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Immortality is something like trying to whittle your initials in a block of ice in Georgetown, Texas, during the middle of August.
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Dedication

[image: ]




​

For my classmates, Loueva K., Linda D., and Frances H., who, together, explored the secret of an old, dilapidated house in Matthews, Texas.

*Waves*
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Prologue

The Beginning
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WHEN I FIRST ENCOUNTERED spirits in my restored home at North McCarty Avenue and Stockbridge's corner, I was unnerved and doubtful of my sanity. After all, if I were out of my mind enough to tackle this third restoration project in three years, then maybe I could be crazy in other ways as well! However, time and an open mind have helped me accept and enjoy these small meetings between the present and the past; now, a home would never really be a home without these unexplainables. Right?

In 2015, my wife and I moved into a three-story 1860 Colonial home to begin our third and most ambitious restoration. The structure was built as a gracious home for a state senator and then served as Doctor Laughlin’s home and office, a school superintendent's house, and twenty-five years as William Kell's home. It stood unattended for almost two years before we purchased it.

I’m not here to tell you the story of what was hidden behind the walls or the footsteps on the roof late at night. It’s something you can read about in one of my earlier writings, “This Old House.”

I am here to explore a passed down haunting story from a dilapidated old house that sits in the middle of the prairie outside of Eagle Lake, Texas, a mere four miles from downtown

The idea for this story actually happened on Christmas Eve in 1968. Three of my girlfriends and I were riding around in my 1954 Ford, I called her Beulah, and as we made our fifth trip around the Dairy Delite, we began talking about the old house in Matthews. Linda D. shouted from the backseat above the Turtles singing “It Ain’t Me Babe” on KTSA AM Radio. I couldn’t afford the new FM radios yet, but no matter, it sounded good playing from the twenty speakers I installed before “surround sound” became a thought in anyone’s mind.

Well, I’ve always been creative in my mind. I suppose that’s why Terry Causey and I wrote a science fiction novel in the sixth grade, which I wish I could find in all my keepsakes. No such luck.

But, back to my carload of girlfriends. I told Linda D. she was crazy to even think about exploring the old house. We might get caught. Almost simultaneously, Loueva K. and Frances H. said, “chicken!”

Well, do you think a first-string linebacker on the Eagle Lake High School football team was going to back down from that? You’ve got another thing coming.

So, off we went to Matthews, Texas.

Every Halloween, there were stories of many of the students driving out to the old house. Everyone knew it was haunted. There was no running water nor electricity, and the windows were single-pane blown glass. There always appeared one light shining from a third-floor room.

Many students would return to high school the day after swearing that they visited the home and swore they got chills as unseen specters passed through them. 

The old house was supposed to be uninhabited. But, when we pulled down a dark gravel road, we stopped outside and were surprised to see that same one window aglow on the top floor. Again, what could I say after hearing three doors slam shut on the old Beulah. Those girls were ‘crazy.’ But I went along with their investigation.

Linda stopped and turned around. The other two girls followed her lead. As soon as they reached me, they kept rushing to the car. I wasn’t going to keep going, so I followed their lead. Then, all three stopped.

Frances shouted, “Go!” 

I thought she must have gone crazy, telling me to continue yet rushing back to the car from obviously something that scared the Hell out of them.

Then, Loueva and Linda simultaneously shouted, “Go, Sidney!”

Still, I didn’t move and only stared. 

That’s when I heard all three shout, “Chicken!”

Well, when one’s three best girlfriends from my Powder Puff Football team call me chicken, what could I do? I had no choice. I turned around and walked up onto the broken-down porch. But, not before downing another cold brew from Sambo’s we got earlier.

No sooner did I turn the knob on the door, it was like a light switch, turning on a nightmare in my eyes and mind without ever having gone to sleep. The cold, damp winds carried their strangled screams and faint voices. There were flashes of light in the darkness. Doors began to open and close throughout the home. I shined my flashlight up on the wall of the hallway as I walked slowly, trembling as I undertook one slow step after another. There was blood dripping from the eyes of those trapped inside the canvas. The hallway floor began to roll, and the wall vibrated. Every step I took, spiders had weaved their tale of woe in a code only the dead and the dying could read. There were thousands of crows flying over the house, like something out of Alfred Hitchcock, the “Birds,” waiting to eat the souls that couldn't hide... couldn’t leave. The whole place that inhabited no breathing soul was not a place of fear, but rather a place of total silence!

