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Disclaimer: This story is based loosely on a myth. Although there have been many versions of this myth, this story 

is based on the myth I recall hearing.  The town is real. The house is real. The people are not. 

 

 

The House Next to the Tracks 

 

On the evening of October 31, 2016, four teenagers from the small town of Sintaluta 

entered an old abandoned house next to the train tracks, located a few miles west of town.  Two 

days later, their four bodies were found inside the house. 

 

Transcript of conversation between Jason Ramstad (JR) and Teddy Tribecca (TT), 

student and friend, 16 years old 

JR: What can you tell me about your four friends? 

TT: Um, I dunno.  Not much, I guess they were really good kids.  Didn’t really do 

anything that would get themselves in trouble, ever.  Not anything worse than any of us have 

ever done, anyway.  Spray painting the streets, throwing rocks at windows, that kind of stuff.  

But even Ben would never have done any of those things, which is why I’m surprised he went 

along with them out there. 

JR: Ben was a shy guy? 

TT: Sure.  I mean, only if you didn’t know him.  His parents are the quiet type, they 

don’t really hang out with the other parents, I mean.  But they’re not strange. 

JR: Why do you say that? 

TT: Say what? 

JR: Sorry, let me clarify.  I just mean, you say they’re not strange.  Why make a point of 

saying that? 
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TT: Oh, I dunno. 

JR: Can you talk about the other three?  For the record, the other three students are 

Clement Patterson, Ava Curtson, and Vanessa Roberts. 

(subject takes a 23 second pause) 

TT: I dunno.  I suppose I didn’t know – or I didn’t really like Clement.  He was the kind 

of guy who thought he was better than everyone else. And I suppose he was. 

JR: How do you suppose he was better than everyone else? 

TT: Good at sports, the girls liked him.  That kind of guy, the typical jock, I guess.  Guys 

want to be him, girls want to be with him. 

JR: Was either Vanessa or Ava dating Clement? 

TT: Oh, yeah.  Ava.  They were the it couple, I guess. 

JR: And were Vanessa and Ben an item? 

TT: No no.  I mean, not that anyone was aware of.  I think I heard that Ben had a big 

crush on Vanessa, but she was sort of out of his – I mean, like, I don’t think she liked him that 

way, you know?  I think she had the hots for Scott, he’s in my class.  But Scott was out at the 

bush party where I was that night.  I would have expected Scott to be with those guys instead of 

Ben.  Ben was the kind of guy to stay home on Halloween night.  He wasn’t very… 

JR: He wasn’t very popular? 

TT: No. 

JR: Why do you think Ben was with those other three on that night, then? 

TT: I dunno. Maybe a bet? 

JR: A bet? 

TT: Like. people always talk about going out to that house.  Kids from all over go all the 

time, and no one ever really goes inside, scares the hell out of them before they work up the 
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nerve to get inside.  And it’s tough.   I’ve been out there, the place is boarded up pretty good.  

Suppose you could get in with the right tools.  From what I heard, they used tools… 

JR: So you think they’d have bet if Ben would, what, be brave enough to come with 

them? 

TT: I dunno, maybe something like that.  Ben seemed like he was always trying to fit in 

somewhere, so it makes sense he’d agree to go along.  ‘Specially if he had this thing for Vanessa.  

Maybe he was trying to impress her. 

JR: I understand.  Were you asked to go to the house on Halloween night? 

TT: No.  Like I said, I wasn’t that friendly with Clement.  Don’t think he cared much for 

me, at least.  And I was just fine never being his good friend.  But we weren’t enemies or 

anything.  It was sort of a keep-your-friends-closer type deal, and we stuck by that as a rule of 

thumb.  No, I was at the bush party, the bonfire.  I was fine just being there.  Didn’t even know 

they went out to that house until a couple days later when we heard the news. 

(a long pause, an unsettled look on subject’s face) 

JR: What’s wrong? 

TT: You know…you know how you just have those feelings?  Well, I had a feeling. 

JR: That night? Or just now? 

TT: That night.  Like something bad was going to happen.  It was Halloween, usually 

something stupid happens, like a car broken into, someone always does something dumb.  

