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  In loving memory of Bryan H. Smalley, my Goldfield friend who rocked the world with his love and knowledge of Central Nevada, its minerals, its gems, and its history.










  



  
Introduction





  I am proud to call Nevada home. There is no other state quite like the Silver State, which might never have been if not for that silver. Silver was discovered near Virginia City in 1859, and soon the world was paying attention to this drab little place called Nevada. Luckily, Abraham Lincoln needed Nevada and its silver to turn the tide and win the Civil War and the presidential election.




  In what is the longest telegram ever, telegrapher James Gould worked seven hours sending the entire (16,543-word) Nevada Constitution to Washington, DC, so that Congress could vote on Nevada’s statehood. In the deal, the US government would claim ownership of more than 84 percent of Nevada’s land, the highest percentage of any state. Nevadans still don’t like this. It is apropos that a state with so many ghosts was admitted to the union on Halloween, October 31, 1864.




  Forty years after attaining statehood, Nevada’s future looked bleak. Its silver had been depleted, and with no other resources to offer, Nevada stood to lose statehood and be swallowed up by other states. Sacre bleu! This would not have been a good thing. Those strong men and women who came westward and put roots down here would have been rolling in their graves if they hadn’t already been haunting various locations throughout the state.




  Thank goodness for Tonopah’s Jim Butler and his burro, who discovered a new vein of silver in Central Nevada as the twentieth century dawned. Wealth and new citizens for the state were assured by word of Butler’s find. Before the twentieth century concluded, the state’s abundance would be found 250 miles south of Tonopah in the city of Las Vegas, which incidentally wasn’t even part of the state of Nevada on October 31, 1864.




  That’s a brief history. Now for those ghosts and their stories. As one of the most racially diverse states in the United States, Nevada has a rich culture, and that includes stories about ghosts. Nevada has more than its share of ghosts. Some have argued that Nevada is one of the most haunted states in the nation. That may or may not be true. But one thing is certain. Nevada’s ghosts are certainly intriguing. Among them are nameless men and women that time has all but forgotten—save for their occasional ghostly appearances. Then, too, there is the unfortunate gangster Bugsy Siegel, who died in Beverly Hills, only to return to haunt his old stomping grounds, the Flamingo Las Vegas; and Julia Bulette, the ill-fated Virginia City prostitute who was slaughtered in her bed on a cold January morning in 1867. Nevada’s oldest ghosts are the ancient Anasazi people, who simply vanished thousands of years ago. Some of them have remained to haunt the area where they once lived.




  Before we begin our journey into the Silver State’s ghosts, I’ll remind you that in 1931 Arizona’s then governor G. W. P. Hunt called Nevada a “ghost state.” I’m sure he meant that in a derogatory sort of way, but Nevada governor Fred Balzar was quick to respond. He invited Hunt to visit Nevada, where he would find some of the liveliest ghosts imaginable.




  I agree with that sentiment. Not only are Nevada’s ghosts lively; they are as varied as a Nevada sunset. Let’s take a look.
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Virginia City





  It’s a small town. Nonetheless, Virginia City happens to be Nevada’s most haunted city. So it’s only fitting that we begin our quest for ghosts here in this little town on Mount Davidson. Virginia City abounds with ghosts and their stories. There are those who will tell you that Virginia City is, without question, the most haunted city in the United States—yes, even ahead of New Orleans, Salem, and Gettysburg. It’s a possibility if you’re counting ghosts per square mile.




  Long before the Cartwrights rode into nighttime television, Virginia City made its mark. And with apologies to those purely fictional Cartwrights, there were more miners, by far, than cowboys and ranchers living in Virginia City. This was because of the silver and the opportunity it afforded to become an overnight millionaire—if one were very lucky.




  Silver! With its discovery the world came rushing up Sun Mountain (later Mount Davidson) and founded this cosmopolitan town.




