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who have given me a lifetime of love and support;
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a dear friend to whom I owe undying thanks
for my writing career;

For the spirits of The Grove, whoever they may be,
that continue to inspire me;

And for my wife, Tami,
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A Preface


Chrome. Glass. Steel. An ultra-modern world, with one suburb blending seamlessly into the next. The spirit realm might seem dimensions away from places in North Texas such as the Dallas/Fort Worth Metroplex—and rightfully so. Interstate highways loop around onto themselves, forming a never-ending snake of traffic. Chain restaurants have exploded onto every major intersection, and any modern convenience is only a short drive away.

It sounds like a very unlikely location to find ghosts . . . but don’t be too hasty. North Texas is actually steeped in history, from the old cattle paths of Fort Worth, to the Preston trail that took immigrant and freighter traffic through the early settlement of Dallas. Plantations and farms covered the surrounding countryside with blood and sweat, and the network of railroads brought in their own flavor of adventure and notoriety.

The suburbs and small towns that dot the North Texas area have adventurous stories of their own and are the locations for some of the most interesting haunted places in the state.

As the modern world expanded over these sites of trouble and turmoil, new buildings inherited old spirits, and the legacy of hauntings began. Ghosts have appeared in some of the most improbable of places, making this section of North Texas one of the most haunted areas of the state.

Come explore these mysterious sites, and meet some of their inhabitants: the spirit of an eighty-year-old woman who simply won’t accept the fact that she’s dead; a ghostly man intent on protecting women traveling alone to a beautiful bed and breakfast; a restaurant where phantom voices and footsteps haunt the staff and patrons, and many, many more. They are all waiting for you, should you dare to explore the haunted side of North Texas!


So what are these things called ghosts?


What are ghosts? To be honest, I wish I knew. I’ve seen them, felt them, heard them—even smelled them, but I couldn’t begin to tell you what they are.

Some folks will let you know straight out that the earth-bound spirits are the souls of those who have died but for some reason just haven’t moved on to their next destination yet.

Other people swear they are demons, sent by the Devil himself to trick unsuspecting humans for some diabolical purpose.

There are those who subscribe to the theory put forth by physicist Steven Hawking that time is not linear but instead is like a river with little swirls and eddies that often flow back onto themselves. If this is true, then perhaps the things that we perceive as ghosts are really pieces of the past or future bleeding over into our present.

Yet another theory is that they are merely energy patterns left behind after some emotionally charged moment that occurred years ago, just like you’ll continue to see the image of a camera’s flash long after it goes off when someone takes your picture.

Me? I simply don’t know. A friend of mine explained to me one time that he keeps a “mental drawer” where he stores things that he doesn’t understand, and that’s kind of the way I am when it comes to ghosts. With every new experience, every scrap of information, I open that little mental drawer up in my head and file it away. Occasionally I even go through all the contents, just to see if any of it fits together or makes any sense. Sometimes things do, sometimes things don’t. Like Michelangelo said on the occasion of his eighty-seventh birthday, however, “Ancoro imparo”—“I am still learning.” Until I do understand these specters, or perhaps become one myself, I intend to continue to try to learn about these spirits that walk among us. And in the pages of this book, I’d like to invite you to join me.


The places we’ll be visiting


This book is a travel guide to haunted locations in North Texas. Many are restaurants, inns, and other buildings that have tenants who experience the supernatural on a regular basis. You’ll find stories from these people that I’ve interviewed, notes on my own impressions of these places, along with information on how to go take a look for yourself.

Other sites that I’ve included are those that are rumored to be haunted, but no witnesses to any paranormal activity exist. These are in the book for informational purposes, and because—let’s face it—it’s always fun to tell ghost stories!

Finally, there are a few North Texas places that are supposedly haunted, but in reality are simply urban legends—the kind of tales that people love to tell around the campfire. I’d be a terrible host if I didn’t stop to point these out along the way.



