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Introduction


When I began researching material for this book, many ghostly tales presented themselves without much effort on my part. Collecting them would be a breeze. Serious-minded, respected, reliable, and sensible people discussed the paranormal with me. Considering that description, when they told me their experiences in connection with cemeteries, I felt my own skepticism drift away like a gossamer mist.


Soon, however, I realized I needed more stories and went out into the field myself. Make that out into the cemeteries. It was certainly a hands-on experience.


If I didn’t find a country graveyard in the daylight, I’d not find it after dark. Unless, of course, a glowing tombstone lit the way. And twice, they served better than flashlights.


Having a career in television and theatre, the only ghost I was familiar with up until now was “The Ghost of Banquo” in Macbeth. Still, I’d rather see than be one.


During one of my searches on a 109-degree Texas afternoon, grasshoppers stalked me as I located certain gravestones in Wise County. At least I think that was a grasshopper on my shoulder.


I pleaded for eerie tales from members of organizations I belonged to and contacted friends from my Southern Methodist University address books. Then I set out in my car (with maps carefully marked and enlarged).


I stopped in wonderful small-town libraries, barbershops, newspaper offices, the Chambers of Commerce, and yes, even doughnut shops early in the morning. I purchased more apple fritters than I ate, but I obtained good tales from locals who drank coffee and chatted about their regional ghost stories.


Everyone seemed interested in contributing to this collection. If they didn’t know a story, they had a telephone number handy of someone who might.


The day I came home from Grand Saline, the town had a flood like it hadn’t had in years. Just after I visited the cordial town of Mineola, fire destroyed several downtown businesses. Throughout the course of writing these stories, a perfectly healthy pecan tree in our backyard split in half, the garbage disposal came to a grinding halt, and the clothes dryer dried its last tennis sock.


I choose to believe my writing a ghost book had nothing to do with any of those occurrences. This is a friendly book, and I hope ghosts everywhere will think kindly of my writings. I would be delighted if one showed up for a book signing—and I wouldn’t sign with disappearing ink.


Read the tales with an open mind. They are for pleasure, a bit of paranormal significance, a little seriousness, and hopefully a laugh or two. If you are a nonbeliever in the supernatural, you may change your mind, unless your skepticism is etched in stone. Then again I’ve learned nothing is etched in stone forever.





Chapter 1



Ghosts in a Cemetery?




“Beware ye who pass by


As ye be now so once was I


As I be now so must ye be


Prepare for death and follow me.”


~18th Century New England Epitaph





What better place for a Texas ghost hunter to find ghosts than in a cemetery? Prior to the twentieth century, the term was graveyard, which sounds more somber, more haunted.


What are ghosts? Some people believe them to be unhappy spirits of the dead. That lets Casper out—he’s downright gregarious. Usually, these spirits are unaware they are supposed to have died, or at least do not accept it. However, if a ghost had a tragic or particularly untimely death, it may want to stay around, thinking it can somehow make things right—whatever is “right” to a ghost.


Nevertheless, a ghost is a hazy apparition of a departed loved one, or it may be a loved one. Others seem to be happy to go about their own way when mortals venture by. They have reportedly been dressed in their period clothing and walked through doors, windows, and trees. Motion pictures have proved that, haven’t they?


References are made to phantoms, ghosts, demons, specters, and apparitions—illusionary images? Chances are a friendly ghost would not choose to be called a demon, which runs the gamut from devil to vampire. Of course, a little demon might be an imp and that can’t be too bad.


My husband proposed marriage to me while parked at White Rock Lake in Dallas, bringing out three engagement rings so I could have my choice. That’s why I paid little attention to the strange lady in a beautiful white dress who knocked on our car window. I did notice her dress was wet. But I had more important things on my mind. The story about the rings is true. It’s up to you whether or not to believe the part about the lady knocking on our window.


Thus far, the only ghost I may have come close to was the Lady of White Rock Lake, but the book isn’t finished yet. She supposedly had an argument with her sweetheart. After leaving a party, she drove her car into the lake and drowned. She still wanders around stopping cars to ask for a ride home, leaving only a wet spot from her dripping gown on the car seat—after she has disappeared.


