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Editors page:
Welcome to another addition of
Ghost Trackers Newsletter.
Halloween was, as usual, a very
busy time for me. I had loads of
lectures, public appearances and
bus tours as well as an ongoing
haunted house investigation
which will be discussed in more
detail in the Ghost Research
Society page of this newsletter.
I would like to thank all those
who sent Halloween and
Christmas cards this year! You
caring is always appreciated!
. My thanks also go out to:
Tom Perrott for the SPR Journals and the
two books that I recently received including,
“Beyond The Impossible” and “Bluff Your
Way Through the Occult”, Suzy Driver for
her updated case history regarding her own
haunted house she lives in, John Cachel for
the excellent Bachelor’s Grove Cemetery
map and numerous paranormal photographs
that he has submitted, Patricia Havasi for the
Punderson Manor photographs, and Stanley
Suho and Karen Kramer for their clippings.
A special thanks goes out to Howard Hight
for his willingness to help out.

Matt Hucke and myself will continue
to update and upgrade the GRS website in
the upcoming weeks. There will be
additional case histories posted as well as
new pictures and updated links. Watch for
those to be added.

I have indeed changed Internet
providers from America Online to IBM due
in part to the continuous busy signals, loads
of junk mail and overall bad connections that
I have experienced with them particularly in
the past several months. I am now with IBM
and have only received two pieces of junk
mail (SPAM mail) since I’ve been a member.

That’s quite an improvement. My new email
address is dkaczmarek@ibm.net.

If your email address has changed or
you haven’t submitted your email address to
me yet, please do so as I occasionally send
out blurbs over the Internet to those whom I
have their email addresses. It’s also much
easier and faster to correspond that way.

It is extremely important to notify
GRS immediately upon any change of
address so that your newsletter isn’t
somehow lost in the mail. I now have almost
a half-dozen such returned packages sitting
in my office without the slightest idea of
where those members now reside. There is a
re-ship fee if I have to resend the newsletter
to a new address. So please, when you
move, notify the GRS as well!

I have picked up quite a number of
new ghost videos including “Haunted
Gettysburg” and a series hosted by Patrick
MacNee entitled “Ghost Stories”. It’s
actually from the Sci-Fi Channel’s Mysteries,
Magic and Miracles. There’s even the
segment that I was featured on about
haunted Chicago. I may be selling the entire
six cassette series for around $40 plus
shipping. If you might be interested in
purchasing a set, please notify me so I can
order additional sets from the manufacturer.

I hate to be the bearer of bad news
but I was recently informed that Invisible
Ink, the mail order catalog of regional ghost
books, has decided to call it quits. Founder,
Chris Woodyard, has decided to devote
more time to ghost writing and to give up
the book-selling business. It’s truly a shame
because Invisible Ink had the best selection
of regional ghost books anywhere in the
country. She and her company will be
missed. Best of luck Chris in your new
endeavors!
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Ghost Research Society

g 1 would like to

B welcome the new
Sustaining members:
M Dawn & Chris

#18 Young and Lifetime
member Kaye
Wagner. Welcome!
I would also like to
: thank Jim Graczyk

* for upgrading to
Patron membership recently.

Since our last newsletter we have
added 11 new members and have received
renewals from 11 veteran members.
Welcome and thanks!

The American Ghost Society is
putting together another ghost conference
for late July 1999 in Alton, Illinois near St.
Louis. Tentative speakers include: Dale
Kaczmarek, Rosemary Ellen Guiley, Dennis
Hauck and others. It’s never too early to
request information. Call: 888-GHOSTLY
or online at: www.prairieghosts.com.

I was recently featured in the Autumn
1998 edition of Ghosts of the Prairie
Magazine compiled by Troy Taylor. I wrote
an article on spirit photography complete
with pictures. If you might have missed that
issue or wish to purchase it, again contact
Troy Taylor at the above.

I have just purchased a new
computer which I hope will help me even
more in putting out quality newsletters and
analyzing spirit photographs. It’s a 450
MHZ Pentium II processor with 128 mb of
SDram, a 4.8x DVD ROM, 16 mb of video
memory, a great sound card, 19" monitor
(18" viewable) and a 100mb Zip Drive. I
will still keep my current computer as a
back-up and as storage for larger files. I
should already have it by the time you are
reading this newsletter.