  From its beginning, Virginia City’s population was diverse. And so was the food. The Mexicans brought their culinary skills, as did the Cornish, the Chinese, the Italians, the Irish, the African Americans, the Germans, the Scots, and the Native Americans. Tastes were as varied as the people who eked out a living here on the hill.




  Along with those existing on very little were the millionaires who made their fortunes in mining. Sandy Bowers and John Mackay are but two who made the quick ascension from miner to millionaire. Bowers died young, leaving his widow, Eilley, to struggle with creditors and critics in a world that was very much a man’s world. John Mackay fared better. His name is everywhere at the University of Nevada campus, including Mackay Stadium, where the wolf pack trounces (or so it is hoped) all comers. Mackay’s family made all this possible with the generous sums they gave to the university. The Mackay Mansion where John Mackay once lived is one of Virginia City’s treasures—complete with ghosts.




  
Mackay Mansion





  Alva Gould and Abraham Curry founded the Gould and Curry Mining Company in 1859. The building we know today as Mackay Mansion was built a year later to serve as the mining company’s office and the home of its mining superintendent.




  The first superintendent to live in the building was George Hearst (father of newspaper magnate William Randolph Hearst), who made the family fortune in mining in Utah, South Dakota, and Montana—he may not have struck it rich here in Virginia City, but his dream of wealth surely began here when he purchased interest in the Gould and Curry Mine and the Ophir Mine.




  Now, you are no doubt wondering how this building came to be known as the Mackay Mansion. That’s because John Mackay lived here, albeit ever so briefly. And he would not have lived here at all if not for the Great Fire of 1875 that destroyed 75 percent of the city and left more than three thousand people homeless. Among them was John Mackay, whose mansion on A Street was devoured in the raging flames.




  With his wife and family living abroad in Paris, Mackay moved into the empty home of the Gould and Curry Mining superintendent. Some may argue that Louise Mackay moved into the mansion with her husband, but Mrs. Mackay was not fond of Virginia City, and most historians tend to disagree. Yes, I know that there have been many ghost investigations at the mansion in which Louise Mackay has appeared. She has her own reasons for doing so, and whatever they may be, she is not alone here. An elderly man and a ghostly little girl also haunt the mansion. Actor Johnny Depp may have encountered her.




  It was 1995, and Johnny Depp was in Virginia City. The locals were thrilled to have a movie star in their midst. By all reports, Depp visited with many of them in the local saloons and was warm and friendly. He was here working on his current film Dead Man, a western that was filmed entirely in black and white. When the subject of ghosts came up, someone suggested that Johnny stay at the Mackay Mansion—it was haunted and everyone in town knew so.




  The story is that while staying at the Mackay Mansion, Depp encountered the ghost of the little girl in the doll room. Of course, if you’re going to verify the authenticity of a story, you’ve got to do a little research. So I did. It turns out the February 1995 issue of the magazine Premier carried the interview with Depp in which he discusses, among many other things, ghost hunting at the Mackay Mansion. So there it was—verification that Johnny Depp saw the ghostly little girl at Mackay Mansion.




  Elvira and Howard Kiehlbauch, the parents of my late friend Theresa Behnken, owned the Mackay Mansion from 1962 to 1988. Years ago, I asked Theresa about some of the Mackay stories I’d heard. The ghostly army colonel and the young girl were two I was most curious about. Theresa told me that she and her mom had encountered the paranormal, particularly the little girl, an old man, and a young man. I was curious who they might have been.




  “Lyman shot himself in what they call the Gold Room,” Theresa said solemnly. “I believe he is the old man that haunts the place.”




  She had no information other than his name, so I set out to find more about the man she called Lyman. Could he have been D. B. Lyman, mining superintendent in Virginia City, I wondered. If so, I could find plenty about his life, but nothing on how it might have ended. My research would happen months after this conversation. And on this day, Theresa wanted to talk about her time at Mackay Mansion and the ghosts she encountered.




