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Introduction‌‌ 

It was the last day of my Spooky Virginia research trip, so I got up early. I wanted to sneak in a visit to the Cape Henry lighthouses before my journey took me to the Eastern Shore of Virginia and Chincoteague Island. The day was sunny and warm, and I passed through the Fort Story checkout point with no trouble. A few minutes later I was grinning broadly as not one but two lighthouses came into view.

I pulled into the parking lot, my eyes fixed on the black-and-white wonder to my right. The new Cape Henry Lighthouse was still in use and was lovely to behold. As I walked toward the lighthouse, I spotted an osprey overhead carrying a fish in his talons. I took a few quick photos of its flight and then turned my camera to the lighthouse. After photographing the new light, I headed across the street to the old Cape Henry Lighthouse—made of red brick—where I chatted with the people in the little store before climbing up and up to the top to admire the view. Standing on top of the lighthouse in Virginia Beach on a warm sunny morning, it was hard to picture what it must have been like for the young couple who saw the ghost of murdered Mrs. Woble one night while driving along another Virginia Beach road not far from where I stood (Elbow Road).

Mrs. Woble is not the only ghost to haunt the Chesapeake Bay region. Over in Mathews County, Old House Woods is haunted by a plethora of spirits, including seventeenth-century soldiers guarding buried treasure. And in Gloucester, a Trail of Blood will sometimes appear during the first snowfall, leading to the cemetery where a young woman was once buried alive.

And these stories are just the tip of the iceberg. During my Virginia wanderings I came across wonderfully creepy tales like the story of Rupp, a vampire who plagued Big Stone Gap in the nineteenth century. In Bedford County is told the legend of a Black Dog that haunted a mountaintop road, guarding the body of its slain master. In Lee County, a ghost once led a preacher to her murderer using her Finger Bone. In the Great Dismal Swamp, Goggle-Eyed Jim kept stealing horses long after he was dead. In Danville the whistle from the Old 97 still blows around 2:00 p.m. over the ravine where the wildcat train was wrecked, and The White Dove still flies in and out of a haunted house.

Virginia’s spooky folklore has many different faces. On the one hand are humorous stories like the Devil in the Flour Barrel and on the other, heart-wrenching tales like The Horseman, in which the sound of a phantom horseman heralded the death of each of a Bowling Green couple’s five sons. There is the sublime legend of the Consecration of George Washington and the hair-raising urban legends of Bunny Man Bridge and Foul Smell. In the swamplands near Front Royal, the hissing Jack Ma Lantern lures travelers to their doom, and in the Shenandoah Valley, a dog returns from the grave to lead his master to safety after a flood wrecks the bridge (Shep).

Virginia’s landscape is as beautiful and as varied as its folklore. I loved the special time spent exploring my home state. After many wanderings and much digging through dusty archives, I have compiled my favorite spooky tales to share with you. Enjoy!

—Sandy Schlosser











PART ONE

Ghost Stories
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Goggle-Eyed Jim

Great Dismal Swamp

He was a notorious scoundrel and a horse thief. And he was the bane of my existence. Goggle-Eyed Jim they called him. The things they called me when I failed to catch him . . . Well, that’s beside the point.

Being the only lawman in a backcountry area close to the Great Dismal Swamp ain’t easy. Too many of my suspects lost themselves in the trees and undergrowth of the swamp, leaving me behind in mud up to my armpits and with—more often than not—a lump on my head where I hit it on a low-hanging branch. It was infuriating.

But Goggle-Eyed Jim was the worst. Week after week, angry citizens would storm into my office demanding justice. Their reports were always the same. They’d been awakened by the clanging of a cowbell and a huge hullabaloo out in the barn. By the time they’d grabbed a rifle and run outside, a dark-cloaked figure with huge goggles that reflected oddly in the moonlight would flash by on the back of the citizen’s best horse, laughing as he went. Goggle-Eyed Jim had a hee-haw of a laugh, like a braying donkey. But he was no laughing matter.
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 GOGGLE-EYED JIM

When the mayor brought home a real beaut of a stallion that October, I set up a trap for Goggle-Eyed Jim. I arranged with the mayor to sleep in his barn in the hayloft overlooking the horse stalls every night for a week. We were both sure that Goggle-Eyed Jim would come for the horse as soon as he heard about it. And the mayor made sure to parade his new purchase up and down the streets of our little town, boasting all the while of his prowess as a race horse, his beauty, his price.