I was saddened to learn that William
T. Holifield, long-time member of the GRS,
died of cancer recently. Mr. Holifield joined
the GRS in 1983 and was a lifetime member.
We wish his family all the best and we will
miss him!

We are currently involved in a most
unusual and spectacular investigation into a
north side home where we’ve captured quite
a number of floating balls of lights on state-
of-the-art Sony Nightvision cameras. The
home is approximately 75 years old and has
seen multiple owners.

The current occupants moved in just
two years ago and the phenomena seemed to
have started almost immediately. Their cat
and dog have reacted to things they cannot
see. The cat constantly swats at things in the
air and the dog will stare and bark at
apparently nothing. The lady of the house,
which we will call “D”, has seen things out
of the corner of her eye and images passing
directly in front of her while she is writing
out the bills.

The most scary incident took place
twice late at night. D. woke up to discover a
male figure, dressed in a blue uniform,
leaning against her door jam, smiling at her.
On both occasions, he slowly melted away!
We have concentrated our efforts upstairs
where the visual phenomena have been
reported and have not only recorded but seen
in “real-time” on video monitors, these
dancing and floating orbs and balls of light.
We have been back three times and plan a
fourth to discover the source of these strange
orbs. I plan to talk about this case at Troy’s
conference and show the videos we
recorded.
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Curious George: The Myth of the Ghost of George Washington
At Gettysburg

By fohn J. damik

I derived enormous
.- Pleasure from Todd
# Womack’s most
recent piece in the
June edition of
Ghost Trackers as he
sliced, diced and
made julienne fries
of the “true” ghost tales told by Nancy
Roberts. The lady is indeed a master
folklorist, but the bulk of her stories must be
considered fiction. One ghostly episode in
particular deserves some attention and this is
Robert’s recounting of the spectral
appearance of George Washington during
the fighting at the battle of Gettysburg. The
story appears in Nancy Robert’s Civil War
Ghost Stories & Legends (University of
South Carolina Press, 1992) and is a corker
of a tale. The only problem is that the event
never occurred.

We all know George Washington
didn’t chop down a cherry tree or hurl a coin
across the Potomac River. These were
hagiographic fables created by the inventive
Parson Weems that eventually became part
of American folklore. And now it is my sad
duty to debunk yet another myth about
Washington; this one related to his purported
appearance as a ghost during the American
Civil War.

The belief that the specter of
Washington was seen in Gettysburg seems to
originate from an account of the campaign
written by Union Colonel Joshua Lawrence
Chamberlain. This seems to be where the
present legend began, but over the years the

story has mutated. Indeed, Roberts declares
that Washington was actually seen by
Chamberlain’s soldiers of the 20™ Maine
Infantry Regiment during their furious
combat on Little Round Top. But an
examination of Chamberlain’s own words on
the subject will serve to prove that no such
event ever occurred.

A former professor of Rhetoric and
Revealed Religion at Bowdoin University in
Maine, Chamberlain was a superb officer
who has, in the modern day, attained the
status of cult hero. He enlisted in the
Federal Army in 1862 and was initially
second-in-command of the 20™ Maine
Volunteer Infantry Regiment. By the time of
the battle of Gettysburg, however, Colonel
Chamberlain had risen to command of the
regiment. On the second day of fighting at
Gettysburg, he conducted a stubborn defense
of Little Round Top that eventually won
Chamberlain the Congressional Medal of
Honor.

By the war’s end, Chamberlain has
been wounded six times and promoted to the
rank of Major General of Volunteers. From
Gettysburg to Petersburg, and the final
campaign to capture the Army of Northern
Virginia, Chamberlain distinguished himself
as superior commander and natural leader of
men. So remarkable was Chamberlain’s
service, he was chosen by Lieutenant
General Ulysses Grant to receive the
Confederate surrender at Appomattox. And,
in a remarkable show of compassion, the
former professor had his men salute their
vanquished rebel foes.
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Another, less known, aspect of
Chamberlain’s personality was his deep sense
of Christian mysticism. One need only read
his monographs and texts of speeches given
to postwar veteran’s groups, as provided in
the book Bayonet! Forward, My Civil War
Reminiscences, (Stan Clark Military Books,
1992) to fully appreciate Chamberlain’s
powerful attachment to world of spirit.
Joshua Chamberlain speaks lyrically of the
inextinguishable nature of the human soul
and the splendid sacrifice of men willing to
die for a good cause. It is also in this book
that Chamberlain makes mention of a story
that the ghost of Washington was seen riding
along the hills of Gettysburg.