Before writing this story many years later, I talked with several other students from Eagle Lake High School and asked them about “This Old House!” Many had visited the house the same as Loueva, Linda, Frances, and I, and many had different takes on just why the house was haunted. Well, “here’s my take from Sixty-Eight....” 

HAPPY READING.
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CHAPTER ONE

The Beginning
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A derelict old house stood falling down in front of me, moldy and repugnant. It was only fear that anchored my feet in the darkness. An immense storm could be heard in the distance to the north, echoing through the silent night.  Lightning ripped the inky sky overhead. The silvery hues of clouds became like that of molten silver, swirling... ripples radiating. 

I couldn’t stand still any longer. I crept to the paint-crumbling door amid some low, struggling trees.

I reached out after much delay, my breath was rapid, and I twisted the handle of the door. The sound became like whispers that filled the chambers ahead, urging me to run lest I end up as lost and lonely as they were. For just a moment, I found myself outside. The next, I was inside, despite never taking an actual step. 

Slam!

The door slammed shut! There was no exit. The long-leaf red pine floorboards moaned with age. Suddenly something tugged at me... something with an icy grip!

My eyes fell to my feet. The water that pooled around them was developing into icy crystals.  Before long, they were frozen to the floor. Then, from behind me came a rush of winds. The one sole light in the old house began to flicker. There came a soft voice right next to my ear. “Darling, please, take off your jacket. Take off your shoes, too. We are gonna  have a great time together.’” I discarded my jacket and pulled my feet out of the frozen sneakers. Then, that is when I caught a glimpse of a figure that moved around me, rubbing its electric blue hands together!

My stomach knotted as a wave of uncertainty crashed over me. 

But, wait! We must ask ourselves now how in the world did we get here so quickly.  The beginning of the story starts several weeks earlier while driving through the countryside between Eagle Lake and Wharton, Texas...
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Chapter TWO

What the Eagle Lake Headlight Said
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Have you ever been to Matthews, Texas? It’s a tiny community between a small city called Eagle Lake, Texas, and another named Wharton, Texas.

It’s a wondrous place, indeed! It is full of old churches, notably where my grandfather taught Sunday School for the outreach Presbyterian Church in Eagle Lake.

Only three miles out on Farm to Market 102 stands an old house, one that all my classmates from the graduating class of 1968 have acknowledged as a haunted house. Still to this day, none of us will ever change our memories of this old and dilapidated three-story house. 

Now, it is a furnished home, and if an auctioneer was about to tap his mallet on the podium, he would tell you what a wonderful old home, full of charm, in a rural community outside of Houston, Texas.

Would you believe it... only fifty dollars a week for rent? This was all the landlord was asking for all the furniture inside and ready to move in. What a great deal! For this amount of money, one can have a parlor, a living room, a piano room, a butler’s quarters, a housekeeper’s room, and much, much more. Let’s not forget, for the rental of the place, a man and his wife come with the rental as servants and will fix breakfast, dinner, and supper daily.

Oh, such a tempting bargain doesn’t just come around every day, as you can imagine. As a matter of fact, only travelers like me who have traveled all across the states. It was a bargain and one I couldn't pass up. 

I signed the papers and made the place my temporary home.

*****
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I MADE, LAST YEAR, during the winter, a tour through the great state of Texas. It was the end of autumn when nature is beginning to wear a somewhat saddened expression.

In my opinion, this time of year always brings with it a sense of sadness whenever I chance to travel in the country. Everything appears to inspire regret. The more I drive and stop and look at the countryside, I see the flowers that lie withered. Then, there’s the green foliage that has completely lost its brightness. There’s also the sky that has grown gloomy, and then there are the summer birds that have flown away or have simply stopped signing. 
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