
The Haunting of Dreadford Dam 

If you were looking at the town of Dreadford from a distance, you might think it was 

abandoned decades ago. Most of the houses were uninhabited, windows smashed and 

bricks caving in. Gardens turned into a tangled mass of bush. The roads were merely 

winding dirt paths that snaked around the neighbourhood, and you always seemed to end 

up back where you started. The very few cars that passed on the highway seemed to swerve 

away from it as soon as they could because even a glimpse of the frightful town could send 

you running in the opposite direction without looking back. 

That said, there were a few inhabitants of Dreadford. Those that had grown up there, or 

simply liked the lingering sense of dread that seemed to cover the town like a blanket of 

snow. Dusk was one of those people. Unlike her sister, Dusk relished in the emptiness of her 

hometown. She swapped ghost rumours with other kids. She explored the darkest corners 

of the woods, hoping to find something frightening. Every year she tried to outdo herself 

with the most blood curdling costume for Halloween, even though she was the only one 

who really cared. The afternoon our story begins, Dusk was stitching up the final fabrics for 

her vampire cape. It was the day before Halloween, so she was working as fast as she could. 

She squinted. She needed to be precise. This costume had to be perfect.  

“Dusk?” 

She jumped and cut her finger on the needle. She grumbled in frustration and turned 

around to face her sister, Dawn. Unusually, Dawn had long golden hair unlike Dusk’s short, 

jagged black hair that never grew. But the most unusual thing about her today was the pink 

suitcase she was clutching. 



“I’m leaving.” 

“What?” Dusk replied. 

“I’m going to stay with our cousins in Adelaide. I hate it here.” 

“And... mum let you?” Dusk spluttered. She turned back to her sewing table and resumed 

her extremely important work. “Well, goodbye then”. 

She heard a sniffle. Her sister dropped the suitcase and grasped her in a hug. 

“Can’t... can’t we just do one last thing together before I leave?” 

“Well...” Dusk thought about something worth doing with her sister. “We could explore the 

haunted dam that the others have been raving about.” 

Dawn looked uneasy but nodded.  

    

 

“Did you hear that?” Dawn trembled. 

“Hear what?” Dusk murmured. So far, the dried-out dam was nothing but sticks and stones. 

“It's kind of a... hum,” Dawn stammered. Dusk walked around, patting the walls. A part of 

the dirt wall caught her eye. It was glowing a deep red. She put her palm to it and the blood 

from the sewing needle cut was sucked into the dirt. SHWOOP! Dusk jumped back, 

surprised, but hardly had time to react. 

Water filled her lungs. They burned like fire. She kicked upwards towards the light. Luckily, 

the dam wasn’t deep, or she would have drowned. Her brain snapped at her, excuse me but 



what the hell? A dam that had been dry for decades was filled with water. She reached the 

surface and inhaled a thousand breaths in one. Dawn paddled over to her and together they 

heaved themselves out, sopping wet and covered in dirt. They looked like two pigs who 

decided to go for a dip. In mud. They shakily stood up. It felt like someone had filled their 

clothes with bricks. Dusk peered at her hand. The cut was completely gone, replaced by an 

imprint of a four-digit number. 

“1872. What?” she coughed. 

“Maybe it’s the year 1872?” 

“No, that’s not-” Dusk trailed off, looking at Dreadford. It wasn’t Dreadford anymore. People 

bustled around; kids played in the meadow and street sellers offered their many fruits and 

vegetables. 

“COME BACK HERE!” a police officer demanded just as a man ran past holding a bag. The 

man looked behind him before leaping into the dam. The girls watched him sink to the 

bottom. The dam level went down until it was nothing at all, and Dreadford returned to 

being dark and dim. Dawn gasped and scrambled down the poorly built dam. There was no 

trace of the man. Until they found the bag. They reached inside and found a single slip of 

paper with a message. 

‘Behind you’ 

They turned slowly.  

The man. He was a transparent pearl white. 

“It’s time,” he grinned. He held out his hand and, in a blink, Dreadford promptly ended. 