In his monograph “Through Fire and
Blood at Gettysburg”, Chamberlain describes
an arduous forced march toward the
battlefield. On the evening of July 1, 1863,
his weary regiment arrived in Hanover,
Pennsylvania and, while in bivouac, they
learned of the fighting in Gettysburg. The
news was bad, for the Confederates had been
victorious in this first day of combat and the
mangled remnants of the First and Eleventh
Federal Corps were clinging precariously to
their positions on the hills south of the town.
Then came the order for Chamberlain’s
regiment to resume their journey toward the
battlefield.

As the troops marched through the
darkness, Chamberlain reported that rumors
began to circulate among the soldiers. It was
claimed that George McClellan was again in
command of the Army of the Potomac and
this provoked wild cheers from the men, for
they loved “Little Mac”. Chamberlain then
recounted another apparent rumor and it is
worthwhile to quote him:

“Now from a dark angle of the
roadside came a whisper, whether from
earthly of unearthly voice one cannot feel

quite sure, that the August form of
Washington had been seen that afternoon at
sunset riding over the Gettysburg hills. Let
no one smile at me! I half believed it
myself, —so did the powers of the other
world draw nigh!”

(Chamberlain, “Bayonet! Forward
My Civil War Reminiscences”, Page 17.)

It is abundantly clear from this
account that Chamberlain never saw the
ghost of Washington, nor did his men. They
were on the road from Hanover to
Gettysburg when the event allegedly
occurred and were, therefore, in no position
to see the hills of Gettysburg, much less the
galloping ghost of our first president.
Indeed, it can be deduced that Chamberlain
believed this was likely another beneficial
rumor that began to circulate among the
troops. That the ghost was essentially a
piece of clever propaganda can also be
derived from Chamberlain’s earlier reference
to McClellan resuming command of the
Army. This was false information (George
Meade was actually the new commander)
and possibly deliberately disseminated by
senior officers for the purpose of temporarily
raising the soldier’s morale.

To explain why such a ploy might
have been necessary, it is vital to recall that
the Confederate invasion of Pennsylvania had
created an enormous sense of fatalism among
the soldiers of the Union Army of the
Potomac. For over a year, Lee’s gray
legions had repeatedly defeated their
northern counterparts, who believed
themselves ill-used by a series of bungling
commanders. Furthermore, there was the
grim realization among the Yankee troops
that the southerners might strike at
Washington and end the war with a
Confederate victory. In this time of crisis,
therefore, it could be considered natural that
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the powers of heaven, made manifest in the
form of George Washington’s spirit, would
be invoked to assist the beleaguered Union
Army.

To further dissect the episode, let us
more fully examine the story. It was claimed
that Washington was observed riding over
the hills, but which hill? No precise location
has ever been given. There are several
promontories in the immediate area, but each
site presents problems. Seminary Ridge was
in Confederate hands; Culp’s Hill was
wooded, therefore visibility would have been
poor;, Cemetery Hill and Ridge were packed
with Union regiments who surely would have
taken note of the ghost; and there were no
troops yet stationed on Little Round Top
and Round Top.

Furthermore, the hills were likely
covered with mounted men. Calvary was
moving to fresh positions, solitary mounted
couriers were galloping with messages, and
scouts were reconnoitering the region. If
Washington was riding the hills of
Gettysburg, we can safely assume he didn’t
lack for equestrian company. It is even
possible that a calvary trooper seen in the
gloom might have sparked the story. A
tuned-up slouch hat might have appeared
similar in appearance to a tricorne in the
poor light. It would only have taken one
mystically minded soldier to see such a
mounted figure and misinterpret the episode
as the ghost of Washington. Afterwards, the
story would have spread like wildfire.

Another thing that alerts to the
existence of the folklore origins of this ghost
story is the presence of Washington’s
revenant spirit in a geographic locale he’d
never visited. In 1755, Washington
accompanied the British Army into western
Pennsylvania as an aide to the doomed
General Edward Braddock. Later, during

the American Revolution, he campaigned in
the region surrounding Philadelphia. But
there is no evidence that Washington was in
any way connected with Gettysburg. This
fact alone would seem to eliminate the
possibility of his ghostly habitation of the
site.

