’t see that If you didn't oathsome. | thought | caused It, Things happen to me and I'm not
have me you’d never have had her. didn’t count not even to myself... experiencing them, I’'m not in the
. . Some times | thought | would almost situation. I'm here but I’'m watching
| was glad in the end because it kept . : " : .
. have preferred being hit again like myself being at home or being in
you from forcing yourself on me any . . ,
. you used to before her. You were Aldi in Ipswich or wherever. | can't
time you pleased, o .
always sorry afterwards and wanted explain it. Sometimes there are good
X, It wasn’t rough then. It was things happening but it's happening
— -1_ I-/aée :l kind and | thought... it’s all not to me, I'm just...I’'m just watching. |
okay. Everything is all going to be go through the motions, put one foot
Your weight, your stink, your heavy okay now... In front of the other... I'm not involved.

weight ... | learnt to keep still so It That was normal until | saw how
didn’t hurt. Yes, it was a relief that for m I I |et_ers seemed to be a part of their
a bit you did stop, but you treated me own lives, they were either happy or

like... | wasn’t there. Like | was a ghost! they were sad but they were involved
| slipped about the house invisible to somehow. Why couldn’t | be like that?
you, only to be put down or ridiculed. . _
from you, | was ridiculous, an idiot, m! Ve ry I
| didn’t know what | was talking about.

So | learnt to shut up, try to please 7
and stay safe...

| I S O /Sl

Long Silence




o

| don’t go out.

| should have been meeting people
and going out with friends but I'm not
able to ...feel my life. They tell me that
I’'m still numb, that I’'m fin recovery,
that | became emotionally frozen.

Damn those cruel people who say -
“well, why don’t women just leave if
their husbands are abusing them?”
“Why don’t they do something about
it?” Well, you can’t can you when
you're not a person, when you don't
exist...
self worth’, as Kate calls it.

a person with ‘no self’; or ‘sense

N | B 10OV

DON'T LAUGH AT ME!
| am! I'm learning...

Yes, | can answer back. | can! Stop It.
Just stop it! I'm blocking my ears, I'm
not listening to you. (She sings loudly)
| could go to a pub If | wanted. I'm
working on that. | said DON'T LAUGH
at me. One day | will. I will go out that
door and go to a pub on my own and

| will have a martini with an olive In it.
Don’t laugh at me!

(She grabs a kitchen knife and

starts stabbing the chair)

| AM brave enough. | just DON'T FEEL
LIKE IT at the moment! But | will!

will go out and | will have

e and you won’t be laughing

O R PO 1S
gd rj t that door -

R !

Yeah | know... I'd be dead if I'd tried
that. Being low, being frozen you
can’'t do anything anyway apart from

somehow... anyhow trying to carry on.

I’'m learning a load of new things now
that...

without you.
(She stops stabbing, exhausted,
puts the knife on the side. Silence.)

| put that pillow over you and | sat on
it, while you struggled with your stab
wounds | made, to make sure that |
did do something about it! | nally
stuck up for myself. | stayed there
holding onto the bedstead baring
down with all my body weight on that
pillow to make bloody sure you would
never hurt me again. You had to be
stopped. | had to make sure that |
would never see you again!

I’'m glad you had beaten me
unconscious that day, because after

| came round and after | did that, |
called the police... they saw my body
all blue, my bloodied face, my tooth
gone and | got taken to Ipswich
Hospital. | was there for a long time....
“Self defence” they said. ...(She is still
and silent for a time) They didn’'t know
about the pillow.



And you still think you can come
round here, tell me what to do.
You still youthink ...

Philippa jumps out of her skin as her

mobile phone rings, she tries to nd It,
stillbout of breath.

I e el N here,
W ) T S| mmank you...

_
B I N | ] wm— today, I'm s
! L[ e r)1/ot yet










(beat) | drift into uneasy sleep as green- gowned surgeons

and midwives prod and poke. Tell me to Breathe! Push!
Disembodied, masked faces multiply. Closer and closer.
Their eyes are bird eyes, made of black glass. Chlorine
Into chloroform. My waters break spewing amniotic uid
Into the birthing pool. Over ow hits the tiles. | can’'t swim,

| hope their Christmas was better than mine. To be honest,
2024 i1sn’'t going well either. My boyfriend- ex boyfriend- he'’s
a wanker. We met in freshers week eight years ago, moved
In together, survived Covid, considered starting a family.