Sure enough, three days later I was awakened from a strangely deep sleep by the clanging of a cowbell. I cursed and rolled over in my prickly bed of hay, throwing off my old horse blanket and reaching for my rifle. The blanket sent up a huge cloud of dust, and I sneezed as I snatched up the gun and scrambled on hands and knees to the edge of the loft. How had Goggle-Eyed Jim gotten into the barn without my hearing him? I am the lightest of sleepers, but not even the soft whicker of a horse had disturbed my slumber, though I’d been awakened by much smaller sounds on previous evenings.

As I reached the edge of the loft, I saw a horse’s tail swishing through the open barn door. By now the other horses were neighing and whinnying to beat the band. Many of them reared when I made a foolish leap directly down to the floor from my perch, still clutching my rifle. I could have busted a leg but somehow made it with only a painful twist to my ankle. I rushed outside, stopping right beside the barn door to take aim at the fleeing rider with his flapping black cloak and reflecting goggle eyes. The mayor came rushing out of the house as I took my first shot, and he got off a second shot as I reloaded and aimed again.

I was sure I’d hit the scalawag with my first shot, and I know I nailed him with the second. But he kept on riding down the lane and out of sight, and the air was filled with the hee-haw of his laughter as he got away again!

The mayor was not pleased. Folks started talking about running me out of town—or hauling out the tar and feathers. I was about ready to resign when I got a real lead at last on the elusive horse thief. A fella who lived deep in the Great Dismal saw Goggle-Eyed Jim hanging out at a rickety old cabin near Lake Drummond that was once used as a hideout by pirates. As soon as he described the place, I knew exactly where he meant. I loaded up my guns and headed into the swamp in the golden afternoon light. It took a couple of hours to locate the old cabin and another couple minutes to find myself a hiding place.

Darkness fell quickly, and no Goggle-Eyed Jim. I made myself comfortable. I didn’t care how long I had to wait. I’d wait until kingdom come if I had to. That darned horse thief was going to jail, and I was the one who was going to put him there.

Well, I thought I’d kept my eyes and ears open, but I must have dozed off, ’cause suddenly there was a light shining in the upstairs window and I could hear voices coming from the cabin. One of them was a woman’s voice, and she was giggling and cooing like a dove. Seems like I’d caught Goggle-Eyed Jim in a tryst. Too bad for him.

I hauled out an old ladder I’d spotted in the lean-to on the side of the cabin and put it against the wall. Cradling my pistol, I climbed up the ladder and peered into the window. Yep. There he was: Goggle-Eyed Jim. He was swathed in his long black cloak and still wearing his green goggles. They seemed to glow in the lantern light—made my skin crawl. I’d be glad to see the creepy fellow behind bars.

At that moment, a lady wearing not much to speak of flounced into the room with a bottle of brandy and a couple of tin cups. She cozied up to Goggle-Eyed Jim, cooing something flirtatious into his ear.

“Right-o. Your time is up, old chap,” I muttered, pulling out my pistol. The bounty on Goggle-Eyed Jim said “dead or alive,” and I didn’t much care which it was at that moment. He’d made my life too miserable for too long for me to feel any compassion for him.

As if he sensed my thoughts, Goggle-Eyed Jim turned his face toward the window where I crouched atop the ladder. His eyes, behind the goggles, seemed to glow with a greenish-blue light. His face was so gray and withered, he looked like a corpse. He grinned suddenly, showing a mouth with more gap than yellow teeth. I aimed and fired. I hit him too. The woman shrieked and fled, and Goggle-Eyed Jim clamped a hand over his chest and staggered dramatically toward the far window. By the time I clambered inside the cabin, he was poised on the window ledge. He gave me a jaunty wave and then tumbled out the window, still dramatically clutching his chest.

I tore down the stairs, rushing past the floozy and out into the tall grass of the yard. A figure in a dark cloak lay in the grass, his green goggles glowing in the moonlight.