As time passed, the legend continued
to expand and grow more spectacular. Enter
Nancy Roberts who suggests that the spirit
of Washington appeared during the savage
fighting of Little Round Top. Indeed, we
can infer from Robert’s account that it was
the appearance of the ghost that provided the
emotional impetus for the fatigued Maine
troops to conduct an unexpected and
successful bayonet charge. Yet there is no
documentary evidence to support this
assertion. Chamberlain’s description of the
fight contains no mention of the spook and
other eye witness statements or facts.

In conclusion, there is no compelling
proof that any Federal soldier saw the ghost
of Washington, on a horse or afoot in
Gettysburg. Rather, this seems to be a
melodramatic legend sprung from camp
rumors, an error in observation, or a
deliberate propaganda effort to restore the
spirits of weary and disheartened troops.
The story retained life through the marvelous
and mystical writings of Joshua Chamberlain.

And I suppose it is only a matter of
time until his specter is reported seen at
Gettysburg.

Submitted by: John J. Lamb, California Area
Research Director for the GRS, PO Box
371818, San Diego, CA. 92137-1818.




Haonted Catalind
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Twenty-six miles
across the sea the
island of romance
looms majestic and
serene. The resort
town of Avalon has
called the rich and
famous to her shores
for generations and
if the many stories
are true, some have
never left! Catalina is one of the most
haunted places in the golden west. At least
that is what researchers Anne Nathan and
Rob Wlodarski believe after compiling their
newest book Haunted Catalina. These are a
few of the haunted places located in Avalon
alone and featured in this intriguing book.
The Catalina Country Club - located at
100 Country Club Road. This 1927 brick
building was deemed unsafe after the
earthquake of 1994 and is no longer open to
the public. Inthe 1920s and 30s it was used
as the site of spring training for the Chicago
Cubs baseball team. One of those players
seems to still haunt the old place and was
seen by Mr. Dudley Morand in 1991 when
part of the building was used as Silky’s
Sports Bar. He saw a thin man dressed in a
baseball uniform and cap wander through the
place and vanish!

The Casino Building - Completed in 1929
at the then exorbitant price of two million
dollars, this combination movie theater and
dance pavilion has always been known as
‘the casino’ even though there never has

been gambling conducted in the building.
The round structure is the best known
landmark in Avalon and yes, it is said to have
its own share of ghosts. Thereis a
remarkable cold spot located near the bar
and odd sounds and events have been linked
to the ladies bathroom. Organ sounds once
echoed through the lobby during one tour.
The source of the music was unknown. Cold
breezes and a strange atmosphere linger in
the old Ballroom where Bob Crosby, Kay
Kaiser, and Bennie Goodman once played to
packed houses.

The Holly Hill House - This 1890 Queen
Anne Style house has stood overlooking
Avalon as a landmark for decades. The
pointed roof of the tower is unmistakable to
anyone entering the bay. It was named the
‘look out cot’ by its builder. Some say the
place is haunted by a ghostly child who left
footprints upon the floor - footprints that
vanished half way in the middle of a room.
Over the years many people say that they
have heard footsteps in the house, felt blasts
of cold air and the unexpected feeling of
being watched by something invisible. What
ever the nature of the ghost all agree that it is
a friendly spirit that seems to watch over the
landmark house on the hill.

The Zane Grey Pueblo - 199 Chimes
Tower Road. Today this lavish home is
open as a hotel and offers visitors one of the
most striking vistas of Avalon Bay. It was
built as a private home for western author
Zane Grey who wrote over 80 novels and
short stories. He lived in the house until his
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death in 1939. Hotel staff and visitors tell of
moving shadows and “odd events” at the
place. Footsteps echo in the area just
outside the office. A shadowy form has been
seen coming out of one of the rooms and
some believe it is the restless specter of Mr.
Grey himself still plotting one of his western
adventures, still writing and creating long
after the transition some call death. It is not
a frightening spirit and it seems to just co-
habit with the present visitors. Ifit is the
ghost of Zane Grey, he still retains his
western hospitality.

The Glenmore Plaza Hotel - 120 Sumner
Avenue. This hundred-year-old hotel has
several rooms that are said to be haunted.
The ghostly activity has been reported in
rooms 17 and 401. The so-called ‘Clark
Gable Room’, number 401, is the largest
room in the old hotel and people have
reported odd goings-on including the smell
of smoke. Room 17 is best known for the
phantom parties that disturb those in nearby
rooms. When they complain to the front
desk they discover that Room 17 is
unoccupied. The lobby has been the scene of
a ghostly encounter or two and the whole
hotel is bathed in the atmosphere of another
time and place.

