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Our town is a small, (population of approximately 4,400) community driven place with a range of eccentric characters. There are large class divides throughout the town. Since the catastrophic disaster in 2019, there has been multiple fundraising events and the iconic memorial statue holds the centre place in town. With pubs, community halls, corner shops, parks and cafés, you will never want, or must leave. 
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Paranormal tale in the town.
Their monotonous lives became a trap they could not escape... stuck in the deep-rooted history of the disaster that struck the town long ago. Trying to build up the town to what it once was before, their lives became nothing more than working, eating, sleeping. Not a single thing to fill the void the towns people felt as they could not let go of the lives lost many moons ago, unable to leave the town, they all suffered together and alone simultaneously. An inexplicable disaster of mothers, sons, friends, lovers, gone.  
Until Tuesday the 14th of March. 7.14am to be exact. The depression looming over the town was at average. Then, came the storm. Their days were shaken up, the thrill of leaving their jobs early, collecting supplies to hide away, and eagerly awaiting the weather updates. The power goes. The search for the candles is the most exciting thing to happen in a while and they’re feeling more alive than ever. 
A scream. It is ignored as its expectation of the thunder scaring a little girl from round the corner. Another scream. A less-high pitched but just as shaky. People slowly began to leave their homes that became their storm shelters to inspect. They could not comprehend what was happening. The town centre bombarded with figures. These figures slowly become solid creatures. The few became many, stood in their dressing gowns and raincoats, umbrella canopies splitting in the howling winds. A burst of lightning directly hits the centre. It was clear. Their loved ones they lost, returned. The mothers, sons, friends and lovers stood together in a haze. They were not alone. Amongst the returned towns people stood unrecognisable faces, in clothing unlike anything they’ve seen before. The storms gone. Like it never happened. Some stood in disbelief, others on guard, waiting for something bad to happen and the few flailed towards their loved ones they lost many years ago in an overload of happiness. This love was unreciprocated. They were scared. They were in a state of confusion. A voice came from the back of the returned... “think we need a cuppa.”