A Special Thank–You To


As the author of this ghostly little journey through North Texas, I’d be terribly remiss if I didn’t take a second to thank several people who made this book possible. When I’ve written fiction in the past, it was easy enough to sit back and let the words flow from my own mind. This is a work of nonfiction, however, and includes the stories and eyewitness accounts from many people who were kind enough to spare a little of their time for me. I know there’s no way I can put such a list together without missing a few people, though, and so I’ll apologize in advance; I really don’t want to leave anyone out. All that said, in no certain order I’d like to thank:

Ginnie Bivona, the best editor on the planet, for trusting me to do this book; Charlie LeMay, for taking me along to look for the black Corvette those twenty-odd years ago; Grover McMains from the Texas White House for the tape; Lisa and Jeff for patiently snacking on cheese fries at Snuffer’s while I asked the waiter all sorts of questions about the ghosts, and the waiter himself, whose name I never got; Off-Off-Broadway playwright Molly Louise Shepard and Mnemonyss, two strangers connected by the sighting of a dark man (more about Molly at http://members.tripod.com/MollyLou/); Bill Campbell, for a great visit and for hooking me up with the ghost stories; the two police officers eating burgers on Preston Road; Vaughn Franks from the Bonnynook Inn, for letting me just drop in; The former Six Flags employees—see, I told you that I wouldn’t use your names; David Davis from the elegant Adolphus Hotel for showing me the place . . . Wow; Richard Rey from lifeadventures.com, for letting me quote and for one heckuva great travel magazine; Dwight and Sheila Greene from Greene’s Antiques, and Dwight’s delightful mother for the tour; Lois Reed, from The Dallas Morning News for helping me resolve the quote permission questions; Lonnie Allen from the Stockyards Hotel for the info; Steven Barnett, drummer for the band Baboon (http://www.baboonland.com/)—it took a lot of nerve to lock yourself in the attic with the ghost; Joanna San Angelo, director of the Sammons Center for the Arts, for a wealth of information and letting me see your incredible building; Louis Brown from the Chaska House, for the patience while we tried to hook up; Andy Grieser, reporter and ghost hunter, for laying tracks that I’d later use in this book; the chef at Del Frisco’s Double Eagle, although he didn’t contribute anything to the book, MAN what a steak; Jake Jegelewicz, former Olla Podrida merchant—great bike, dude; Vicki Bayliff for setting the record straight about Screaming Bridge, and Michael Bayliff for showing me the site; Pat Lovelace from the Tarlton House Bed and Breakfast, especially for a wonderful visit on the front porch; the bartender at the Sons of Hermann Hall, for telling me stories and pouring me a cold one—uh, make that two; Robin Fletcher, tour guide at the Baker Hotel, I appreciate the information; Evelyn Williams from the Baroness Inn, the most delightful person on the planet; Joe Peters Sr. from Peters Brothers Hats, a man who is truly blessed; Joan Upton Hall and Stacey Hasbrook, for their information on the Granbury Opera House; Sheila Walker, for her wonderful Jett stories; Vicki Isaacs, co-founder of Metroplex Paranormal Investigations (visit them at metroplexparanormalinvestigations.com); Jack, from the Jack-in-the-Box Corporation, because I pretty much used their clean restrooms exclusively during my travels around North Texas researching this book . . . oh, and for Sourdough Jacks—those sustained me on the road; Brandon, for being willing to give me an interview, even though we didn’t actually hook up; Chris and Angie Baker, for relaying the stories to me; Jimmy Poarch, for the intriguing stories and several years of delicious catfish; Louis Brown, for allowing me to use his wonderful B&B in this book; WAY TOO MANY librarians and historians across North Texas to name—thanks for all your help; and Peggye, for sharing her own beliefs about life after death as I was writing this book, and giving me interesting things to contemplate. . . .



A Few Words on Ghost Hunting


I sincerely hope that you’ll visit some of the places in this book, just to see for yourself what might be going on there. There are a few basic items of ghost-hunting etiquette to cover before we get started, though.

1) Always be safe and legal. Don’t trespass or cross any boundaries that you aren’t supposed to, and don’t take any chances with your safety. If you decide to explore an old cemetery at midnight, chances are any passing officer of the law will stop to ask you a few questions, or a criminal might seize the opportunity to take your wallet. Know the rules concerning any place that you visit.

2) Respect other people’s property. If you are visiting a haunted restaurant, it would be rude to head directly into the kitchen with your video camera rolling tape. It’s much more fun to strike up a conversation with a waiter and let him tell you where some of the ghosts have been seen.

3) Ask what kind of supernatural activity has been occurring lately and where it has been located. When I get ready to visit a bed & breakfast that has a spirit or two, I always inquire in advance about which rooms have been the most active, and then I try to get a reservation in one of those rooms for the evening.

4) Plan to put in a little time. Unfortunately, ghosts seem to show up on their own schedule, not ours. I’ve had experiences on the first night of staying in a bed & breakfast, but then again, I’ve dined in a particular haunted restaurant dozens of times without a single chill running down my spine. Realize that you’re simply not going to have an experience every time you go out, and enjoy them when they do occur.