Hotel Catalina - 129 Whittley Avenue. The
cottages attached to this 1918 landmark have
their own set of ghostly residents. Cottages
‘C’ and ‘D’ have ghosts that are manifest in
the winter months. Door open and close by
themselves, and ghostly forms appear in the
kitchen areas of the two cottages. Some
even report lights flipping on and off and the
toilet flushing at odd times in the night. The
lobby of the Hotel Catalina is the center of
several bizarre events - most often reported
are footsteps. The hallway near Room 205
is rumored to be most active in the winter
months. Across the Island, at Two Harbors
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stands another haunted house that is open to
the public.

The Banning House. Built in 1909 this
rambling house is haunted by a man who
wanders the Main Room and stairway of the
place. He may well be one of the Banning
brothers who constructed the place and still
lingers nearby. It is operated as a bed and
breakfast place for those who wish a
peaceful, out of the way spot to relax and
enjoy the view.

These sites and many more are found
within the pages of Anne Nathan and Rob
Wilodarski’s fascinating book Haunted
Catalina. 1t can be found at several
bookstores on Santa Catalina Island or it can
be ordered through G-HOST Publishing,
8701 Lara Place, West Hills, CA. 91304
(818-340-6676). Books can also be
purchased at the Phantom Bookshop, 451 E.
Main Street, Ventura, CA. I might add that
the introduction to the work was by a little
known local author: Richard Senate.

Submitted by: Richard Senate, Special
Consultant to the GRS, 10061 Carlyle St.,
Ventura, CA. 93004.

Website:
http://aim.tj/JAM/ghost/ghstglry. htm
email: Ghostlamp@msn.com




The Ghosts of (vder (Number £leven

Mawnice bohwalm.

COPYRIGHT 1999

% Money was the
source of many
tragedies during the
& Civil War in Kansas
City. It wrecked the
" economy of the city
t and the functioning
“ of many homes as
> well. Early in 1861,
* a giant-sized
; é‘ Confederate flag

flew on Walnut
Street downtown. Then 200 Union
infantrymen marched off a steamboat with
fixed bayonets. Virtually within minutes, no
flag could be seen except “Old Glory”. Then
an Army camp was built at 10" and Central,
also downtown. From that point on Kansas
City was an occupied city! There are even to
this time, ghosts that bemoan the fate of the
city and the surrounding counties. Money,
of course, is involved. Kansas Citiens think
money.

As a result of the war, people left
town and many businesses simply closed for
the duration. Gold and silver were scarce.
Paper money was used instead for small
purchases and change. A prosperous firm,
Northrup & Chick, moved their store and
their bank to New York rather than endure
the barracks conditions that prevailed.
Majors & Wadell, the freight shipping
company, moved to Fort Leavenworth to
continue their operations for the U.S.

Government after their warehouse was
robbed. W.H. Chick’s warehouse on the
levee was burned. He then moved his family
to the New Mexico territory.

That year also brought the collapse of a
building on Grand Avenue that housed the
relatives of various territories
(bushwhackers). The incident led to
Quantrill’s raid on the town of Lawrence.
The town was burned and hundreds killed.

One thing led to another. General
Thomas Ewing then issued his famous, or
infamous, Order Number 11 by terms of
which all persons living in rural areas must
vacate unless they could prove Union
sympathies. Many left in sorrow and in
haste. And many buried their treasures!
This is the sort of information that would be
remembered both by the alive and the dead.
The order itself is well remembered, not only
for its brutality but also because it was
immortalized by George Caleb Bingham’a
painting by the same name. The painting
haunted General Ewing in the postwar era.
Nobody wanted to vote for Order Number
11 when he ran for public office.

In 1864, Confederate General Price
began his plunder-filled raid on Missouri
which started with an approach to St. Louis
and then moved across the state, gathering
spoils as it went. By the time he reached the
Kansas City (Westport) area, he had 12,000
men including recruits who had joined the
march and a wagon train of booty and 3,000
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head of cattle. He met the forces of the
Union Army in an area which includes what
is now Loose Park. Loose Park is
surrounded by a residential area known as
Sunset Hills.