“I gotcha!” I shouted, racing toward him. And then I stopped abruptly with a gasp of fear. The prone figure before me began floating upward from his grassy bed, his arms still outstretched. Goggle-Eyed Jim was . . . well, he was glowing from within! And, I realized with an ice-cold shudder, I could see the weedy lawn right through his body. He was a ghost!

By this time, Goggle-Eyed Jim was floating about six feet in the air, his body still sprawled flat on nothing. Suddenly he sat bolt upright and snorted: “Hee-Haw! Hee-Haw!”

I staggered backward with a gasp of disbelief as the ghastly figure started to spin around and around, faster and faster, still snorting with laughter. A dark hole appeared behind the glowing figure with its piercing green goggles, which were the only part of the spirit I could make out in the furious, body-blurring twirl. Suddenly the spinning figure fell backward into the dark hole, which shut with a loud snap. The empty yard was filled with the smell of sulfur.

I let out a shriek of pure, gut-wrenching terror and went crashing away into the woods. Behind me, the floozy let out an equally loud shriek and went crashing off in the other direction. I’d run only about a hundred steps before I broke through a tangle of bushes into a hidden meadow and was nearly trampled by the mayor’s stallion, which had been happily grazing in the moonlight until I came crashing along.

The stallion wasn’t the only horse in the meadow. There were at least six more horses, all of them reported stolen by Goggle-Eyed Jim. I stared at the horses in wonder. Just how long had Goggle-Eyed Jim been a ghost?

Casting my mind back over the reported thefts and matching them up to the horses before me, I reckoned that the horse thief had been dead at least six months. Not that this small detail had fazed Goggle-Eyed Jim. He’d just kept right on stealing horses, though he had no need to sell them now. No wonder bullets didn’t affect him! I knew both my shots had landed that night at the mayor’s house.

Standing there in that moonlit meadow, my skin still crawling from my encounter with the ghost, I wondered how I was going to explain the situation to the mayor. Then I shrugged, mounted the stallion bareback, and rode home. I’d return for the other horses in the morning.

The mayor was mighty glad to get his horse back, though he wasn’t terribly convinced by my story about the ghostly Goggle-Eyed Jim. Still, once he’d seen all them horses grazing in the hidden meadow, he decided at least part of my story must be true. Anyhow, he okayed my plan to have a priest out to the old cabin to do an exorcism. And that did the trick. Goggle-Eyed Jim’s days of horse thieving were over. And I got to keep my job. So one of us had a happy ending. I’m glad it was me!
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The Convert

Coeburn

Old Man Greer was just about the grumpiest fellow in the South. And he was an atheist to boot. His wife tried and tried to get him to go to church. She said he should set a good example to his son and daughters. He said he wasn’t gonna be a hypocrite like the fellows who got drunk in the local tavern every weekday and then sat in the front pew on Sunday. And that was that.

Missus Greer was a game lady. Year after year she kept on trying. Every Christmas and Easter, she’d invite her man to church, and every Christmas and Easter he’d say “No thank you” and go out hunting or fishing instead.

“Papa ought to go to church,” her little son, Timmy, said to his Mama. “I’d like him to hear me sing.”

“I’d like that too,” Missus Greer said with a sigh. Timmy had a lovely soprano voice and was a soloist in their community church. But even on Sundays when Timmy sang a solo, Old Man Greer wouldn’t go to church.

Sour though he was on religion, Old Man Greer was proud of his children, and he supported their academics and their hobbies. So whenever Timmy had a solo at church, his father had the boy perform again for the family when they got home from the service.
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THE CONVERT

It was shortly after Timmy performed “Amazing Grace” in church that he fell sick with pneumonia. The doctor did everything in his power to save the child, but Timmy died within a week. Old Man Greer was devastated by the loss of his child. In the long weeks and months that followed, he clung all the tighter to his two remaining children and begrudged all the time the girls spent in church with their mama. “If you’d come to church with us, you wouldn’t be parted from us so much,” his youngest daughter said to him. But Old Man Greer still wouldn’t go to church.

In the springtime following Timmy’s death, a revival preacher came to town. The minister of the local church scheduled tent meetings every night for a whole week, and everyone in town planned to go. Everyone but Old Man Greer.

“Nonsense,” he grumbled to his wife. “You should stay at home with me.”