  “The last little girl to live in Mackay Mansion was Mary Ruth Douglass Nicholson,” Theresa informed me. “She was born in 1896, the only child of Julia Agnes Keeley Douglass and William Gilbert Douglass. He was the Nevada secretary of state from 1903 to 1911. He made a fortune in mining, so I’m sure Mary Ruth wanted for nothing.”




  “Do you think she is the little-girl ghost?” I asked.




  “I don’t know—she was eighty-four when she died in 1980. I guess she could be,” Theresa replied. “Some of the dolls and such that were here might have belonged to her.”




  Theresa was quick to explain that she didn’t feel fearful of any of the Mackay Mansion ghosts. No one did. In fact, in an earlier day, sometime in 1962, a séance was conducted in the kitchen at the Mackay Mansion. Theresa’s mother, Elvira Hermann Kiehlbauch, was descended from a long line of fortune-tellers, psychics, and mediums and felt that it was important to communicate with the resident ghosts.




  “Mr. Douglass had a reputation of sorts. They say he ran away, leaving a girl pregnant in Illinois, and never sent a penny to help her or her son,” Theresa said. “We called for him first. As soon as we said his name we heard a thud and a loud moan. Then it sounded like something was crawling across the floor, and then something materialized—that’s when we turned the lights on. We weren’t afraid,” she said. “But afterwards my mother worried that we might have opened a doorway that night. There was one negative ghost that came into my bedroom sometimes, and he was very frightening—it was almost as if he enjoyed scaring me.”




  Several years ago a group of friends and I decided to do our own séance at the Mackay Mansion. It was mid-March, but I must tell you that I’ve never in my life been as cold as I was that night sitting at the table in the Mackay dining room. An inch or two of snow was on the ground, and the owner, for whatever reason, refused to turn on the heat or light the fireplace. It went as séances generally do until my friend Kristin Hamlet had her long red hair pulled by an unseen hand. From that moment, the activity became overwhelming. The ghostly little girl appeared to several people at the table. Those who didn’t see her clearly heard her crying.




  At that point my husband, Bill, appeared to lose interest in the séance. Some at the table believed he had been possessed, claiming that his voice and face had actually changed. He of course denies this and puts it down to overactive imaginations at work. But clearly the ghostly residents wanted to make their presences known.




  
A Night at the Clampers’





  The E Clampus Vitus is a men’s fraternal organization that was founded in West Virginia by Ephraim Bee sometime in the mid-1800s. There are several chapters throughout the west; our story concerns the Juliette C. Bulette chapter in Virginia City.




  The only way to become a member of the E Clampus Vitus (Clampers) is to be sponsored by another member. And the sponsor’s name remains secret forever—a member must never divulge his sponsor’s identity under any circumstances. That’s for men; women are not permitted to join the E Clampus Vitus, although they are considered to be members (widders) if their significant other is a member.




  No one but a Clamper is permitted to spend time in their building in Virginia City, except during open house. I’m usually doing something else on these rare occasions when they open up the building to the public. So I told myself that chances were I’d never see the inside of that building. That changed recently when I took part in Con-Con 5, which is an annual paranormal event held in Virginia City.




  Do I have to tell you how thrilled I was when I found that the location where I would be leading groups in ghost hunting for the night was the Clampers’ building? The Clampers are keen on local history. In efforts to make sure that no historic place, or person, is ever forgotten, they place plaques at sites that have played an important part in Comstock history. Thus, the history of this area is preserved.




  Jason Virden, aka the Mayor, greeted the group at the staircase and led us upstairs to the room where the Clampers gather. As you’d expect, there’s a bar with comfy barstools, well cushioned and old. Historic photographs and other memorabilia line the walls. What caught my eye was the line of vests that hung from the ceiling. Jason explained that vests are important. When a brother passes on, his vest is hung here forever, provided his widder or family can bear to part with it.