Maybe that was it.  But maybe I’m just imagining that I had a feeling, if that makes sense. 

JR: That makes sense. 

 

 

Transcript of conversation between Jason Ramstad (JR) and Scott Roback (SR), 

student and friend, 17 years old 

JR: Thank you for agreeing to sit with me today. 
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SR: No problem. 

JR: I wondered if you could you tell me about your relationships with Clement, Ben, 

Vanessa, and Ava. 

SR: ‘Kay.  I guess I was friends with Clement.  Like, he was the kind of guy where you 

didn’t choose to be his friend, but he chose you to be his friend, if that makes sense. 

JR: It does.  So he was sort of an alpha male, the leader of his pack? 

SR: Yeah, and if you were lucky, you were chosen to be in the pack.  If you were 

unlucky, you weren’t, and that made you sort of unpopular, I guess.  Popular people were on 

Clement’s good side.  But honestly, I don’t think anyone ever really liked him, they were mostly 

just afraid of him. 

JR: Why were people so afraid of Clement? 

SR: He was just always the tough guy.  Wasn’t very smart. And you know how it is in 

high school, the dumb kids are popular and the smart kids aren’t, so you’re always trying to seem 

dumber than you are, which is kinda silly when you think about it.  But he sort of hit puberty the 

earliest, and he had a deeper voice before everyone.  And I guess, by default, that made him the 

alpha leader, like you put it.  So he was always the leader, and we were always chasing his 

footsteps.  

JR: Were you always on his good side?  Were you on his good side recently, on 

Halloween? 

SR: Yes.  I mean, yes I was on his good side recently.  But I didn’t know he was going 

out to that house that night.  

JR: If you had known they were going out there, would you have gone? 

SR: Honestly, probably.  Like I said, you don’t really say no to him if you know what’s 

good for you. 

JR: I understand.  And were you always on his good side? 

SR: Not really.  On and off, I guess, through the years.  Like, I didn’t get a deeper voice 

until last year, which was when I think he started seeing me as cool again.   He and I used to be 
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friends when we were really young, like ten or eleven maybe, and our parents knew each other 

well.  So I was always playing at his place, or he was at my place.  Sometimes we’d go to the 

swimming pool in town.   

JR: All right.  What about your relationship with the other three: Ben, Vanessa, Ava? 

SR: I didn’t know Ava that well.  She was newish to town, only moved here a couple of 

years ago.  Her dad works for the bank, manager or something.  She’s cute, or was cute, I guess.  

Ben was a quiet guy, always picked on. Clement always had a heyday picking on Ben.  I felt 

really bad for him, but… 

JR: But you couldn’t really stick up for him, perhaps because you didn’t want Clement to 

stop liking you? 

SR: Yeah.  Like Clement would take off his shoe and throw it at Ben’s head sometimes.  

Or else just punch him in the gut when they passed in the hall, and everyone would laugh, and I 

would laugh because Clement would look at you to make sure you were laughing.  

JR: And Vanessa? 

SR: Vanessa was cool.  She was a popular girl.   

JR: Were you two close? 

SR: No, not really. I mean, I hung out with her and stuff.  And I know you really want to 

know if we were dating or whatever, but the answer is no.  I didn’t really think of her that way, 

anyway.  I know she really liked me, though, and everyone kept bugging me about it, pressuring 

me to make a move or ask her out, make it official.  Wasn’t really something I wanted to do.  I 

could tell Clement really wanted me to, was really pressuring me, and it was making me really 

hate him, to be honest.  

JR: So just to clarify, you were never asked to go out to the house next to the tracks, nor 

would you have gone if you’d been asked? 

SR: That’s right. 

JR: What is it about this house that draws kids like yourself to it? Why do you find it so 

scary? 
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SR: Dunno, it’s just creepy, you know?  I don’t really know where the story originates.  

Don’t even know who told it to me.  Haven’t you seen it? 

JR: Yes. But only in the daytime. 

SR: Well then, that’s no fun. 

(subject laughs uncomfortably) 

JR: What’s the story behind the house? 