It is there that the ghost in question is
to be found. She is a 10-year-old girl in
perhaps 1860s attire. She haunts the house
of a prominent doctor. She appears fully
formed. Mediumistic contact with her
indicated that she is hostile to the doctor

because she fears he seeks her family
treasures which were buried at the time of
Order Number 11. Sunset Hills at that time
was known only as a country area leading
down Womall Road to Wornall House
where the wounded were tended. The
doctor should have been there.

Submitted by: Maurice Schwalm, PO Box
3522, Kansas City, MO. 66103-0522.
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My Haunted House

Magere Cooper

In the year nineteen-forty-six, when I
was eight years old, my father bought what
was then a lavish home in our small town of
Defiance, Ohio. The house with several
stained glass windows and next to the front
porch a half circle front wall with a dome
roof reminded me of a castle.

The upstairs had four large
bedrooms, one bathroom, and a gloomy
hallway. While three of the bedrooms were
sunny with large windows, the back bedroom
was dismal with two small gabled windows
and a door leading to the storage room with
one small square window on the outside
wall.

Just to the left of this door, a walled-
in back stairs curved sharply at the top which
presented some danger, since any unknowing
person could easily walk through the
doorway, take one step to the left and
tumble down a flight of about twenty steps
to another sharp curve around a landing that
opened to the kitchen. I didn’t like the
upstairs.

The ground floor was typical with
large kitchen, dining room, study and bath,
family parlor and front parlor. I liked the
downstairs; it felt comfortable and secure.

Then there was the basement with
three large rooms reeking of mildew and
dusty air. I liked the basement even less than
I liked the upstairs.

Mom was happy with the house.

Dad was proud of his purchase since the
previous owner had wanted fifteen thousand
dollars and Dad had paid nine thousand five
hundred dollars, a steal even in those days.

It took me less than a week to learn from the
neighborhood children why the house had
been sold at such a low price. The house
was haunted.

The story, according to my new
friends, began seventy-five years earlier
when John, the first owner, had murdered his
wife Ester during an argument in one of the
upstairs bedrooms. Since John was a
respected businessman in town, he had no
desire to confess to this murder and decided
to secretly dispose of Ester’s body. For
reasons unknown, John cut off Ester’s head
and shoved it all the way to the back of a
deep alcove above a closet in the bedroom
where they’d argued. After doing this, John
dragged Ester’s headless body through the
dark upstairs hallway to the back bedroom
and stuffed the gory form into the dark
recesses of a closet that made a sharp left
turn behind the hanging clothes and ran
alongside the storage room wall.

There is a difference of opinion as to
what happened next. Some people say after
the cook and maid left for their homes that
night, John dragged Ester’s body out of the
closet, down the back stairs, through the
kitchen, down the basement steps, through
the laundry room, and into the furnace room
where he burned Ester’s body in the furnace.
Other people say the furnace was not
installed until the nineteen-twenties, that
John cut Ester’s body into pieces and burned
various parts in each of the fireplaces
situated in almost every room. A third
opinion was that John had buried Ester’s
body under the furnace room floor.
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Since John was a respectable person
and explained Ester’s sudden absence by
saying she’d gone on an emergency trip to
visit her father, no one gave the slightest
thought to questioning him. Ester, however,
was one of those people who carried a
grudge even to the grave. When a house
guest spent the night in the room with
Ester’s head in the closet alcove (none of my
friends explained why no one noticed the
smell of decomposition) and ran out
screaming that he had seen Ester’s head
floating around the room, neighbors began to
talk.

Martha, one of Ester’s friends who
never liked John, sent a letter to Ester’s
father. When the reply came that Ester had
never come to visit, Martha hired a detective
to investigate.

John had covered his tracks quite
well and probably would have gotten away
with the crime if Ester hadn’t insisted on
following him around the house every night,
her head floating after him upstairs, her voice
crying to him from the back bedroom closet,
her headless body wandering the basement
furnace room. The maid and cook gossiped
about John, who walked daily for hours
along the upstairs hallway. Neighbors heard
John frequently screaming for hours at night.

Apparently, John’s mind finally
snapped. One morning when the maid and
cook entered the kitchen to start their day
they heard a strange sound coming from the
storage room stairs. They opened the door,
peered up the flight of steps, and found
John’s body swinging from a rope at the top
of the stairs with its drop-off curve.