  I suggested that the ghosts here might not be so happy that women were here doing some ghost investigating. Jason put my doubts to rest. He then told us about the ghostly activity Twin Paranormal got on a visit here last year. And so we began. Some of the best evidence came from those who are psychic sensitives. One woman got the name of a recently deceased brother. Since she lives out of state, it is doubtful she could have known this. Another person did a psychometry reading on the hat of a long-dead brother. According to Jason, she was spot on.




  For the investigation, some investigators were using what is known as a spirit or ghost box. This is a popular piece of ghost-hunting equipment that continuously scans through radio frequencies creating white noise, which allows a spirit to communicate with (speak to) the living.




  During a quick spirit box session, a man in the group asked how he could become a member of the Clampers.




  The reply was, “Talk to us.”




  When it was my turn to ask a question, I decided to have a little fun with the ghosts.




  “So tell me, how do I become a member of the Clampers?” I asked.




  The reply was of the four-letter variety, and I won’t repeat it here. Suffice it to say that whoever was speaking with us from the great beyond clearly did not appreciate my effrontery or my question.




  
For Whom Did the Bell Toll?





  The Delta Saloon is said to house a very haunted object with the Suicide Table. Legend has it that the old faro table was the site of several deaths that took place near it. Several owners of the table have died by their own hand since Black Jake lost his life savings of $70,000 one night at the table. After his death, Black Jake was thought to still be hanging around. Even to this day, his apparition, dressed in black from head to toe, makes an occasional appearance at the Suicide Table.




  Black Jake is believed to be the angry man former employees say they’ve encountered in the kitchen. Step out of his way. Otherwise, he will walk right through you, leaving you chilled to the bone.




  A mystery at the Delta involves the old haunted call bell. A call bell, for those who aren’t familiar, was mounted on the wall near the gaming table and was used to summon the bartender with drinks when a player was thirsty. On March 31, 1873, the Gold Hill Daily News reported that on Saturday morning, March 29, during a faro game at the Adriatic Saloon a few doors down C Street, players were startled to hear the call bell start ringing. No one was near the bell, and certainly no one had rung it—probably just a fluke, or maybe the ground was shaking, they assured themselves, and kept playing. Later the same night, the call bell at the Delta Saloon began to ring of its own volition. Those at the table watched as the bell slowly rang without the aid of anything or anyone earthly.




  Because there were no wires and there was no way the bell should be ringing on its own, those present were convinced a ghost was at work. One player was so frightened he got up and left the saloon. A dealer was said to have panicked but continued dealing the game. Later the names of two recently deceased patrons of the Delta were suggested as the ghostly bell ringer.




  And although word spread and other newspapers picked up the story of the ghost bell, there was never any evidence as to who the ghostly culprit was. The call bell is long gone at the Delta Saloon, but the ghosts are said to remain. But not to worry. Except for Black Jake, they are very friendly.




  
Ghost at the Writer’s House





  Walter Van Tilburg Clark was one of Nevada’s most distinguished writers. In 1988, Clark, the author of two literary classics, City of Trembling Leaves and The Ox-Bow Incident, received the post-humous honor of being the first inductee into the Nevada Writers Hall of Fame. During the last years of his life, he served as a writer in residence at the University of Nevada–Reno and edited the Journals of Alfred Doten. He made his home in Virginia City. And that house is still standing; there are no plaques, and most visitors to town aren’t aware of its literary significance or of the ghost stories about the house.




  During Clark’s residence, the sitting room featured floor-to-ceiling bookcases. Virginia City tales claim that one of those who moved into the house shortly after the writer’s death complained of weird noises, like books being tossed around near the bookcases. Needless to say, this person didn’t stay long. Then there was the shadowy figure standing at a front window that frightened another person away.




  “Everyone knows that place is haunted,” A Virginia City friend told me when I asked her about the ghost story. “People moved in and moved out in a big hurry. I don’t know—they said it was the ghost.”




