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Introduction


The beach sand gleamed irresistibly in the late winter sun, and I was quick to slide off my shoes and push my toes into the chilly, glittering granules. Bliss.

The day was warm; the breeze slight; and the beach empty of visitors. I joyfully locked my winter jacket in the car and started up the sandy path, my precious DSLR clutched in my hands. My feet worked harder than usual in the shifting sand, but I didn’t care. This was sheer heaven after the bleak snow and ice of the North.

My mission that day was simple; photograph a picturesque, abandoned lighthouse and then head over for a tour of a nearby haunted plantation. Lighthouses are a hobby of mine. Whenever a spooky research trip brings me in the vicinity of a lighthouse, I inevitably find myself aimed in its direction.

My quarry became visible as I topped a small sand dune; its red and white stripes angled in a continuous spiral down its length. To add more pathos to the heart-catching scene, a pair of bottlenose dolphins played in the surf before it. To my left, driftwood trees formed natural sculptures in the sand. To my right, a stone seawall thrust itself out into the waves. I raised my camera, not sure what to photograph first among so many wonders.

Many pictures later, I sat down on the sea wall to breathe in the crisp, salty air and think about my journey so far through the spooky South with its many ghosts; quite a number of which were associated with the sea. In Ocracoke Inlet, North Carolina, the pirate Edward Teach roams the beach looking for his lost head (Blackbeard’s Ghost). Further south, the Sea Islanders of Georgia still use an old spell to help them get in contact with the spirits (Seeing Ghosts). And down in Brunswick Georgia, a lonely ghost tries to lure family members into the waters of the inlet to join her in death (I Know Moonrise).

The sea was not the only body of water to produce ghosts. The swamplands and rivers of the South have their fair share of haunts as well. Down in New Orleans, an old roustabout refuses to go to heaven until he’s smoked every last one of his expensive cigars (Chattanooga’s Ghost). In Greenville Mississippi, a drowning victim haunts an old drunk until he promises to lay off the booze (The Waves Call). Over in the Great Dismal Swamp of Virginia, Goggle-Eyed Jim keeps stealing horses long after he’s dead. And in Hiawassee Georgia, the phantom of a native warrior drives a grave robber into a flooded river at the height of a storm (The Dead Chief).

On land, spirits haunt mountain and valley, and all the places in between. In Charleston South Carolina, the Army of the Dead nightly roams the streets, on their way to reinforce General Lee’s troops in Virginia. Over in Berlin, Maryland, a ghost hides a runaway slave who gets into trouble on his way to catch Harriet Tubman’s Glory Train (Steal Away Home). And in Birmingham Alabama, a sports-obsessed man gets into trouble with a ghost one night after staying out late to watch his home team defeat their rivals (The Baseball Game).

I glanced at my watch and reluctantly realized that it was time to head back to the car. “I wonder what ghosts might be lurking unnoticed on my plantation tour this afternoon,” I said to a greedy sea gull trolling for leftovers. “If any of them come scratch-scratch-scratching on the door like Tailypo, I’m out of here!” The sea gull fluffed its feathers in sympathy, as if it understood my every word. With a sigh of regret, I slid off the sea wall and headed toward the car.

At the top of the dune, I looked back toward the lighthouse and saw a glint at the top. My pulse quickened. Was that a glowing figure looking down at me from behind the glass? Or was it just a chance ray of sun? I blinked and the glint was gone. What had I just seen? I shivered in the warm sun, my arms all-over goose bumps. It was probably just a trick of the light. Or maybe not . . .

“This is the spooky South,” I reminded myself as I sped hastily toward the parking lot. “Anything can happen here!”

Happy Hauntings.

—Sandy Schlosser
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Ghost Stories
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Wait Until Emmet Comes

Kanawha County, West Virginia

A preacher was riding to one of the churches on his circuit when darkness fell. It was about to storm and the only shelter around was an old, abandoned mansion, reputed to be haunted. The preacher clutched his Bible and said, “The Lord will take care o’ me.”