For many years afterward, more than
a few people living near the house or passing
by it often saw strange lights in the house
when the occupants were gone or heard
terrified screams coming from the upstairs.

Most people who moved into that house
never stayed long.

When I told Mom about the story,
she laughed and said yes, a man had killed
himself in the house, but I shouldn’t worry.
Mom would never let a dumb ghost bother
our family.

Both of my parents, in their golden
years, when practical people. When visitors
to our new home commented about strange
events in the house, Mom insisted there was
no such thing as a ghost and all terrors
existed only in mortal minds. Dad, a man
who could scare even the devil, simply
grunted in disgust whenever I asked him
about the ghost story.

I, wanting parental approval, agreed
and the three of us enjoyed our reputation as
the people who weren’t afraid of ghosts.
Teenaged trick or treaters who came to our
house that Halloween, found the tables
turned when Dad sneaked out the back door
to hide under our front porch and moan in
what our neighbors said was a good
imitation of the unexplained howlings.

Deciding to continue the fun on my
own, I told the ghost story to my baby-sitters
while leading them through the house to
point out the places of each grizzly event.
After one of the sitters ran screaming from
the furnace room, leaving me home alone,
Dad took a dim view of my antics and I
found more comfortable ways to tell my
ghost story.

There were moments, though, which
even Mom and Dad could not explain. I had
a pet cat named Angel which Mom shut in
the basement at night or whenever we were
away from the house. Dad insisted a cat
should never be confined and he always left
one of our basement tornado doors open to
allow Angel a means of escape. Mom didn’t
like this idea since we lived near a train track
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and hobos could easily sneak into the
basement to sleep or steal some of our
canned food. Dad grumped that even hobos
needed food and shelter and the door
remained forever open.

One day, Mom as usual sent Angel to
the basement and locked the door between
the kitchen and basement. Dad as usual left
the tornado door open. We then went to the
Toledo Zoo, an all-day outing.

We arrived home later that night and
for some unexplainable reason, I believed
something bad had happened to Angel. In
spite of my parents reminding me about
Angel’s easy access outside in case of
danger, my worry did not go away. I ran
into our kitchen and called down the
basement stairs for my pet. (I never entered
the basement alone.) I heard a faint, terrified
meowing and called harder.

Mom listened and said the sounds
were not coming from the basement but from
the downstairs. Dad led us through the
rooms where we located the cries coming
from the front parlor which remained locked
except for special occasions. Mom unlocked
the door and I found Angel, trembling with
his eyes wide in fear, crouched under a table
at the far side of the room. When Angel
recognized us, he bolted toward me, then
continued running through the other rooms,
down the basement steps and out of the
house.

That mystified Mom since there was
no way Angel on his own could have entered
the downstairs, let alone get into the parlor.
It was Mom’s only time when she mentioned
the possibility of preternatural interference.

Dad insisted Angel had become
bored and had climbed up from the basement
through the fireplace. Even if this feat had
been possible for a cat, Angel could not have
done it since all the fireplaces except one in

the front parlor had been sealed off. Dad
had no explanation why Angel didn’t leave
the house via the tornado door when
threatened with whatever had scared him.

Mom seemed more cautious after
that but she still insisted Dad was right, there
was no such thing as a ghost. Angel did not
return for over a week. Dad said Angel was
a tom cat and toms always prowled for days
on end. Mom, in her usual way to remove
my fears, turned the incident into a joke with
“Mr. Ghost” as the villain.

At times we had to strain to
remember Mr. Ghost was our imagination,
according to Dad. One Saturday morning
while Mom and I changed sheets in one of
the upstairs bedrooms which were rented out
to the college football team, we both felt a
coldness enter the room.

“Winter’s coming early. Wind’s
picking up,” Mom said and ignored my
remark about the windows being closed.

We heard what I said were footsteps
and Mom walked to the door, peered up and
down the hallway. Shaking her head, she
returned to the stack of folded bed linen on a
chair and picked up a pair of pillowcases.
The footsteps came closer and Mom, who
never seemed to get upset at anything, said it
was only the house settling.

I sensed something in the room with
us and I saw Mom’s eye reflect what might
be called fear. We stood still and watched
the bed linen, piece by piece, fly from the
chair and across the room. Mom grumbled
and my only thought was sympathy for Mr.
Ghost since Mom didn’t like to be bothered
when she was cleaning house. Mom stacked
the linen on the chair and again the linen flew
by its own power across the room. Unable
to hold my fear any longer, I began to cry.