  “Do you think the ghost might be Walter Van Tilburg Clark himself?” I asked. Now that would be a story—authors caught in the act of haunting former residences.




  She took a sip of her drink and dashed my hopes. “I don’t know. Could be anybody. Walter Van Tilburg Clark wasn’t the first person to live in that house.”




  Walter Van Tilburg Clark died in 1971 at the age of sixty-two and is buried at the Silver Terrace Cemetery in Virginia City. And it’s my guess that he’s still there in his former home, making plans to read every book he had in his library.




  
Jack Sheppard’s Dog





  Jack was a nervous old yellow dog when his owner Judge A. W. Baldwin died in a California train accident in 1869. Jack waited—and waited. But when the judge didn’t return to Virginia City, the hungry dog began wandering the streets. Surely he could find something to eat and someplace to stay. He ended up in the Gold Hill dog pound, suddenly facing a grim future. If someone didn’t come and claim him soon, Jack would be shot; thankfully, the canine wasn’t aware of this.




  And then Jack Sheppard showed up. Sheppard was a miner who happened to be in the market for a dog. And Jack caught his eye. Sheppard made his choice, paid the fee, and took the dog. For the next three years, the nervous old yellow dog and the miner were inseparable. The only problem was the old dog was squeamish about noises. Gunshots or other unexpected loud noises caused him to howl loudly and incessantly.




  Jack Sheppard didn’t mind, for he loved his dog, idiosyncrasies and all. Then came the day when a loud blast at one of the mines startled the dog so badly that he dropped dead of a heart attack in front of the Vesey House. Jack Sheppard was heartbroken. He’d always feared this day would come, but he hoped it would be years down the road. In his sorrow, he scooped up his beloved old companion and buried him near the Kentuck Mine.




  But there were those at the Vesey House who swore that every night at midnight, a loud mournful howl rose up from the ravine and echoed across the canyon like a steam whistle. Jack Sheppard’s dog, they said—and although he was dead, the dog was not yet ready to be silenced.




  Today the Gold Hill Hotel is the former Vesey House. If you should be in the vicinity late at night and hear what sounds like a dog howling in the distance, don’t be alarmed. It’s only Jack Sheppard’s dog.




  
Lucius Beebe at the Cemetery





  Openly gay in a less enlightened time, Lucius Beebe and his partner, Charles Clegg, are said to be responsible for helping to bring Virginia City back from the decay it had fallen into after the Great Depression when the mines had stopped producing. Lucius Beebe was a wealthy, well-known bon vivant, gourmand, writer, and train historian. Author of more than thirty-five books, Lucius Beebe was inducted posthumously into the Nevada Writers Hall of Fame in 1992.




  Photographer and writer Charles Clegg coauthored many of Beebe’s books on trains and train history. Tired of big-city life, the two men moved from New York to Virginia City in 1950. Here they purchased the Territorial Enterprise newspaper, famous for having been the newspaper where Samuel Clemens got his writing start and where he took the pen name Mark Twain.




  Beebe and Clegg settled in a historic house and began socializing with other Virginia City writers and artists. They were enjoying new friends and the good life in their little town—and then Bonanza came to television. It was 1961, and suddenly there were tourists. They were driving up the winding Geiger Grade for a glimpse of where the Cartwrights might have walked. Never mind that the Cartwrights were the creation of television scriptwriters, people kept coming by the carloads, disturbing the once peaceful little town.




  Virginia City was no longer the haven that Beebe and Clegg had fallen in love with. They sold their house and most of their belongings, packed up, and moved to San Francisco. They would live there until Lucius Beebe died of a heart attack in 1966 at the age of sixty-three. In 1979, Charles Clegg tragically died by suicide at the same age Beebe had been when he died.