5) When you are having a paranormal experience, try not to be afraid. Believe me, that’s much easier said than done! You have to change your way of thinking about ghosts, though. Forget about every horror movie you’ve ever seen. They’re rubbish and nonsense—albeit entertaining rubbish and nonsense. A Hollywood ghost story is to a real haunting what John Wayne’s The Alamo is to the real story of that mission in San Antonio. I’ve never had an experience where I felt threatened by a ghost—only my own fears!

6) Know what an experience with a ghost is. It may be the sudden, strong odor of cigar smoke that makes its way down the hallway of a non-smoking restaurant. It could also be a sudden drop in temperature around you, or something much less tangible, such as the feeling that you are not alone in a room. In a haunted bookstore in Fort Worth, the sound of pages turning can be heard upstairs when the building is closed and there are no patrons left inside. The most rare experience of all is actually seeing the full form of a ghost, although it does happen. At a bed & breakfast in Milford, the ghost of a lady actually entered one of the bedrooms and conversed with the couple staying there.

Believing in ghosts

Sometimes people tell me, “I don’t believe in ghosts.” I usually just smile and answer, “What makes you think that they believe in you?”

There are far too many recorded experiences with ghosts from people of every walk of life to dismiss their presence. If a person is interested in finding a ghost, it is easy enough to do, so the idea of “not believing in ghosts” is like saying, “the Great Wall of China isn’t there,” simply because you haven’t seen it for yourself. While we may not know definitively what they are, the fact remains, something does exist.

Many people are afraid to believe in ghosts, though, because they won’t let themselves even try to understand them. To study ghosts is to actually allow your mind to cross the threshold of death and nose around a little bit. Few people can do that without contemplating their own mortality, which is probably the deepest fear inside of us all.

To my mind, ghosts aren’t a reminder that I’m going to die someday. They are instead an indication that there is something beyond the few years we get to spend on Earth, and that perhaps there are things more important than the trinkets and dramas that we find ourselves caught up in every day.

But don’t decide right now whether or not you will allow yourself to accept the idea of ghosts; we have many places to visit. Come along with me, and experience the spirits of North Texas for yourself!



The Ghosts of Arlington


Ah, Arlington, a place that I remember as a kid’s paradise, and the perfect way to begin our ghostly little journey through North Texas. As I first started my research, I found more ghost stories about Arlington, per capita, than any other city in North Texas. They had colorful names such as “Legacy Park,” “Hell’s Gate,” “The Hobo,” “Screaming Bridge,” “Crystal Canyon,” and many more.

I’d heard that Arlington was a historic old town, so my first thought was perhaps the spirited activity that was rumored to be there came naturally. I was looking forward to checking it out, because I have many fond memories of Arlington from my childhood. After all, it held the magical world of Six Flags, along with other places such as the Wax Museum. But this was long before Ripley’s Believe it or Not, the Ballpark, or any of the water parks that line Interstate 30 now. When it came right down to it, I guess, all I really knew about the town was what I could see from the Six Flags Oil Derrick.

As I started combing the city for haunted locations, I found out that it has a background I’d never dreamed of. Arlington was started all the way back in 1876. The soil was perfect for the farmers to grow fruits and vegetables, from the fertile black land to the sandy loam, and there seemed to be an endless supply of water from the Trinity River and its tributaries.

Things were tough for the people there, though—Indian attacks happened quite frequently, until a treaty was signed between the settlers and the natives. Once the threat of attack had subsided, the community began to grow in earnest, boasting several cotton gins to process the farmers’ main crop. Farmers in the Arlington area also grew grains such as oats and hay, and produce like corn, peanuts, potatoes, and more.

Something I had never heard about was a town moneymaker for several years in Arlington—a fountain that gave healing water! A public well had been dug, and it turned out that the well produced mineral water. When the craze of healing water hit, the liquid was bottled and sold to the people visiting the town. So many folks were coming through the city to get the miracle cure that a resort was built for them, a sanitarium where they could relax and take the mineral water treatment.

The town grew steadily, with additions such as colleges, a General Motors assembly plant, and eventually the sports and entertainment parks that have made it famous today.

All very interesting, but I wanted to find out about the ghost stories that were in the city. When I actually got down to doing a little digging, I found that many were just spooky campfire tales—”tales of the hook” type things. There were a few that were very interesting, though, and I even included the truth about “Screaming Bridge” in this section, although it turned out that there weren’t any spirits there.