Some people say a ghost exists to avenge a crime or to right a wrong. A spirit of a murder victim might return to cause trouble for his killer. Other ghosts may believe if they cross over, away from life on earth, they will leave something undone. They resist the move until they set things straight. Others may simply like it here, with a curiosity to see what is going on around them.


One story is of a young woman from East Texas who lost her two children in a fire. After her own death, she has been seen carrying buckets of water to put out the smoldering embers.


Rumors of ghostly apparitions are a part of our history. For centuries, tens of thousands of people in all the world’s cultures have reported seeing ghosts in different forms. Ghosts play a part in many primitive religions and have been favorite subjects of storytellers and writers. Shakespeare must have felt strongly about them when writing Hamlet and Macbeth. And Marley’s ghost in Dickens’ A Christmas Carol caused us to think about the supernatural when we were children, as our children do now.


Ghosts have been reported as appearing in different forms. Up until recently I thought an orb was an eye. I never knew it is a transparent ball of electromagnetic energy . . . er, ghost? An orb can be round, or if it is moving swiftly, it blends into an oval shape, tapering at the end in a tail-like fashion. They may appear in odd shapes as well but tend to show up in photographs as round balls of mist.


How do you know when you have seen a ghost? Perhaps you have never seen one. Perhaps you have felt only its eerie presence in the form of a brief but definite chill, like walking into a cold spot on a warm day. A wisp of cold may brush against you and before you can turn, it’s gone. The hairs on your arm may rise or your nerve-endings race to join each other. Be alert for such an omen during an evening cemetery visit.


Whatever “spirit” crosses your path, be it a weird sound, a strange sighting, or a cold spot, it is still an unexplained phenomenon. The ghost of Great-grandpa Zeke from Bonham may have merely wanted to say hello and tell you that even if he did steal a horse, it was a fine animal.


A common belief is ghosts appear more often at night when light is poor. Our senses can play tricks on us when we can’t see so well. Moonlight casting its glow through the trees can be interpreted as a ghostly creature. Then, perhaps it really is a ghostly creature.


No one knows when or where a ghost will appear. You may never experience seeing, feeling, or hearing one, but you can enjoy reading about them.


Remember if a misty orb shows up on one of your snapshots taken in a cemetery, it does not necessarily mean a water spot was on your camera lens.


Ghosts have been documented over the ages in houses, inns, on bridges, under bridges, in palaces, lakes, trains, and cemeteries. And haunted cemeteries are what this book is about.


While reading these tales, keep the following terms in mind:


[image: image]   Apparition: A strange or supernatural sight or thing.


[image: image]   Ectoplasm: A supposed emanation of a materialized spirit to which spiritualistic phenomena are attributed. A form of spirit energy appearing as white swirl-a-gigs or as a vapor.


[image: image]   Ghosts: The disembodied spirit of the dead, emerging to the living as a filmy illusion or apparition. What most of us call a ghost, scientists call an “entity.” According to Dr. Dave Oester and Sharon Gill, authors of Twilight Visitors, “Ghosts are the mirror images of their mortal life, just without the body.” They tend to cling to life in our dimension. Most of the time they do not know they are dead.


[image: image]   Orb: Perhaps no one knows the true definition of an orb, in the paranormal world. Orbs are not visible to the naked eye. An orb appears as a transparent circle or oval, and is said to be spirit energy when captured on film. We see them on many photographs of graveyards and other haunted places.


[image: image]   Spirit: A spirit can manifest itself anywhere and knows full well it has passed on/over/up/down. It may just return for a visit to know what’s happening, like seeing if the stock market is better or worse since he/she became a spirit.


[image: image]   Phantom: Heard, seen, or sensed, but having no physical reality; appearing only in the mind.