The preacher arrived at the mansion just as the storm broke. He put his horse in the barn and made his way to the house. The front door was unlocked. He entered a gloomy old hallway and looked into the first room on his left. It was a large room, with a huge fireplace that filled one entire wall. Coal for a fire had been laid in the fireplace, and several comfortable chairs were grouped invitingly around the hearth. Surprised to find such a pleasant room in an abandoned house, the preacher went in and set a match to light the fire, then he settled down in one of the comfortable chairs and began to read his Bible.

The fire smoldered in a heap of glowing coals as the storm howled around the mansion and shook the windows. Roused from his reading by a noise, the preacher looked up from his Bible. A very large black cat was stretching itself in the doorway. It walked to the fire and sat down among the red-hot coals. The preacher swallowed nervously as the cat picked up a coal in its paw and licked it. Then the cat got up, shook itself, and walked to the foot of the preacher’s chair. It fixed its blazing yellow eyes on the preacher, black tail lashing, and said quietly, “Wait until Emmet comes.”
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The preacher jumped from Genesis to Matthew in shock. He had never heard of a talking cat before. The cat sat down in front of the preacher and watched him without blinking. The preacher turned back to his Bible, nervously muttering to himself, “The Lord will take care o’ me.”

Two minutes later, another cat came into the room. It was black as midnight and as large as the biggest dog you’ve ever seen. It laid down among the red-hot coals, lazily batting them with its enormous paws. Then it walked over to the first cat and said, “What shall we do with him?”

The cat replied, “We should not do anything until Emmet comes.”

The two cats sat facing the chair, watching as the preacher read through the Gospels at top speed. Their blazing yellow eyes seemed never to blink.

A third black cat, big as a tiger, entered the room. It went to the fireplace full of red-hot coals and rolled among them, chewing some and spitting them out. Then it ambled over to the other two cats that were facing the preacher in his chair.

“What shall we do with him?” it growled to the others.

“We should not do anything until Emmet comes,” the cats replied together.

The preacher flipped to Revelation, looking fearfully around the room. Then he snapped shut his Bible and stood up.

“Goodnight cats,” he said politely. “I’m glad of your company, but when Emmet comes, you done tell him I’ve been here . . . and gone!”






2



The Cut-Off

Red River Landing, Louisiana

The Mississippi River was an unsettled and uneasy place to be that night. You could feel the tension rising every time the water swirled and slapped against the side of the boat or the warning bell jangled. The light of the lantern barely penetrated the enveloping fog, and the engine chugged and strained. It was a bad night to be out in a paddleboat. But the pilot had sworn when he set out that nothing would make him turn back.

No other pilot dared to brave the Mississippi that night. They were all huddled in the tavern, gossiping and telling tales. After an evening spent listening to empty boasts, the pilot had made one himself. He said he knew the Mississippi River so well that he could guide his paddleboat through the thickness of the night fog. The other pilots laughed and told him he would be back before midnight. He had grown angry at their jeers and had sworn to them he would not turn back for any reason, should the devil bar the way!

The pilot jerked the wheel, anger filling him again at the memory of their laughter. The paddleboat shuddered. He pulled himself together and straightened the boat. It was difficult enough piloting in the dense fog without adding carelessness to the mix of dangers.
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The paddleboat was rocking oddly under the strange eddies of the river, but the pilot knew every turn and guided the paddleboat along despite the fog. Occasionally, he could make out the dark shape of an island or a flicker of light from the shore, encouraging him onward.

He turned down a familiar bend and was nearly through the channel when he saw shore where no shore had ever been before. He slowed the paddleboat, turning it this way and that. It could not be! The river ran straight through this branch. He had guided his paddleboat through this place a hundred times.

But the Mississippi had shifted. Unbeknownst to the pilot, a new cut-off had been made just below Red River Landing. Already the old channel into which he had piloted his paddleboat was beginning to fill with reefs and debris.

The pilot swore every curse he knew and kept searching for a way through. Surely there was still an opening somewhere. He had vowed to complete his run without turning back, and he was determined to fulfill his promise. He would never go back. Never! He would stay there until daybreak, and beyond if need be.