But Missus Greer was a spirited as well as spiritual lady. If she wanted to go to the revival meetings, she was going to go to the revival meetings and take the girls with her. And so they went. The preacher was an eloquent speaker, and the girls delighted in the wonderful music and the moving sermon. They talked about it so much when they got home that Old Man Greer went out to the barn to avoid hearing them.

Missus Greer, who was determined to save her husband’s soul, followed him to the barn and begged him to come with them the next evening, but he said “no” real firm. He started mucking out the horse stall for emphasis, which sent his wife scurrying back to the house so she wouldn’t soil her dress. But Missus Greer wasn’t done with her husband. She asked the minister to go to her husband’s place of business the next day to invite him personally to the tent meeting. The minister went. Old Man Greer was polite to the minister—almost—but he made it clear that he didn’t hold with church and wasn’t going to a revival meeting. Ever.

Then fate took a hand.

When Missus Greer and the girls got home from the tent meeting on the third day of the revival, they found Old Man Greer standing in front of the house, staring up the hill at the family graveyard.

“What’s wrong, Papa?” asked his oldest girl, slipping her hand through his arm. He patted her hand fondly but didn’t take his eyes off the graveyard.

“I thought I heard Ti . . . someone singing,” he said gruffly.

The color drained out of Missus Greer’s cheeks. She missed her only son horribly, and this reminder of her loss left her speechless. The four Greers clung to one another for a moment, staring up at the graveyard in the dim light of the moon. Then they went inside.

No sooner had the door closed behind them than the singing began. The voice was a pure soprano; the tune, “Amazing Grace.” It was the voice of Timmy Greer. Missus Greer swayed alarmingly, and her husband rushed forward to catch her before she fell. He sat her gently down in her rocking chair, all the while listening as the singing voice came closer and closer to the house. Abruptly the voice ceased; a glowing light eased itself through the wall in the upper corner of the room, right by the ceiling. The four Greers stared at the light in terrified amazement. Old Man Greer was all over goose bumps, and his hands shook as he rubbed his wife’s shoulders to comfort her.

Slowly the light moved across the ceiling and into the Greers’ bedroom. Old Man Greer followed it, and his wife and girls followed him. They peered in the door of the darkened room and saw the light crawl down the wall and disappear underneath the bed.

“Papa?” quavered the younger daughter. “Wh . . . what is it?”

“I don’t know,” said Old Man Greer grimly. He went reluctantly over to the bed and looked underneath it, but there was nothing there. Missus Greer gave a sigh of relief and sagged a little against the doorjamb. Then she gasped, and the girls with her, as the light reappeared just above the bed and went crawling back up the wall. Old Man Greer scrambled out from under the bed and watched with them as the light went back into the front parlor and out through the front wall. And then they all heard a high, boy-soprano voice singing the second verse of “Amazing Grace.” The voice headed off in the direction of the graveyard, growing fainter and fainter until it disappeared.

The whole family was shaken by the incident, and Old Man Greer had difficulty sleeping that night. But he still refused to go to the revival meeting the next evening. “But, Papa, you heard Ti . . . you heard the voice last night,” his elder girl protested. “I’m sure it was a sign.”

“Hush, my girl. You know my mind on the matter,” Old Man Greer said.

Missus Greer shook her head to shush the girl, and the womenfolk headed out to the tent meeting. It was another fantastic service, but Missus Greer had difficulty keeping her mind on the sermon. She hurried the girls home afterward instead of staying to socialize with their friends.

Things were nice and normal when they got home, and the whole family got to bed early that evening. Old Man Greer was fast asleep when the singing began up in the graveyard. “Amazing Grace, how sweet the sound,” the voice sang sweetly as it approached the house. Old Man Greer and his wife sat bolt upright in bed as the song ceased just outside the house. The ghost light entered through the front parlor wall, crawled rapidly across the parlor ceiling and into their bedroom, and within moments had disappeared beneath their bed. As soon as the light vanished, the bed began to rock and dance its way across the floor. Missus Greer screamed, and Old Man Greer picked her up and tumbled them both out of the bed. Missus Greer kept screaming as her daughters raced into the room. The women watched in amazement as Old Man Greer wrestled with the bed, trying to make it stop moving about. But he kept falling on his face or tumbling onto his rear end until Missus Greer told him to stop.