SR: I’m not sure I know all the deets.  But it’s strange how close it is to the railroad, like 

close enough you could chuck a stone and you’d clear the other side of the tracks.  There is some 

sort of story about a woman who lived there, not married, but she had a kid from what I can 

remember, a little boy.  And then I guess one day the kid was out – maybe playing in the fields 

or something, not sure – but anyway, he somehow ended up on the tracks and got hit by an 

oncoming train.  The woman was traumatized, as you would be, and so she boarded up the 

windows.  But, she only boarded the windows that faced the tracks, which is the south side, I 

guess. It must’ve been dark inside all the time, with no sunlight coming in.  So anyway, if you’re 

inside the house when a train passes by, you’re supposed to hear the woman screaming. 

Anyways, that’s the main points, or at least all I really know. 

JR: When I was there just yesterday, all the windows were boarded. Not just those facing 

the tracks. 

SR: Yeah, maybe she boarded them all.  Or maybe whoever owns that land boarded them 

all up at some point.  Not sure. 

JR: Okay.  So you never made it inside the house ever? 

(subject shakes his head, as though frightened at the prospect of entering the house) 

SR: No.  Never.  
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Transcript of conversation between Jason Ramstad (JR) and Curt Demarcus (CD), 

police investigator on the case, 39 years old 

 

JR: How did you learn about the deaths? 

CD: Got the call about four in the morning, two days ago.  Was told to haul ass out to 

Sintaluta.  I was given directions, which essentially take you west beyond the town limits on a 

few back roads.  But the little dot on the map where they said I needed to go to was in the field, 

close to the tracks, which aren’t very far from the highway.  Probably fifty yards from the 

Number One Highway.  You can see the house when you’re driving.  Strange thing is that there 

isn’t any road to the house, there never was.  Just sits out in the middle of the field. 

JR: What information were you given at that time? 

CD: I think my boss said something like, ‘I’m sending you a location as we speak, get 

there as soon as possible, speak to no one, we’ve got four dead kids.’ 

JR: And what was your reaction? 

CD: What do you think my reaction was?  I mean, Christ.  Four dead kids, not every day 

you come across that.  My first thought was, shit, this is going to make national, maybe cross-

the-border headlines when the media catches wind of this.  And as far as I knew at that time, the 

media was already aware.  But probably they weren’t. You can see, there wasn’t much info that I 

had right off the bat. 

JR: I see. And when you arrived to the scene, what did you see?  What was your initial 

observation? 

CD: I was confused.  Seemed a bit odd, but at the same time, not really. I thought, this is 

the perfect place to murder a bunch of kids, I guess.  No one’s really gonna hear them scream 

from out here, not over the highway traffic.  Highway is busy even at night. 

JR: So your initial assumption was that they’d been murdered? 

CD: Well, sure. 

JR: Who was there when you arrived? 
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CD: Bunch of cruisers, officers, medics, local fire department.  But the local fire 

department is all just volunteers from town, so they weren’t allowed to leave.  They couldn’t just 

let [the local firefighters] go and risk any misinformation getting out.   People in small towns 

gossip, and fast.  The police took the cell phones away from [the firefighters] even.  We wanted 

to know what the hell was going on before we started talking to the public. 

JR: I understand.  And the house, what initial observations did you make? 

CD: Well my first thought was, ‘I’ve always seen this place but never paid it much 

attention.’  You know, you drive by it all the time on the highway and it’s sort of just there in 

your peripheral vision, you don’t mind it.   And of course, the story about this place goes back to 

even when I was a kid in high school just an hour down the road. 

JR: Really? 

CD: Really. 

JR: Go on. 

CD: The house looked…creepy, I guess.  I mean, it was a bizarre thing standing outside 

this small house, and inside you know there are four dead kids.  It’s sad and horrific at the same 

time.  So in that first moment when I walked up to the house, passed the line of tape they’d 

strung up around the place, I kept thinking about the poor officers who were on their way right 

now to notify the families. 

JR: So they had known relatively quickly who the deceased were? 

CD: Oh yes.  I mean, they had been missing for a couple of days by that time.  It was 

pretty slam dunk as far as that goes. 

JR: When I was out there, I noticed the door had been pried open, and I was told the tool 

the kids used was a tire iron to get inside. This is true? 

CD: Yes. 

JR: So it wasn’t overly hard for those kids to get inside? 