Ready? Then let’s take a look at the haunted side of Arlington: a historic fort that was one of the earliest settlements there, a legendary buried treasure and the ghosts who supposedly guard it, the real story behind “Screaming Bridge,” and even a stop at Six Flags Over Texas!


Annie and the Kandy Kitchen


Thank God for Angus G. Wynne Jr.—he was truly a great man. I’m honestly surprised that more statures haven’t been erected to this wondrous gentleman. You see, that fellow had a vision that was realized on August 5, 1961, when he opened the gates of a wonderful, magical land to the rest of the world. During its inception, several names were tossed around for the park, including “The Great Southwest” and “Texas Under Six Flags.” When the main entrance swung open that glorious day, however, the name was a decisive SIX FLAGS OVER TEXAS!

[image: image]

You’d be hard pressed to find an adult in North Texas who didn’t go to Six Flags as a teenager, whether on a family vacation, a Senior day, or a church youth group trip. I certainly remember my experiences at Six Flags: eating the delicious Pink Things that are sold in the park, sitting through those wonderfully air-conditioned shows at the Southern Palace on hot summer days, and shopping at The Spectrum, that cube-shaped store with all the black light posters. At the time, the fastest ride in the park was the Runaway Mine Train, and the big drop on the coaster was right after the cars went into the western saloon. What a blast that was. And of course, my now-wife and I stood in line over and over at The Cave, to drift along the river in the dark, watch those glowing stalactite-headed spelunkers, and make out like crazy for the entire course of the ride.

Those were the days. But apparently something else was going on in the park that few people knew about—a spirited visitor to the Kandy Kitchen building in the Texas section, one of the original shops that opened with the park in 1961. To this day it is still a wonderful place with delicious scents wafting though its doors, where you can purchase fudge, caramel apples, and many varieties of scrumptious candies. Finding the ghost there, however, is a rare occurrence.

Normally, when you encounter a ghost it is when the setting is quiet and still so that your senses can focus solely on that one experience. Six Flags Over Texas is anything but quiet, which may be the very reason more people don’t know about the ghost. I’ve known about the stories of the haunted Kandy Kitchen for some time, with the spirit of the little girl there who is sometimes called Annie, sometimes Amy. As to whether or not she really exists, I have to say I personally never sensed the spirit that lurks around the yellow candy store. But how would one notice? At any given time your blood is pounding from the last thrill ride, the excitement and energy around you is at a peak, you’re drenched from one of the water rides, and the chance to simply stop and peacefully soak in the surroundings is rare. Six Flags is just too much fun for that.

Long past the days of Mr. Wynne, the park has become a cog in a huge corporation, and since mega-corporations and ghosts usually don’t mix, I wanted to talk to someone who had experienced the spirit for himself. I was on a mission to uncover any details about the candy store ghost. It stood to reason that if anyone had experienced the phantom, it would have to be the people who were there in the lonely hours before the park opened or after it had closed for the evening. I knew that to fully explore the possibility, I had to tap into the folks who worked the store and the food services crowd.

Fortunately for me, the former employees of Six Flags Over Texas have an organization for exchanging addresses and information, and I was able to stir up a few people who had worked at the Kandy Kitchen at one time or another. They all knew about the ghost, and a few didn’t want to talk about it at all. Three good folks were kind enough to let me ask a few questions, but they would only let me quote them anonymously—not that they were afraid of repercussions from the park, but out of respect that it is more employee lore, not an official part of the Six Flags. No problem. They were enjoyable to talk with and sincere in their stories.

One of the three laughed out loud when I first asked about the ghost. She worked at Six Flags in the mid-1980s, and one of her assignments was the candy store in the Texas section. “We called the ghost Annie, and she was just one of those things that we joked about,” the former employee said, “especially when a new kid got assigned to the shop. We’d fill them full of stories about the ghost then send them upstairs to get some stock. They’d always come running back down the stairs! I don’t think there was really a ghost in the building, though. It was simply something for the oldtimers, as we liked to call ourselves, to use on the new guys.”

The second person wasn’t as cavalier, though. “At any given time there was a couple of us working the shop, and we’d occasionally hear what sounded like footsteps on the storage floor above us. No one was up there, of course, but we got to the point where we’d just smile and say, ‘Hi Annie!’ That was the name that everyone in Food Services knew her by. Every now and then someone would claim to have seen her up on the faux balcony or in the upstairs window, but I never actually saw anything.”