Edging the boat forward through the fog, the pilot thought he could see a gleam of water ahead. It looked like an opening. He sped up, intent on breaking out of the now useless channel. Suddenly, the paddleboat gave a massive jerk and the engine stalled. He had hit something! The pilot started the engine and tried to back up. The engine wailed as he pulled away from the submerged obstacle. The paddleboat shuddered and started to list as water burst through the hull. Then it overturned, trapping the pilot underneath. He struggled to find a way out, but he could see nothing in the darkness. The boat sank rapidly beneath the water, taking the pilot with it.

When the fog lifted the next day, several of the boatmen, concerned by the pilot’s continued absence, went in search of their friend. They found his paddleboat sunk to the bottom with a gaping hole in its side and the pilot drowned.

A month later, a riverboat captain was trying to beat the fog into Red River Landing when he heard the ring of a bell and the sound of a paddleboat engine coming from the old channel. Curious, he stilled his engine to listen. In the eerie silence that followed, he distinctly heard a voice cursing loudly over the chugging of a paddleboat engine. Was that a ghostly apparition of the pilot trying to force his way through the blocked channel?! Frightened, the captain hurried into Red River Landing and went to the local tavern to drink away his scare. The bartender laughed at his tale of the phantom paddleboat and sent him home to sleep it off. But it was not long after this that other pilots began hearing the phantom paddleboat on foggy nights, as its ghostly pilot tried again and again to complete his run. The river near the old channel was avoided thereafter.

They say if you stand near the old channel on foggy nights, you can still hear the ring of the bell, the sound of the engine, and the curses of the ghost pilot trying to complete his run.
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I’m Coming Down

Camden, South Carolina

Well, you’ve never heard a scary ghost story till you’ve heard my ghost story, no sir! I tell you, I’ve seen the creepiest ghost that ever walked this earth, or my name’s not Big Jo Jo Boll Weevil Jim.

A few years back I spent a couple of weeks down in Charleston visiting my old mother. When I left Charleston I had a pocket full of money, but by the time I reached Camden, I found myself out of money and without a ride. I was still quite a piece from home, and I knew that I was going to have to walk the rest of the way. This was ’round about the fall of the year, and it was starting to get cold. As I hurried down the road, I wondered if I should try to locate my wife’s second cousin Lulu, who lived near Camden. But I decided against it. First because I didn’t know exactly where Lulu lived, and second because Lulu and I don’t get along. I figured I could camp out that night and maybe catch me a fish or two to keep the hunger pangs away till I reached home. But then it started to rain, and I decided I needed to find a place to stay for the night.

So the first house I saw, I marched straight up to the door and knocked. A man came to the door and I explained to him what terrible straits I was in, and I asked him if he had a barn or a doghouse or something where I could stay the night. Well, the man took a good look at me, and I guess he decided I didn’t mean no harm, ’cause he said he had a house up the hill where no one was living, and he reckoned it would be all right for me to fix up a fire and sleep in the bed.
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This was a stroke of good luck. A fire and a bed sounded better than a doghouse or a stack of hay. I thanked him right quick and wished him goodnight. Then I went straight up the hill and into the little gray house I found there.

Now make no mistake, this was a nice house. Seemed a bit odd that no one wanted to live there, but I wasn’t about to question my good fortune, no sir. I made me up a fire in the fireplace and set myself down to dry out. I was getting really warm and cozy when all at once I heard this voice a-coming from up the stairs. It was a deep voice, and it echoed around and around the house.

“I’m coming down!” the voice boomed.

Well sir, I jumped a mile. The man had said the house was deserted, and it sure had looked deserted when I got there. But now I was hearin’ a voice that made my hair stand on end and gave me goose bumps. The voice didn’t sound like anyone alive, if you know what I mean.

“I’m coming down!” the voice roared again.

It sounded closer this time, though it was hard to judge distance with the voice echoing all over the place. And then, sure enough, there was a man standing at the bottom of the stairs. He was dressed all in white and he glowed like someone had lit a candle inside his skin. There was something about the way his eyes looked at me that made me real sorry that he was standing between me and the door.

About then I reckoned a change of address would be good for my health, so I lit out the window and ran about seven miles down the road without stopping. I nearly knocked over the preacher on my way, and he yelled at me to halt. I glanced back but didn’t see the man in white chasing me, so I stopped.

“Young man,” said the preacher, “just where do you think you are going in such a hurry?”