  Somewhere around this time, the stories began. The ghostly Lucius Beebe, always the snappy dresser, began appearing in elegant evening attire at the Silver Terrace Cemetery gates, looking forlornly toward the east. Was he looking for Charles Clegg or reminiscing about the good times they’d shared so many years ago in Virginia City? To my knowledge, no one has ever asked him that question.




  
The Ghost Who Was Here and Gone





  This was one of those ghost stories that began in the summer of 1876 and was all but forgotten with the first snowstorm. The ghost made its first appearance in the northeastern section of Virginia City just as the sun was going down. The ghostly glowing figure spread its arms a moment and vanished as quickly as it had appeared. Many of those who witnessed the apparition believed it was that of a recent murder victim.




  Still others held a different opinion as to the ghost’s identity altogether. The glowing sundown specter, they insisted, must be one of the unfortunate Grosch brothers, the first discoverers of the Comstock Lode. Surely if anyone had a right to be angry at the way their lives had ended, it was the Grosch brothers. They had found it all. But fate had cruelly decreed that neither Hosea Grosch nor his brother Ethan Allen would live to enjoy their discovery. Now one of the Grosch brothers had returned to the Comstock, angry at it all.




  There were plenty of arguments about the ghost in the saloons and in the mines. But winter came, and all was forgotten. The ghost, for whatever reason, made no further appearances.




  
Ghost on a School Bus





  Riding the school bus is an adventure that’s been enjoyed by schoolchildren for decades. Of all the places a ghost might haunt, you wouldn’t think that a school bus would be very high on the list. But there is the ghostly little boy that bus drivers discuss in hushed tones. They’ve seen him but aren’t sure what to make of him. He rides the school bus through Virginia City and out toward the Mark Twain area.




  He is dark-haired and neatly dressed, and like most little boys, he can be mischievous. He enjoys pranks like hiding bus drivers’ keys and other items when he is in a playful mood. Apparently the little ghost appears to the drivers but not to the school bus passengers. That’s probably just as well. None of the bus drivers who’ve seen him have a clue as to who he might have been. This doesn’t stop the ghostly little boy from boarding the bus and going on a ride-along.




  
Mark Twain on the Boardwalk







   Then away out in the woods I heard that kind of a sound that a ghost makes when it wants to tell about something that’s on its mind and can’t make itself understood, and so can’t rest easy in its grave, and has to go about that way every night grieving.




  —Mark Twain, Huckleberry Finn







  Samuel Clemens came to Virginia City in 1862 and began his illustrious writing career on the Territorial Enterprise newspaper using the pen name Mark Twain. He only stayed in Virginia City until 1864, when he was forced to leave town after challenging an editor to a duel. Dueling had been outlawed and Twain found himself on the wrong side of the law, so he fled to California.




  He returned to the Comstock only once more during his lifetime; this was to give a lecture on the Sandwich Islands at Piper’s Opera House and to cover the execution of Julia Bulette’s killer, John Millian, for a Chicago newspaper.




  However, a longtime Virginia City story has the ghostly Mark Twain sauntering up and down the boardwalk in the wee hours of the morning. He never speaks, and in fact those who’ve seen him say he appears to be agitated and not in the best of moods. This could be just another tall tale, but then again more than one person has sworn off drinking after encountering the specter.




  
The Faceless Woman of A Street





  This story has been told for decades in Virginia City. In Meet Virginia City’s Ghosts, an early ghost book about Virginia City, author Marge Reboton shared the story of the faceless woman who haunts A Street. I’m not going to lie to you. In some of my early ghost-hunting forays, I wandered up to this spot on A Street in hopes of an encounter with her. I met a couple of friendly dogs and skeptical wild horses, but the faceless lady ghost was elusive. Perhaps this ghost story is based on the boarder at Crazy Kate Shea’s lodging house who in October 1876 got drunk, knocked over an oil lamp, and started the most devastating fire to ever sweep through Virginia City.