(mimics) Sorry Babe, not ready for this...It's me, the child whispers. Water Babies can’t swim...
not you... Don’t mind if | take the espresso machine th d

. : -
and play station... If that's OK~ ThUd, u ,

B a b e B | jolt upright, heart racing. Sodden sheets, like I've peed

myself. My cheeks drip cold sweat. Everything - slippers,
Boxing Day, packs up the Volvo and disappears back bedding, book- saturated. The lamp ickers,
to his parents in Reading. Takes my heart and hopes of

motherhood with him. my tO rC h I S g O n e .

Peter Pan syndrome, my Dad calls it.

'd love a bath, but the tank runs cold, besides | need sleep.
Reaching down to pull the plug something ickers in the

iIcey bath water. Is that a child’s face staring back at me?

| grab a towel, hurry to the box room, sensing

‘someone just walked over my grave’,

as my grandad used to say.




Suddenly,

Thud, thud. There it goes again! Coming from downstairs.

Groping my way across the landing, | peer over the
banister into the half-lit hallway below. Waterlogged pages
from the visitor book - the last trace of me being here- trail
In a quagmire below.

Thud, thud. Wood on wood.

with every thud the \N/QT@T |l@vel rises.

Grime seeps between my toes.
Deep breaths.
Where’s it coming from?

| can’t feel the bottom step.
Thud! Thud! Bang!

a loud CraCk!

Downstairs a cabinet splinters, gapes on broken hinges.
A mangled mess of fur, feathers and dead glass eyes swirl
below. Water rising.

Voices bellow. Anybody there?
Thud, thud, bang!

We’'re coming In...

Dear God, they're so close!

Coming to get you!

| turn back around desperate to reach the landing.
Stumble. Bash my knees on bare wood.

Thud. Thud. Boom! Louder and louder,
pounding inside my head.

grab the bannister. Too late! There’s a massive crash
pehind me. I’'m rocked by a torrent of wind and salt water
surging at my back.

| claw and crawl.

ghting every breath. Something lunges from behind, grips
my waist, snatches me from the stairway. Still | cannot
scream. I'm wrenched backwards, hoisted upwards,
gasping into midnight chill. Up. Up into a swirling mass

of sea-salt air and diesel fumes. The force sucks at my
cheeks, pops my eyeballs. A vortex of foamy scree vomits
from rocks below. Turns my stomach inside out.

| can’t swim, the child whispers , | can’t swim.

And | know that I'm not long for this world.

aw all

d crawl,



The winchman hauls in his line, unhooks my cable, sheds
his safety harness. Vibrations grow stronger, as the
SeakKing helicopter leans into teeming rain.

(Norfolk accent) “You dont see it comin’ . Amber warning

one minute, Red the next, ‘specially around here’, he shouts

above the screech of rotating blades.

‘Dint ye see the flares?

Can'’t launch the lifeboat because of the sand drifts.
Happens so quickly, never any warning.

| think of the child who looks like me, the child who can’t swim.

- How did you...?

- Aerial searchlight. Spotted your car on the cli top.
He hands me a blanket.

- Not Caitlin, then?

- Don’'t know a Caitlin...White House’s been empty for
months, owners live abroad. Call it superstition, but we
always check the safe house rst.

Can’t be too careful, specially if there’s children.

| stare at him quizzically.

- Years back, they say it was a women'’s refuge.
Destitute mothers. Babies left on the doorstep, S
poor little mites. How anyone can part with

a child is beyond me. You got kiddies?

N
| shake my head, tighten my life jacket.
(to self)




Ghostsdon’t always stayin the past



Feeling spooked?

Everybody has a ghost story within them,
and HighTide would love to read yours.

Head to our website: hightide.org.uk and you’ll nd our free guide on
How to Write Your Own Ghost Story . Full of hints, tips, and learnings
gathered from our playwrights — you’ll nd everything you need to

get you started on your journey.

Come on, have a go, If you think  you're scary enough. ..
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