“Preacher,” says I, “if you’d just seen what I’ve just seen, you’d be in a hurry too.”

Well the preacher insisted I tell him my story right then and there. So I did. And don’t you know, that preacher, he started to laugh and said, “Friend, there’s nothing to that.”

“What you mean, nothing to that?” I was indignant. After all, it was me and not the preacher who saw that scary ghost.

“Listen, friend, we’ve got the Lord on our side, and we don’t need to be scared of ghosts. I’ll prove you were wrong.”

“How?” I asked him.

“I’ll go with you to the house,” the preacher said.

“You and who else?” I asked him, ’cause I didn’t want to see that scary ghost again, nohow.

“Me and the Lord, of course,” said the preacher.

Well, I can’t say as I was convinced that this was enough, but it’s mighty hard to contradict a preacher. And my wife’s second cousin Lulu went to the preacher’s church, and I knew she would tell my wife if I insulted a man of God. So I went back to the house with the preacher. It was a long, long time before we got to the house. I’d run lickety-split when I saw that ghost, and I’d covered a lot of ground. But the light was still lit when we arrived, and the fire still burned cheerfully.

Well, the preacher walked right in, not scared a bit. I followed a bit slower, looking around for that man in white, but there was no sign of him. Just in case, I left the window open and made sure there was nothing blocking our way.

But the preacher, he just sat down by the fire. I took the other chair, mainly because it was closer to the window, and waited for the ghost to come.

Sure enough, a few minutes later the voice began booming from upstairs: “I’m coming down.” My hair stood on end, my arms came out in goose bumps. I just looked at the preacher, and he just looked at me. The voice came again: “I’m coming down!”

And the man in white appeared at the bottom of the stairs. He was glowing from the inside, and his eyes blazed at me and the preacher. I didn’t wait around to see the preacher take on that ghost, no sir. I lit out that window even faster than the first time. I reckoned the preacher and the Lord didn’t need my help dealing with that ghost.

After a few minutes of serious sprinting, I realized that the preacher was running at my side. And boy could he run! He nearly passed me, and I had some trouble keeping up with him. After about ten miles, I yelled for the preacher to stop. There was no sign of that ghost, so the preacher stopped.

When I got my breath back, I asked the preacher if he thought that the good Lord was still with us.

“Well if He is,” the preacher gasped, “then He must have been running real fast.”
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The Army of the Dead

Charleston, South Carolina

Liza lay awake late into the night, her mind racing as she reviewed all the new sights, sounds, and smells she’d experienced that day in Charleston, where she and her husband had just set up house. The city was overwhelming compared to the small town where she and Johnny had been living up until now. Johnny had grown up in Charleston and was thrilled to be back. More than once he had pulled her away from the unpacking to show her a familiar place. He was nearly dancing with glee. Liza smiled, remembering his face. She glanced over at him, sleeping peacefully beside her, and finally she slept too.

Liza awoke suddenly, her heart pounding. Outside, she could hear the church bell tolling midnight, but it was not the toll of the bell that had wakened her. It was the rumble of heavy wagon wheels passing under her window that had jolted her from her sleep. But where were the wagons going? Their new house was on a dead-end street.

“Johnny,” she hissed, shaking her husband’s arm.

He mumbled and turned over.

“Johnny,” she tried again. He opened his eyes and said, “What’s the matter?”
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“Can’t you hear the wagons?” she asked.

Johnny came awake immediately. He sat up, listening. Then he lay back down and said, “It’s nothing. Go back to sleep.”

“Nothing? It sounds like a whole wagon train is passing!” Liza sat up and moved to get out of bed.

“Don’t!” her husband said sharply. “Do not ever look out the window when you hear those sounds.”

Liza turned to look at Johnny. His voice sounded so strange, as if he were afraid.

“Get back in bed. Please,” Johnny said. Now she was sure. Johnny was frightened. She got back into bed, but lay awake a long time after the sound of the passing wagons had ceased.