CD: That’s correct. 
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JR: Why is it, then, if the door was already pried open, that [the children] did not make it 

out of that house? 

(a long pause from subject, totalling 46 seconds) 

CD: That is one of the questions that keeps me up most at night. 

 JR: Describe what you found inside that house. 

CD: It’s the strangest thing I’ve ever seen. It looked like they couldn’t escape, like they’d 

gotten, I dunno, lost inside somehow.  But – they could have easily gotten out.  Because you are 

correct, the doors weren’t locked, they could be bust open if you threw your body at them hard 

enough – all rotten and crumbling to pieces.  That front door was slightly ajar when I got there, 

even, from after they’d opened it with the tire iron.  The boards over all the windows were only 

nailed up, from the outside.  If you really wanted – really needed – to get out of that house, you 

could have quite easily.  Especially a guy the size of that Clement boy.   

(subject shudders noticeably)  

JR: What is it? 

CD: Those boards on the windows – they were clawed at.  I see those claw marks in my 

nightmares. I can almost hear them screaming, frantically trying to scratch their way out.  There 

was blood – the marks were bloody.  And their fingernails were found… 

JR: You mean they clawed so hard their nails…came off? 

(subject nods) 

CD: Yes. 

JR: What else is notable? 

CD:  Benjamin Harding.  

JR: Ben…what about Ben? 

(subject shakes his head, looks down at the table for extended time) 
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CD: The way he – his body was…it’s so terrible, that I see it even when my eyes are 

open, like an image imprinted on the air everywhere I go, right there in front of me like a ghost 

that never disappears from sight. 

JR: What image? 

CD: Of his body, his face, the way he was found. 

JR: How was he found? 

CD: Alone.  He was alone on the first floor.  The other three were all found upstairs.  It’s 

a two-story house, but you already know that, you’ve been out there.  And it’s a simple house.  

There aren’t many rooms, it’s mostly open space inside.  And so those three kids upstairs were in 

the main open area.  But Ben was alone, on the first floor, with his head… 

(subject pauses again) 

JR: It’s okay…take your time. 

CD: There was this cellar door.  The house has one of those old basements, you know the 

ones where the walls are just dirt and roots sticking out all over the place.  The cellar door was 

open, really dark down there.  No light or anything, would have been only lit with a candle or 

something.  And the cellar door was opened.  Ben was laying on his back on the floor, and his 

head was hanging over the lip of the opening in the floor where it opens up down into the cellar.  

So his head was hanging back, with his neck exposed, his Adam’s Apple pointing up, like this… 

(subject demonstrates by tilted his head all the way back and looking up at the ceiling) 

JR: I understand. 

CD:  But it was the marks, those marks on his face, that I saw when I finally walked 

around the cellar opening in the floor, and when they lifted his head up for me to see. 

JR: And what did you see? 

CD: Claw marks, again.  But these were more like gouges, and they ran all the way down 

– from his forehead down to his cheeks.  Deep, fleshy gouges, like he was trying to dig out his 

own eyes.  And he succeeded in that, with one eye – it was hanging on only by a few strings of 

the optical nerve, his socket open and bloody, blackish, sort of.  
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(noticeable tears in subject’s eyes) 

JR: Why do you think he might have done that? 

CD: I don’t think he did. 

JR: Sorry, I don’t understand. 

CD: I don’t think Ben tried to claw his own eyes out.  His nails were perfectly clean, no 

blood or anything on them. 

JR: Who do you think did it? One of the other three? 

(subject shakes his head, looking down at his own hands, which are clutched together) 

CD: No. No – I don’t think it was one of the others, from the evidence I’ve seen after the 

fact.  There were these bruises on Ben’s wrists, really deep bruises.  Like someone had been 

grabbing his wrists very tightly. 

JR: Okay? 

CD: I think someone – something – forced him to claw his own eyes out. 

(a pause) 

JR: One more question – what was in the cellar? 

CD: Darkness. Just…darkness.   

 

A joint funeral will be held for the victims, Ben Holding, Clement Patterson, Ava Curtson, and 

Vanessa Roberts on October 16th at 12 noon.  All caskets will be closed. 
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