The four Greers stood by the door and watched the bed’s antics for several long minutes before the recalcitrant piece of furniture walked itself back to its place by the wall. The ghost light reappeared, tracing its way up and out of the house. A moment later a voice began singing “Amazing Grace” out in the yard, getting fainter as it made its way up toward the graveyard.

Word swiftly got around town about the Greers’ dancing bed. After the revival meeting the next evening, practically everybody in town came to the Greers’ place to have a look. They weren’t disappointed. Right on schedule, the voice came singing its way to the house, the light slipped into the Greers’ bedroom and disappeared under the bed, and the bed began to dance. Four strong men took hold of its corners, but the bed shook them off and jiggled around and around the room. Even after the bed went back to its corner, the light crawled away, and the voice went back to the graveyard, folks stuck around, hoping for a repeat performance.

Old Man Greer had dark rings around his eyes the next day, and he didn’t speak much at work. When he got home, he shaved carefully, put on his best suit, and, to the complete astonishment of his wife and daughters, escorted his womenfolk to the tent meeting. He didn’t sing, but he seemed to be listening when the preacher spoke. He escorted his family home in silence, raising his voice only when he found that some of his neighbors wanted to spend the night at his house to see the dancing bed. He sent them on their way lickety-split with their ears burning. He seemed resigned to the arrival of the voice, light, and dancing bed. He just picked up his wife and carried her into the parlor to wait until the bed stopped jiggling and they could get some sleep.

Old Man Greer held out for two more nights. On the third, he went up for the altar call and got religion at last, much to the delight of his wife and daughters.

From that moment, the haunting ceased. The light and the voice were never seen or heard again.
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The Finger Bone

Lee County

As a preacher, I’ve seen some strange things during my years of ministry. But the one that stands out most in my mind is the incident of the finger bone. I was traveling through Lee County with two friends—a lawyer and a doctor, both of whom lived in my hometown—when night caught us out on the road. Seeing a tiny cabin nearby, we rode our weary horses down the lane to inquire of the owner if there was a barn or a vacant house where we could camp for the night.

“Well, preacher,” the man said after I’d introduced myself and made my request, “there’s a vacant house not far from here. But you don’t want to stay there on account of the ghost!”

A ghost, I thought with a spark of interest.

“Spirits don’t frighten me,” I told the man, patting the Bible I always kept in a travel bag at my side. “Where’s this house?”

After some hesitation, the man gave us directions to the house and loaded us up with wood for a fire. Then he bade us a fearful farewell, running back into his house as though the devil were on his heels. We all heard the door slam behind him. The unspoken message was very clear: If we wanted to mess with ghosts, that was our business. He’d warned us, and that was as much as he was going to do for fools that knowingly stayed in a haunted house.
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THE FINGER BONE

The vacant house was not far away from the man’s cabin. Standing in a tall grove of pines, it had been neglected for so long that part of the roof had fallen in and only half of the porch was still attached to the house. Most of the windows were shattered, and vines grew everywhere. It was a dismal sight in the light of the small lantern my lawyer friend produced from his saddlebag.

We rubbed the horses down and hobbled them in the shelter of the huge pines. It was a grassy place beside a very small spring and would have been a pleasant place if it weren’t for the menacing structure beside it. We walked up onto the wobbling front porch, and I pulled open the front door, which gave a sinister squeal as it swung forward.

“Nasty atmosphere,” my doctor friend observed as we stepped into the decrepit front hall. “No wonder folks think this place is haunted.”

We stared in dismay at the tattered, mud-stained wallpaper and the mildewed carpet on the floor. It must have been an elegant home, once. I could see several moldering portraits and silver candle sconces affixed to the walls, but these were so tarnished they barely reflected the lantern light. Dusty cobwebs festooned the ceiling, and a small tree was growing halfway up the center staircase.

The air in the house was many degrees cooler than outside. I shivered, feeling invisible eyes peering at me from somewhere close. The gaze didn’t feel particularly menacing, but the sense of otherworldliness made my skin crawl. I knew in that instant that the stories were correct. This place was haunted.

“There’s still a roof over this room,” the lawyer called from the front parlor. “And I think we can get a fire lit in that grate.”