Liza started her new job at the laundry the next morning. The work was hard, but the other women were nice, and she quickly learned the routine. Within a few days, Liza was feeling comfortable in her new home. During the day, she gossiped with the other women as they washed the clothing. In the evenings, she and Johnny finished unpacking and discussed their new neighbors around the fireplace. But each night Liza was awakened at midnight by the rumble of wagons. Sometimes she thought she heard the sound of voices. They always passed close to her house, heading in the direction of the dead end. But when she walked down to the end of the street in the morning, there was no sign of people or wagons. Liza tried to talk to Johnny about the sounds, but he wouldn’t say anything except to tell her to leave well enough alone, and to warn her not to look out the window when she heard the sounds.

After several weeks, Liza decided to ask Anna, the woman who washed at the tub next to hers, if she had ever heard the rumble of wagons late at night. Anna drew in a sharp breath when she heard the question and said, “What you are hearing is the Army of the Dead. They are Confederate soldiers who died without knowing the war was over. Each night, they rise from their graves and go to reinforce General Lee’s troops in Virginia and shore up the Southern forces.”

When Liza pressed Anna for details, her friend shook her head and would say no more. But she repeated Johnny’s warning to leave well enough alone and not to look out the window.

That night, Liza lay awake, waiting for the bell to toll midnight. When she heard the first wagon wheels, she checked carefully to make sure Johnny was sleeping, and then she slipped out of bed. Pushing aside the thick curtain, Liza opened the window to watch the Army of the Dead.

Liza stood spellbound as a gray fog rolled passed. Within the fog she could make out the shapes of horses pulling large, heavily loaded wagons. She could hear gruff human voices and the rumble of cannons being dragged through the street. The wagons were followed by the sound of marching feet, and she saw foot soldiers, horsemen, and ambulances pass before her eyes, all shrouded in gray. After what seemed like hours, Liza heard a far-off bugle blast, and then silence. Slowly, the gray fog lifted and the moon came out.

Liza shook her head, suddenly aware of how cold and stiff she was. She stepped away from the window, wondering how long she had been watching. She stretched, but her right arm would not respond. She realized in sudden horror that she could not feel her arm at all. She gripped her right arm with her left hand and tried to move it. She was not aware of making a sound, but suddenly Johnny was beside her.

Liza gazed up at him mutely for a moment, trembling, and then managed to say, “Johnny. My arm . . . ”

Johnny put his arm around her. He had taken in the situation at a glance, seeing the open window with the moonlight streaming inside. “Oh love, I am so sorry. I tried to warn you,” he said softly. “There is a curse laid on anyone who watches the Army passing at night. Some people have lost limbs, some have lost their minds, and some have even lost their lives. The Army does not like to be watched.”

Johnny prodded Liza’s arm gently, but she could not feel a thing. Johnny put her arm into a sling, and the next day they saw a doctor, who confirmed that her arm was paralyzed.

After a month, partial feeling returned to Liza’s arm, but she was never able to do a full day’s washing again. And she never again got up to watch the Army of the Dead.
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The Death Watch

Raleigh County, West Virginia

Jim Kelly had dreaded this day for weeks. It was the first day of his new job, but it was a job he knew well. For fourteen years he had managed to escape the everlasting darkness, the dangers, the long climbs, and the narrow crawl spaces of the coal mines. Jim had hated the life of a coal miner. But with seven children to feed, he felt he had no choice but to return.

When Jim was thirteen his mother was widowed, and he went to work in a coal mine to help support his struggling family. But when Jim turned sixteen, his mother remarried a wealthy man. His new stepfather found Jim a place as a clerk in a store when he learned how Jim felt about mining.

Jim had done well at the store. He’d married his sweetheart Margaret when he was eighteen. They’d had seven children and bought a nice house in town, far away from the horrors of the coal mine. But then disaster struck in the form of a terrible fire that wiped out the entire town, leaving Jim without a home or a job.

Jim’s youngest sister, Susan, took his family in until they could find another place to live, and Jeff, Jim’s brother-in-law, got Jim a job working with him in the coal mine. Jim said the family was grateful to have a roof over their heads; still, he hated going back to mining. Margaret insisted it was only temporary. The town would be rebuilt, and Jim could go back to the store. Jim clung to that hope as he followed Jeff down the ladder into the darkness of the mine.
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Jim had lost none of his mining skills, and he quickly settled into the daily routine. He stayed with Jeff for the first few days, working a coal seam, stooped over because the shaft was only five feet tall. All day they stood ankle deep in water, which constantly dripped from the ceiling. The conditions in this mine were just as miserable as in the mine where Jim had worked as a boy. But Jeff was a good companion, and he made that first week bearable with his friendly conversation. On the first day, Jeff told Jim the story of the death watch.

