
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


The Boy Among the Stones

A Memoir of Ghosts and Family

By Sean C. Guillory II

“What is buried does not always stay lost.

And memory, when witnessed, becomes legacy.”
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Author’s Note

The graveyard in this story is real.

Many of the places, names, and emotional truths are drawn directly from lived experience. Some details—timelines, dialogue, and character interactions—have been adapted for narrative clarity and emotional resonance.

In a time when history feels distant, this story reminds us that memory lives in the land, and truth waits to be heard.

Eli’s journey, and the return of his letter, reflect a deeper truth:

that what is buried does not always stay lost.

And that memory, when witnessed, can become legacy.

Thank you for walking with us.

— Sean C. Guillory II
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Chapter One: Among the Stones
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Me and Sasha were divorced but still living under the same roof in East Texas, while I looked for another house one, I could call home.

It was late fall—school out for Thanksgiving break, the air finally cool enough to crack the windows. The house had its rhythms. Sasha kept to her side, I kept to mine, and the kids moved between us like weather—sometimes calm, sometimes wild. It was not love anymore, but it was not war either. Just a quiet truce built on history, bills, and the kind of loyalty that does not need explaining.

Sasha sat at the kitchen table, scrolling her phone, coffee cooling beside her. I was packing snacks for the kids, trying to keep the peace before the day unraveled. That is when she said:

“You ever heard of the Confederate cemetery in Keatchie, Louisiana?”

I looked up. “No. Why?”

She turned the screen toward me. A blog post. Local history. Civil War burials. Over a hundred Confederate soldiers laid to rest after the Battle of Mansfield. Most died in makeshift hospitals set up in the old Keatchie College, where the second floor became a morgue. The cemetery’s tucked off Highway 172, moss-covered and quiet, with rows of above-ground tombs and cracked stones that lean like they are listening.

People say it is haunted—not in a touristy way, but in that quiet, lingering way that feels personal. Visitors have reported hearing footsteps pacing near the graves, whispers in the trees, even distant sounds of cannon fire and bugle calls. One story claimed someone played “Dixie” on a speaker and heard it whistled back from the woods. Another said they saw a boy standing near a grave marked “10th Missouri Cav. CSA,” just watching.

No costumes. No tours. Just stories that stuck.

I nodded—because let us be real, haunts always caught my attention. And who does not like a good haunt with real history?

Layla wandered in, still wearing her fuzzy socks and one of Sasha’s old T-shirts, the hem nearly to her knees. She did not say anything, just leaned against the counter and watched us. Her eyes flicked from Sasha’s phone to my face, then to Trey, who had gone quiet. She did not need to ask what was going on—she could already tell something had shifted.

She did not ask if ghosts were real.

She asked, “Did anyone ever go back?”

Sasha raised an eyebrow. “Back where?”

Layla nodded toward the screen. “To the place where they saw it. Did they go back?”

I paused, watching her. That was Layla—never chasing the scare, just watching how we moved around it. She stayed close enough to feel the tension, far enough to stay out of its reach.

“I don’t know,” I said. “But maybe we should.”

She gave a small shrug, then padded off down the hall, humming something soft to herself, like she already knew we would.
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