[image: image]   Poltergeist: Responsible for disturbances usually taking place in houses or buildings, but not always. Items are moved, drawers pulled out, and objects tossed askew. Lights go on and off, not because of normal electrical problems. Usually connected with a young girl.


[image: image]   Shade: A term for ghost.


[image: image]   Wraith: A ghost of a person just before death.


[image: image]   Will-o’-the-wisps: Even though they appear to be of paranormal nature, the wisps are really phenomena made of natural gas. Hovering over swampy areas, they move as we move, causing us to think they are following or at least moving alongside us.


[image: image]   Vortex: In the world of ghosts, a vortex is a whirling column of white ectoplasm-like material. Some photographs have shown it to be blue-white. Also, in a photograph, it can be mistaken for a camera strap, except when the camera had no strap.


I am not an expert on the paranormal. I am a storyteller. The definitions are to help out with your reading. But if you see any of the above in a haunted graveyard, feel free to call it anything you like. Just say a prayer and whatever you do, be nice.


[image: image]





Chapter 2



North Texas


Deep Creek (Ssh!)


If you would like to join my friend Virginiae and me on a visit to a haunted bridge and a very old cemetery, come along. We may get lost, but at least I’m a safe driver. And while we’re so close to Aurora Cemetery in Wise County, we’ll check that out, too.


Deep Creek Cemetery and “Whispering Bridge,” as some have called it, are on the outskirts of Boyd, Rhome, or Aurora. The latter’s skirts are closer if you’re driving from Fort Worth as we are, although Deep Creek is recorded as being in Boyd. First, we’ll leave Fort Worth on 287 north, then turn west on 114 to Aurora.


Only the cemetery and a few houses are left to remind us a community called “Deep Creek” ever existed. It was thus named for its steep banks when the first settler built a house nearby.


We have now turned west on 114 and Aurora is just up ahead. Times have changed. The town is active once again.


It isn’t easy to see FM 4227, but now that we’ve spotted it, we’re turning north. We should be at Deep Creek Cemetery in four miles or so. I guess it could be simple to miss . . . No, it isn’t. There’s a sign. “No Trespassing.” Oh!


The heavy iron gate is carefully designed, as well as locked, so no one should enter without permission. Yes, all those horizontal spikes pointing forward on the gate would take care of the “carefully designed” part, as well as the front of the car, should someone force an entry.


At this point on a 109-degree September afternoon, it looks as if an army of grasshoppers is all that’s needed to ward off intruders. We can stalk grasshoppers the same as ghosts, although I’ve never had a ghost land on my shoulder—or have I?


The dusty road leads to the secluded cemetery, mostly shaded by large oaks, and surrounded by a chain link fence. It’s one of the oldest cemeteries in the state, with at least one early birth date of 1808. It’s deathly still around here. Appropriate.


[image: image]


Deep Creek Cemetery


People have reported a glowing tombstone in this cemetery. We won’t stay late enough to see for ourselves because after we part company, I’m on my way to another glowing stone near Springtown. I’ll tell you about that one.


Deep Creek Bridge is a short distance from the wondrous old gravestones. First, we leave here and walk up the hill we just walked down. Down is better.


[image: image]


Whispering bridge


We’ll drive north to where the bridge should be. It is said that many years ago some children fell off into the creek, perhaps thirty feet or more. The date and the number of children are unknown. Reportedly, they were buried in Deep Creek Cemetery. I have found no proof, but then neither is there proof for many legends.


Yes, the bridge is just at the curve. Virginiae and I are getting out of the car and walking to the center. If you’re afraid of heights, don’t look down.


The story is, you can hear cries of the children who died in the creek.


Listen, do you hear? . . . I didn’t hear crying and my friend Virginiae didn’t either; however, there was an eerie moaning coming from the depths. It could be moaning of ghost-children.


Or it could be the wind.


[image: image]


Aurora


Green is a good color, but a little green man?


Now that we have heard the whispers of “Whispering Bridge,” we are driving back toward 114 and Aurora Cemetery. The settlement of Aurora got its start in the 1850s, on an impressive terrain of oak and mesquite trees. That depends on how much one is impressed with mesquite trees, but they were here before the inhabitants.