My final contact from Six Flags’ bygone days had the most interesting story, though. “We didn’t have the only ghost in the park,” she said. “The folks over at the Southern Palace claimed they had a ghost, but every actor says that about their theater. We really had one at Texas Kandy. The story I’d heard was that a young girl drowned in a creek years ago before Six Flags started construction, and the Texas Kandy shop is built over the site. Annie is attracted to the candy store, as any young girl would be, and since she seems to be so friendly we put up with her antics and pranks. Nothing major—turning lights off occasionally, knocking something over, just little things to let us know she was there.”

So what is true? Well, it’s hard to say. On October 25, 1996, a spokesman for the park, Keith Salwoski, told the Arlington Morning News, “People in our park swear to have seen the ghost in the building.”

The stories go on about a young girl named Annie being kidnapped back in the 1920s when the area was home to the Arlington Downs Racetrack. The tale varies, depending on the person telling it, but the commonality is that the little girl was murdered, drowned in a nearby creek, etc. However the workers at the candy store report nothing but a benevolent spirit that occasionally shows up.

I guess the bottom line is this: If you visit Six Flags Over Texas, ride all the thrill rides, hit the latest coasters, go up in the oil derrick, and take in a show or two. You’re going to have a wonderful time. While you’re visiting the park, though, stop by the two-story yellow building in the Texas section of the park and ask the people there about the ghost. Chances are, Annie may have drifted through there recently.

Six Flags Over Texas

2201 Road to Six Flags

Arlington, TX 76010

Phone: 817.530.6000

Web: http://www.sixflags.com/parks/overtexas/home.asp


The Screaming Bridge to Mosier Valley


When I first heard about a place named “Screaming Bridge,” I immediately dismissed it as another fanciful tale. I could only imagine that it was one of those stories where there was a fictitious car wreck at some time in the past, and if you stop your car and honk your horn on the bridge at midnight, or some other magic time, you can hear the scream of the driver.

The name of the place just kept coming up, though, so I decided to do a little digging just to see what was there. As it turns out, the story of Screaming Bridge is a tragic one, and the events were very real: racial hatred, a horrible car wreck, and many lives shattered.

To begin with, the name “Screaming Bridge” was given to a small, one-lane bridge that crossed the Trinity River on old Harrison Road (now known as Davis). Its name came from the fact that the bridge was so old that when a car crossed, the timbers would creak and moan, as if it were screaming from the strain of the weight. Vicki Bayliff, a resident of Arlington who grew up not far from the bridge, told me, “It was just a thrill ride over a very old bridge. I was always wondering if it was going to collapse while driving over it. It never did, of course; it just sounded really spooky.”

[image: image]

Looking out across the former site of Screaming Bridge

On the other side of the bridge was an area of town known as Mosier Valley. The community was established in the 1870s by emancipated slave families, most of whom were freed from the Mosier plantation. The Trinity River bottomland was given to the freedmen by the Mosier family, and the African Americans established a close-knit farming community there. To get to Mosier Valley from Arlington, one would first cross Screaming Bridge, then a smaller bridge just before a railroad track.

In the 1960s, a very turbulent time in our nation’s history, there were individuals who were violently opposed to any integration between races. A few such individuals set fire to the smaller bridge before the railroad track, probably assuming that an accident there would deter any African Americans from coming into Arlington from Mosier Valley. Hate always clouds the mind, though, and what the individuals failed to take into consideration was that many people, regardless of race, frequently crossed the bridge. According to Vicki, “Other than cruising around the Three Pal’s, the Bull Pen, and going out to Feather Beach and the main beach at Arlington, driving out north of town down the dark country roads and crossing over the Screaming Bridge was pretty much all there was to do.”

The railroad discovered that the bridge had been burned out and posted warning signs on both sides. Someone removed those signs, however, so that there would be no notification to drivers that the bridge was out. On an evening in February of 1961, a car full of teenaged girls was out cruising after seeing a drive-in movie in Fort Worth—three girls in the front seat, three in the back. Vicki remembers the accident well, since she attended Arlington High School with the young people involved. “The kids had gone over the Screaming Bridge and were headed towards the railroad crossing. The girls did not know that the smaller bridge was out until they got right on top of it. The driver tried to gun the motor to jump over the bridge onto the railroad tracks. They did not make it, and they drove head-on into the embankment on the other side. The three girls in the front seat died. One of the girls’ fathers was an Arlington cop and was sent to investigate the accident, and he had no idea that he would be the one to find his daughter dead. It was a horrible thing to happen. The three in the back seat were injured but survived the wreck.”