“All right,” Mom said sternly to the
empty air. “That’s enough nonsense, Mr.

Page -12-




Ghost. You are welcome to live with us, but
you must behave or I will call in an exorcist.”
For reasons known only to those in
the next life, the presence left. As far as I
know, Mr. Ghost never bothered Mom
again.
But when Mom wasn’t around, Mr.
Ghost acted up. There was the night when
one of our football players fell over the
banister to our front stairs and landed on a
piano bench with enough force to break it in
six pieces. Instead of waiting for his friends
to come downstairs and help him, the man
jumped up and ran out of the house. He
refused to return even to get his possessions.
After the football players graduated
and my older sister Pauline, who had been in
a mental hospital, returned to live with us,
Mom stopped renting the upstairs. My
parents continued using the downstairs study
for their bedroom, which I had shared with
them, but I chose to take over one of the
upstairs bedrooms to be close to Pauline
who preferred the “head room” since it was
the smallest and the most easy to clean.
Mom warned me not to scare Pauline
with my ghost stories and even though I
obeyed, Pauline still woke up screaming one
night about a woman’s head floating around
the room. In the early fifties, people had no
tolerance for released mental patients and
Dad cautioned Pauline not to say anything
for fear she might be called crazy again and
returned to Toledo State Hospital. Pauline
never again mentioned anything about her
room but more than a few nights I heard her
screaming from behind the locked door. 1do
not know why she stayed in that room. I
moved into every room up there and liked
none of them. The back bedroom terrified
me and I stayed there less than a week.
Eventually, I returned downstairs and slept in
the front parlor.

When I entered my teens, I seemed
to become more receptive to the strangeness
of our house, such as the sounds of someone
dragging a heavy object along the upstairs
hallway or the icy coldness of the closet in
our back bedroom. Every time I walked
around the top curve of the back stairs, my
hair stood on end and I felt as if someone
were there with me.

I began to question some of Dad’s
explanations about the unexplainable. For
example, the stain from our furnace to the
drain in the floor. Ifit was rust from hard
water like Dad had said, why was it the only
rust stain in the house and why did it run
from the furnace to the drain instead of
appearing in spots around the floor? Why
didn’t the stain grow from repeated floor
scrubbing? And, most of all, why couldn’t
Mom who was an immaculate housekeeper
ever remove the stain? Dad never answered
my questions. He just grumped at my notion
about the stain being blood instead of rust.

During my seventeenth year, Dad
sold the house and we moved to a ranch
style home located of all places next to a
cemetery. The people who had bought our
old home lived there for a short time and
sold it for almost nothing. I left Defiance
when I turned eighteen and forgot about my
haunted house. Seven or eight years later, I
began to have nightmares about this house.

The dreams were always the same:
My husband Bob and I and our five children
moved back into my haunted house and only
I knew we should not go upstairs. But at
night we had to go upstairs to go to bed.
Bob decided all of us should sleep in the
back bedroom. I refused to enter that room
and, while Bob and our children slept there I
remained in the hallway. Within a short
time, a man began screaming horrible shrieks
of agony, sending Bob racing with our
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I remained in the hallway. Within a short
time, a man began screaming horrible shrieks
of agony, sending Bob racing with our
children out of the room toward me. 1
hesitated only long enough to see what could
have been a handsome man if his face were
not so distorted in pain lumber from the
storage room into the back bedroom and
then down the hallway. He wore rotted
clothing and kept his arms stretched out with
his hands trying to grab me. We always
escaped the house in my dream and the
house always crashed to the ground,
swallowing the phantom with it.

These nightmares happened every
month for several years, then suddenly they
stopped as mysteriously as they had begun.
Living away from home and with little
communication with my family, I did not
know at that time the final chapter in the
history of our house.

The last people to live there, a man
and his wife I shall call Frank and Edna, had
moved into our home around the same time
my nightmares began. Feeling
uncomfortable about sleeping upstairs, Frank
and Edna also converted the study into a
bedroom.

On the first night of the next month,
husband and wife were awakened by the
tortured screams of a man apparently in the
storage room. They guessed the man was a
hobo who had come into the basement from
the cold and somehow had wandered
upstairs where he’d lost h