  Or she may be Crazy Kate herself. The ghost of the faceless woman is always seen in the vicinity of Crazy Kate’s old boarding house. And if she isn’t screaming in terror, she’s crying. Just how she does this without benefit of a face is beyond me, but that’s what those who claim to have encountered her will tell you. If she is Crazy Kate, she’s donned a modern wardrobe in comparison to what she wore in the nineteenth century. The faceless woman is wearing slacks.




  And she is menacing. No one has ever been harmed by the faceless woman, but then no one has ever enjoyed the encounter either, especially those who witnessed her appearance at the old Presbyterian Church on C Street. She stepped into the church and looked around (again, how she managed this without a face will be left up to your imagination). Satisfied, the ghostly woman then turned and walked out the door.




  
Crying Baby at the Silver Dollar





  Florence Ballou Edwards, who owned the Silver Dollar Hotel from the 1940s to the 1960s, was a colorful and eccentric woman who enjoyed chocolates and gossip. According to Virginia City lore, she allowed late-night guests to take a key from a cigar box on the desk and select their own room; the next day they could register and pay for their room. The Silver Dollar was not the most upscale place, but guests were generally assured a good night’s rest. That is, until the baby began to cry—and cry.




  Guests often wondered why the mother wasn’t more attentive to the baby that cried incessantly throughout the hotel. “There is no baby,” Edwards explained to disgruntled guests. But their ears told them differently. One night some guests went from room to room conducting their own search for the crying baby. They found that Edwards had told them the truth. There was no baby on the premises, so where were the cries coming from?




  Virginia City is haunted—that’s a given. Eventually people accepted the fact that the baby just might be another ghost. Infant mortality rates were high in the nineteenth century. Perhaps the long-ago baby died nearby and rests at the Silver Terrace Cemetery. And for whatever reason, the ghostly baby sometimes wails its displeasure for any and all to hear.




  
The Ghost Who Hated Christmas





  Virginia City is a place you either love or you don’t. Those who love it find a way to live here one way or the other. Such was the young couple who bought their first house, a tiny one-bedroom cottage, during the Thanksgiving holiday season. Years ago, they shared their story of living with what is referred to as an anniversary ghost; the ghost only made itself known at one specific time of year. In this case the ghost came at Christmastime.




  It was their first Christmas in their first home. In a rush to celebrate the season, they decorated their little cottage ahead of everyone else. When they were finished, they agreed that their house looked beautiful—like an old-fashioned picture postcard of the Comstock, with the outdoor lights reflecting on the snow. But the ghost didn’t like all the holiday jolliness.




  On Monday morning the couple went back to work, and the ghost set about unscrewing the Christmas tree bulbs from their sockets. The tinsel and ornaments were left in a pile on the parlor floor. Their first thought when they returned that evening was that someone had broken into their house. But no windows were broken, and no locks had been tampered with. Nothing was missing. Except for the Christmas lights, tinsel, and ornaments, everything was just as they had left it. A cold night, they turned up the heat and put the lights back on. That’s when all the power went out.




  The husband checked the fuse box and found that it was blown. A quick repair, but the Christmas tree lights were ruined. No matter how many strings of lights they put up, the fuse box was blown and the lights were ruined. They decided to do it the old-fashioned way and decorated their tree with lots of icicles and no lights. As they sat on the sofa admiring their tree, it toppled with a thud.




  The cat was playing with the tree, they thought. But when they found the cat curled up on the bed, they decided there was something else at work here—a ghost!




  “Okay! We get it. You don’t like Christmas. But we do. So please just do us a favor and leave the tree alone,” the husband said. “And,” he added playfully, “don’t open the presents.”




  The ghost must have heard him. The presents were not disturbed, and the tree was only occasionally touched. Once Christmas was over and the tree and decorations were taken down and put away, things went back to normal. This didn’t stop the couple from selling the house and moving out before the next Christmas came to the Comstock.




  
Does Katherine Hillyer Haunt the Spite House?
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