It was a tragedy for everyone involved. The perpetrators of the bridge burning finally stepped forward and took responsibility for the death of the girls. They were three senior boys from Arlington High School, along with another young friend, and they were expelled from school and not allowed to graduate. A reward was posted for the people who removed the signs, but they were never identified.

There are many legends that are floating around about Screaming Bridge, and most start with the idea that the wreck occurred on the bridge and involved two cars. From there, some of the tales are:

[image: image] If you stand on the bridge and look down into the water, the date of the accident and the names of the girls who died will be on glowing tombstones in the river.

[image: image] Sit in the middle of the bridge on the anniversary of the night of the accident, and at midnight a heavy fog will rise up from the river and you will see headlights approaching the bridge.

[image: image] Go to the bridge on the accident’s anniversary at midnight, and the wreck’s sounds will be reenacted—although there are no cars to see, if you look down at the river you will see the ripples in the water as if an automobile just splashed in.

In my opinion—and it’s just that—the legends around Screaming Bridge are just high school stories. The accident didn’t happen on that bridge, and besides, both bridges associated with the story are now gone. When I asked Vicki about the ghost stories, she said, “I never heard the stories they are telling about the Screaming Bridge; that had to have happened after my school days. When I was in school it was shut down because it was too old. It had to be rebuilt, and now it is not even there anymore. You can’t get to the site because the city closed down the road and built an alternate route to the Hurst-Euless-Bedford area. You can see the place where Screaming Bridge was from afar if you know where it used to be. The photo at the first of this chapter looks out into the location of the old bridge. Also, the bridge where the six kids went off trying to cross railroad tracks has been closed; you cannot get to it either. The new road that was built takes you away from that site.”

The ghost stories of Screaming Bridge illustrate why it is important to examine the history of a haunted location. Occasionally, you will find that the actual facts on which the stories are based are flawed, which may be an indication that the associated haunting may be nothing more than a campfire legend.

I don’t mind that the Screaming Bridge ghost stories probably aren’t true—when looking for ghosts, it’s just as important to identify the false stories as it is the true ones. My biggest regret is that the bridge isn’t there anymore. I’d love to drive slowly across it one night, just to listen to the creaking and crackling that gave the bridge its name. Ghost or not, that would be one chilling experience.

[image: image]

The bridge often mistaken for Screaming Bridge

Screaming Bridge

(removed several years ago)

Arlington, TX


Bird’s Fort—“Where the West Begins”


The way that people assign identities to ghosts never ceases to amaze me. If a spirit exists in our state capitol, it is immediately assumed to be that of Sam Houston or some other noteworthy statesman—never a janitor who might have spent his entire life there. Find a wandering phantom in the Alamo, and it has to be Davy Crockett, not some nameless patriot who gave his life during the horrific battle. So is the case with the spirit of Bird’s Fort; when paranormal activity started occurring around this historic area, folks immediately assumed that it was Jonathan Bird himself.

[image: image]

The site of Bird’s Fort in the distance

Of course, when I started out, I had no idea who this Bird fellow was, only that I’d heard he was haunting some fort out in Arlington. That was enough to put it on my list to investigate for this book.

A trip to the Arlington Public Library uncovered the real story about the place, including the fact that Major Bird oversaw the building of the fort, but after that, left a garrison of men there and went ahead to bigger and better things. He built it and was gone, much like the construction companies of today.

There was so much trauma and bloodshed around the fort that whatever presence might walk the area today could be attributed to any number of people who, for whatever reason, just haven’t moved on yet. It just probably isn’t Jonathan Bird.

When I started digging a little deeper on the ghosts of Bird’s Fort, I found out something very interesting: The fort site itself is not the source of the reported supernatural disturbances. That particular place is located on private property and is unavailable to the general public. The photo at the beginning of this story shows the approximate view of where it was once located. The paranormal activity that actually has been reported is in the vicinity of the site of the old fort, though, so it is collectively known as the “Bird’s Fort Haunting.”

The background that I found on Bird’s Fort itself was very interesting, and maybe a little shocking. You see, I’ve driven through the mid-cities of the Dallas/Fort Worth Metroplex many times without a single thought as to what might have happened before all the hamburger joints and car lots sprung up.

Back in the 1840s, there weren’t any signs of civilization, not even roads. Instead, there were established trails that had been used by the Indians for years and had recently been adopted by settlers and the military.
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