“Excellent,” said the doctor, hurrying into the room with a shudder. “For some reason, I feel terribly chilled.”

I clutched the travel bag with my Bible inside and went to join my friends. We soon had a fire crackling in the fireplace and a tin of baked beans bubbling over the coals beside a couple of roasting potatoes. The delicious smell filled the air, driving away thoughts of ghosts. As we ate our late supper, we discussed the house and its ghost story.

“I don’t believe in ghosts,” said the lawyer, shaking his head.

“There is at least one tale of a ghost in the Holy Bible,” I told him, wiping my mouth on a napkin extracted from the doctor’s saddlebag. “I do believe in ghosts. And I think this place is haunted.”

“What would you do if you saw a ghost?” asked the doctor with interest.

“Speak to it of course,” I said with more aplomb then I felt. “If a spirit shows up tonight, you boys best leave the talking to me.”

“You can bet on it,” said the doctor. “I’ll be too busy running to talk!”

That made us laugh. We were in good spirits as we spread blankets out on the dusty floor and lay down to sleep. But sleep eluded me. The wind was soughing through the tops of the pine trees, and the air in the parlor was growing more and more frigid, though it was midsummer. Chills crept up my arms and legs, and a feeling of dread kept me still and silent under my blanket. Something was coming. I could sense it long before the noises began.

The first manifestation came from the loft overhead. There was a deep sighing sound, followed by footsteps and the clanking of heavy chains being dragged across the floor. The doctor rolled over and his head fell off the saddlebag that he was using as a pillow. On the far side of the fire, the lawyer sat bolt upright, staring overhead. Both men turned frightened faces toward me in the dim light of the dying fire as the door to the hallway banged open and a chill breeze swept through the room.

“R . . . remember. Let me do the talking,” I stammered, trying to sound brave. My whole body was shaking so badly, I couldn’t have run even if I’d wanted to. Inside my head I kept repeating, “I am a man of God. Nothing can harm me.” I only wished I believed it.

We heard the chains dragging down the staircase and saw a bluish light fill the hallway outside. Then the glowing figure of a woman appeared in the doorway. The bluish light from her body illuminated the front parlor and cast strange, swirling shadows into the corners. Wrapped in heavy chains, she moaned softly as she made her way past the cowering lawyer, whose teeth were chattering so loud I could hear them from across the room. The glowing woman stopped in front of the fireplace and turned to face us, her face twisted in agony, her hands wringing together so hard that phantom blood spurted through her translucent fingers.

This was my big moment—and I nearly flubbed it. I had to clear my throat twice before any sound would emerge.

“In the name of the Father and the Son and the Holy Ghost, what do you want?” I intoned, sounding like a schoolboy playing a game rather than a minister of the Lord declaiming to a phantom. I had been taught to recite this litany three times in order to release the voice of the spirit, and by the third time I sounded almost myself again.

At the third repetition of my question, the ghost began to moan again, a sound that raised every hair on my body and made my legs quiver as though they wanted to run. It was sheer willpower that kept me seated. The doctor gasped and ducked his head under his blanket as the moan grew louder and higher in pitch. The lawyer clapped his hands to his ears as the piercing sound hit an unbearably high note. Then it ceased, and the phantom spoke.

“I was murdered in this house,” she whispered. “My sweetheart killed me for my money and buried me in the cellar. I want you to find my bones. Fiiind myyy boooones!”

The ghost’s last three words became another high-pitched wailing. I hugged my Bible against my chest, wondering if I should adjure the spirit again in the name of Father, Son, and Holy Spirit. But her wailing stopped abruptly and she continued to speak.

“When you find my bones, you must give them a Christian burial. All save the bone of my little finger. I want you to keep the finger bone, and I want you to set a dinner and invite all your neighbors. After you have asked the blessing, pass the finger bone around on a silver plate. The bone will stick to the hand of the man who killed me.”

The ghost paused again and moaned. This time, her voice went low and deep. It rumbled in the pit of my stomach, making me nauseous. Across the room, the lawyer curled up into a little ball, rocking back and forth with his hands still clamped over his ears. I fumbled in my shirt and pulled out a silver cross on a chain, which I held up to the spirit. The sight of the cross recalled her to herself, and the sound abruptly ceased.