The town grew rapidly for a time. In thirty years, population spiraled to over 2,000. Then tragedy struck. With an epidemic of what settlers called “spotted fever,” and the railroad headed for nearby Rhome, residents moved away, leaving only a scattered few.


Then in 1897 someone had the grand idea of spreading the story about an airship landing in Aurora. Reportedly, a little green man crashed the ship into a windmill, smashing the structure and the craft into many pieces.


The green alien was also gone with the windmill. Since he didn’t survive, a couple of citizens buried him in Aurora Cemetery but were reluctant to say where. This all came at a time when sightings of mysterious aircraft surfaced all over Texas—yes, way back then.


However, the story was eventually labeled a hoax, having been planned to bring interest back into the waning community. That tale of the airship just didn’t fly.


However, bits of a “peculiar” alloy were found. Reportedly, as late as the 1960s, the McDonnell Aircraft Company analyzed it—not coming to a strong conclusion, other than agreeing it was an elaborate hoax. Few if any residents of Aurora still wonder if the story was true.


The above little bit of history sets the stage for a ghostly presence in the town, and takes up time while we are driving. Now that we have reached 114, we’re back in the active community looking for the street sign, “Cemetery Road.” It should be just ahead, still on the east side of town.


Okay, we’ve found the sign and are going south. The cemetery is about three miles down the road, which includes a curve to the left. This area is large and still in use. Veterans of the Civil War, both World Wars, and Korea and Vietnam Conflicts are buried here. As for the “alien” who piloted the aircraft of 1897, his remains were never exhumed. The idea had come up, but town fathers vetoed the proposal. Had they found the exact location, who would they have discovered in the grave? Jesse James?


[image: image]


Is a little green alien buried here?


It is said that strange anomalies can be seen after dark in this graveyard. Is it the apparition of the little green alien or other ghostly forms?


The cemetery is fenced, with a Historical Marker of the State of Texas mounted at one of the entrances. It mentions the alien spaceship crash as well as the 1891 “spotted fever” epidemic. The disease is currently referred to as a form of meningitis. Hundreds of citizens died and were buried in Aurora Cemetery. Since so many people died before their expected time, their spirits may still be restless, even after a hundred years.


Its main gate stands at the pedestrian entrance, flanked with two stone pillars. You don’t have to be inside the grounds for a possible sighting of unnatural apparitions. On a still night, concentrate on luminous movements between the gravestones and high in the trees.


Aurora’s borealis, or little green men looking for a lost comrade?


[image: image]


An Endangered Ghost


This tale comes from a friend to whom an elderly acquaintance related an experience of over half-a-century ago. It was not an experience the ninety-six-year-old gentleman, whom I’ll call Mr. Hamilton, would likely forget.


The place is near Chico, just north of Bridgeport in northwestern Wise County. The settlement began in the mid-1870s when a Californian arrived and set up a general store near Dry Creek. First thing the limited number of residents knew, a community was born.


Later on, the town called itself the oil capital of the county. It was also known as a leading producer of crushed stone for road construction. Not that crushed stone has anything to do with the ghost of this story. The business wasn’t formed until long after the ghost made her first appearance. Still, the stones were there, and slingshots have been around a long time.


According to my friend, Bob Hopkins, Mr. Hamilton and three other men had been buying cattle in West Texas. They grew tired during their long drive home to Chico.


At this time the road from Jacksboro cut through Wizard Wells. They had reached the old bridge that crossed the west fork of the Trinity. Keep in mind this was in 1949. The same place is now the north end of Lake Bridgeport.


[image: image]


The bridge—before the water became a lake


They pulled off the road, not that any abundance of traffic made it necessary, for they had seen few cars that afternoon. Getting out of the car to stretch their legs, one of the men heard splashing from the river. Figuring someone had chosen that particular spot to fish and was pulling a prize from the water, he strolled across the road.