“Old Ted Miller was a bad one,” Jeff said while they were taking a lunch break in the only dry space in the shaft they were working. “We always suspected he was stealing from the mine, but we never knew for sure until one day he was buried alive by a pillar of coal he was robbing. We dug his body out, but we couldn’t find his watch. He used to keep it hanging on a timber in the heading, but he must have had it with him on the day he died because although we could hear it ticking away, we never could find it.”

Jeff took a drink and continued. “After a few days, the ticking stopped, and we thought no more of it. Until the day that Amos and Joshua heard the sound of a watch ticking in their seam. They were working a small seam—about twenty-eight inches wide—lying on their sides in the mud. Suddenly, clear as day, they could hear the steady tick, tick, tick of a watch. They looked around, trying to see where the sound was coming from, puzzled because old Ted’s watch had been buried on the other side of the mine. Amos started crawling out, carrying his load, and Josh followed right behind him. But suddenly the seam caved in. Killed Josh instantly. Amos was real shook up.”

Jeff and Jim finished their lunch in silence and went back to work.

“Did anyone ever find the watch?” Jim asked after a few minutes.

“Nope. But people kept hearing it. The ticking sound would move through the mine, turning up first one place, then another. Wherever it was heard, there would be a fatal accident. Luke was killed in an explosion the morning after the fire boss heard a watch ticking while he was making his nightly inspection round. Robert choked to death on some bad air the day after hearing a watch ticking in his section of the mine. And there have been others.”

Jim watched Jeff carefully, trying to see if his brother-in-law was pulling his leg. But Jeff was serious. Jeff was trying to warn him.

“I’ve never heard it myself. And I’m right glad of it,” Jeff said.

Jeff wouldn’t talk about the death watch after that first day, but other miners told Jim more about it. Its tick was louder than a normal watch, and no one could predict where or when the ticking sound would turn up. The miners feared the death watch more than they feared the devil. Some miners, upon hearing the ticking sound, had tried to smash the walls with their picks in an attempt to destroy the watch. One fellow tried to blow it up with a stick of dynamite. He blew himself up instead. The death watch was relentless: ticking away the seconds of some poor man’s life, ignoring the curses the miners heaped upon it, inflicting itself upon all who were marked for death.

Jim was still half-convinced that the men were playing a joke on him. According to the fire boss, the death watch had not been heard ticking for many months. Jim had just about decided to laugh off the story when young Billy Wright came running up to the seam where he was working with two other miners. Billy was shaking. “I heard the death watch. Over in Caleb’s shaft. Hurry!”

They dropped everything and followed Billy at a run. They were met by a terrible wave of heat and the roar of flames.

“Fire!” Billy shouted. They raced back toward the entrance of the mine, sounding the alarm. Rescue workers poured water into the mine using water hoses until the fire was contained. Caleb was the only miner killed in the fire, which had been caused by a cable line knocked down near a wooden timber.

After the fire, Jim Kelly no longer doubted the truth of the death-watch tick. But the watch went silent, and there followed several months of peace. Jim worked so hard and so diligently that the fire boss assigned him a very tricky shaft over in a far section of the mine, a compliment to Jim’s skill. Then, one morning as Jim came up the gangway, the fire boss waved him aside when Jim came up for his brass check.

“Jim,” said the boss, looking very grave. “I want you to go back home.”

“Go back home?” Jim asked, puzzled. Had he done something wrong? “Why? What’s the matter?”

“In the name of God, Jim, go back home,” the fire boss repeated. “Just do as I tell you. You’ll be thanking me for it later.”

Jim was frightened. He couldn’t afford to be fired. He and Margaret had finally saved up enough money to rent a small cottage, but money was still very tight. Jim couldn’t afford to lose a day’s wages. Not with seven children to feed.

“Listen, boss. I don’t understand. I thought I was giving satisfaction. Why are you calling me off?” Jim asked, feeling angry now.