“Before my sweetheart killed me, I hid my money where he could not find it. If you carry out my request, I will reveal the hiding place to you, and you may have the money with my blessing,” the phantom concluded.

She stared deep into my eyes, her glowing orbs burning into mine. I swallowed three times and stammered, “I will do as you ask.”

Satisfied, the ghost vanished with a small puff of air; the room went dark, save for the glowing embers of the fire. The doctor groaned and poked an eye out from under the blanket. “Is it safe to come out?” he whispered hoarsely.

“I . . . I think so,” I muttered.

Across the room, the lawyer groaned almost as piteously as the phantom. “There are times,” he said, “when I wish grown men were allowed to run home screaming for their mothers.”

“You and me both,” I said sincerely.

We waited until the next morning when the sun was shining brightly over the pine grove before we went down into the cellar and disinterred the murdered girl. Then we took the bones to the local sheriff and told him where we’d found the body. We all attended the funeral of the unknown girl a few days later. The only bone missing when the coffin was placed into the ground was the bone of her little finger.

As the ghost requested, I threw a big dinner party a week after the funeral and invited the whole neighborhood. I found it a little strange that she wanted me to invite the people from my town, which was many miles from where her body had been buried. But I obeyed her request to the letter. After the blessing, I passed around the bone on a silver platter, calling it a curiosity and asking my neighbors to guess what it was.

The woman seated beside me at the table gave me an odd look, but she picked up the bone as requested and examined it.

“Is it some kind of animal bone?” she asked.

“Not a bad guess,” I replied. “Let’s see what others think.”

She put the bone back on the silver platter and handed it to the lawyer, who winked at me, picked up the bone, and pretended to examine it. “I think it comes from a raccoon,” he said before putting the bone back on the platter and handing it to the man seated beside him. The man was the cousin of one of my parishioners, who was boarding at the home of his relative.

As soon as the man picked up the finger bone, I knew he was the one.

“I’m not sure if it is an animal bone,” he said and then tried to turn it over. But the bone stuck to his fingers and wouldn’t come off. “What’s this?” he exclaimed, trying and failing to drop the bone. He shook his hand violently, but the bone was stuck fast.

My eyes met those of the sheriff from Lee County, who had been invited to join the dinner party.

“You are correct,” I said loudly over the man’s alarmed exclamations. “It is not the bone of an animal. It is the bone of a murdered woman found in a house over in Lee County.”

The man’s eyes widened in sudden understanding and color flooded his face. “Get it off me,” he begged, holding his hand out toward me. “Get it off!”

“It is not in my power to remove the finger bone,” I said softly. “Only you can remove it.”

The other guests looked from the bone to the man’s face to me, puzzled. Then one or two blinked in horror as understanding dawned. If it was the bone of a murdered woman and it was sticking to this man’s hands, did that mean he was . . .?

I saw the internal struggle reflected in the man’s expression. He realized that he was caught but was not sure whether to confess or run. He went very pale and slowly slumped against the back of the chair, staring at the bone stuck to his hand. Then he jerked to his feet, and screamed, “I did it! I confess! I killed my sweetheart for her money and buried her in the cellar!”

As he spoke, the bone quivered on his hand. Every eye was fixed upon it as it slowly fell from the man’s hand, clattering down onto the silver platter that sat demurely on the table in front of him. Then the sheriff came quietly around the table and led the shaking man away.

When my house was empty again save for my two friends, I asked if they wanted a share of the treasure, should the ghost keep her promise. They both shook their heads. They were well-to-do and had everything they wanted, whereas I was a poor minister who could barely make ends meet.

“If you find it, you keep it,” said my lawyer friend, and the doctor agreed.

The ghost did appear to me later that night and told me exactly where to find the money she’d hidden from her sweetheart. I went to the location the next day, and the money was right where she said it would be. It amounted to several thousand dollars—enough to keep me in comfort the rest of my days. In fact, I used it to buy and restore the haunted house in the pine grove.

In due time I brought a bride home to that house, and together we raised a family there. It became a very happy place indeed, filled with love and laughter and frequent visits from my doctor and lawyer friends. But the ghost girl was never seen again.
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