The fire boss’s shoulders sagged as if under a heavy weight.

“If you must know,” he said slowly. “I heard the death watch ticking in your section while I was making my inspection rounds last night. If you go in there today, you won’t come out.”

“The death watch?” Jim gasped. He felt his heart clench, and the dinner pail rattled in his hand. Slowly, he nodded to the fire boss and turned back for home.

As he hurried toward the new cottage, Jim was filled with gratitude: He had been spared the fate of so many of his fellow miners. Glancing at his watch, he realized that he could still make the eight o’clock mass if he hurried. Wanting to give thanks for his escape from death, Jim changed quickly into his Sunday clothes and raced toward the church. When he reached the railroad grade crossing, he found the gates down. Not wishing to miss the mass, Jim jumped the gates and stepped onto the tracks.

The last thing he heard was the scream of a train whistle, as the 7:55 flyer came roaring down the tracks.
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Seeing Ghosts

Sea Island, Georgia

I grew up on Sea Island, Georgia, where my old Granny used to tell us that there was a trick to seeing ghosts. Well, I was a young and foolish boy back in those days, and I was just plain excited to hear that common folk could experience ghosts. I demanded to know exactly how it was done.

“Gabriel,” my Granny said, “if you take the wet coating from a dog’s eye and stick it in yer own eye, then you can see ghosts. But don’t you go trying nothing, Gabriel. They’re bad news, them ghosts.”

“Of course not, Granny,” says I, with my most angelic smile. Oh, I was a bit of a scamp in those days. Always up to my ears in trouble.

I couldn’t wait to try out my new skill. As soon as everyone was distracted after dinner, I sneaked up on my old dog, Lion. Now Lion, he liked to curl up by the fireplace at nighttime. He was snoozin’ away all cozy, and he never guessed I was sneaking up on him until I stuck my finger in his eye. Well Lion, he shot near up to the ceiling with a terrible yelp and then jumped right out the window. Goodbye, dog. Lucky for Lion, we’d left the window open that night.

[image: ]
SEEING GHOSTS


“Gabriel,” yelled Granny from the kitchen. “What’s wrong with Lion?”

“He musta heard something outside, Granny,” I fibbed.

Once Granny started talking to my Ma again, I rubbed the finger I’d stuck in Lion’s eye into my own eye, grabbed my cap, and left the house. I’d only traveled about a hundred feet toward the woods when a huge white mist started forming in front of my eyes. It moved like a swarm of birds, but I knew it weren’t birds, ’cause each of them things had two long legs and two long arms. They started flying around like buzzards, and came right at me with a woofing sound. I let out a yelp and ducked to the ground as they flew right over me. My heart was hammering near out of my chest, and my hands were shaking. I never realized seeing ghosts could be so scary.

When I looked up again, the night was dark and there were no more bird-ghosts. I was feeling a little queasy after my narrow escape, but as I said before, I was foolish in those days, so I kept walking into the woods.

Just where the path narrows a bit, I heard a hissing sound. A strip of light started rising from a fallen log near the creek. The rope of light was squirming upward like a snake, and suddenly it opened two black eyes and I saw it was a ghost snake. It opened its mouth and a forked tongue reached for me. I let out a terrified squeak, closed my eyes, and ran for my life. I seemed to hear that snake slithering behind me as I bumped into tree branches, tripped over some roots, and finally banged square into a broad tree trunk. I kept pumping my arms for a while, but I finally realized I wasn’t getting anywhere with that tree in the way. So I stopped running. I didn’t want to open my eyes, but since I had no idea where I was, I decided to chance it. I opened my eyes just a wee bit, but all I could see was the bark of the tree nearly touching my eyelashes. I pushed away from the tree and looked around for the snake, but it was gone.

I made my way back to the path, keeping my eyes on the ground ’cause I didn’t want to see any more ghosts. There was a rustling sound to my right, and I shut my eyes real quick and started running again. I could hear that ghost running with me, and then it must have gotten in front of me, ’cause I tripped and tumbled head over heels. I kept my eyes shut even though I could feel the breath of that ghost on my face, and it kept licking me. Then I realized it was Lion.
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