The splashing became stronger. A woman’s screams followed. Mr. Hamilton and his three friends rushed to the river’s bank. Had it not been that they all witnessed the same thing, no one would have believed what they saw.


Moving toward them, just above the water, a woman’s misty form thrashed about as if she were drowning. She continued down the river, rose over the bridge and down again onto the water. The horrified men ran after the ghostly shape and watched her disappear on the east bank, close to the site of Green Elm Cemetery.


[image: image]


Green Elm may have been easier for the ghost to find


The cemetery needs attention. Incidentally, the old steel bridge is still there, but impassable. The first gravestone appears to be from the early 1870s and the latest from the first decade of the twentieth century. There are around fifty gravesites, not all marked.


To reach the cemetery from Chico, head west toward Jacksboro on FM 1810. A few miles out of Chico (Robert L. Ripley said a few was eight), at the Jack County line, notice the sign, “Green Elm Cemetery.” The dirt road can be muddy, so choose a nice sunny day. Follow the signs for four or five miles. The dirt almost runs out of road or vice versa. An oil field compressor station is on your right. The old graveyard is about 500 yards on down, and what is left of the road dead-ends at the cemetery. Makes sense.


Take someone with you if you choose to visit Green Elm. It would be frightening to be alone if you witnessed a woman dripping with water, making her wet way back to a grave. Besides, who would believe you?


Mr. Hamilton and his friends were not the only spectators of such a phenomenon. Other sightings of the endangered ghost have been reported through the years.


Who could the ghostly woman be? Many legends are based on drownings, but usually, some reason for the tragedy is included in the telling. This time, the reason is left up to our imagination.


[image: image]


Baccus


Texas has always been considered hot in summer and even hotter in the twenty-first century, but Baccus Cemetery may give you a chill or two on a hot day. It certainly isn’t a choice spot for an evening stroll.


[image: image]


Courtesy of Chris Moseley


Driving north from Dallas, take either Preston Road or Hwy. 75 and turn west on Legacy. The cemetery is just east of the Tollway on the right.


Silence permeates the grounds, even though it’s in a busy area with large contemporary buildings across the street. A chain link fence surrounds the flat terrain, with so few trees that it seems to be set back in time, with the appearance of a country cemetery.


In the early 1840s the Republic of Texas included the community of Plano within its boundaries. Most of the early settlers migrated from Tennessee and Kentucky. It wasn’t easy to form any kind of community with all the Indian raids. Today, the town is a growing suburb of Dallas.


William Foreman is given credit for Plano’s existence chiefly because of his enterprising business acumen. He built a gristmill and sawmill, much in demand by the area’s residents. Other businesses were added and before long, the small town came into being, with a mail service begun around 1850.


Since Mr. Foreman rejected his name being used for the new little community, “Plano” was chosen. Postal authorities agreed, since the Spanish word means plain in English and suited the flat region.


During the Civil War the town declined, but hope prevailed. After the war, families returned and picked up where they left off. Fire destroyed Plano in the 1870s, but determined citizens would not admit defeat and the town prospered. It took on steady growth. It also took on steady death.


[image: image]


Note the orbs in upper right corner
Courtesy of Chris Moseley


The cemetery originally had “Cook” as its name. In the seventies Rachel Cook, daughter of Henry Cook, married Joseph Baccus; therefore, they changed the name to Baccus. It is still in use, and Daniel Cook’s grave is the oldest in Plano, if not in Collin County. As wars went on, many veterans were buried there.


Now back to this hot/cold thing. We know the cemetery is over 150 years old. We know fire destroyed the town at one time. What we don’t know is what energy is forming the cold spots that seem to inject themselves into your arm or on your face.


Other anomalies have been reported late at night in Baccus Cemetery. Now you see them, now you don’t. It is said you can feel a presence coming up behind you. Turn, and no one is there. Nonetheless, you can feel a chill in the Plano cemetery. That’s the plain-o truth.


[image: image]


The Fort That Never Was


It was Christmas morning in the late 1880s in Montague County. Smoke plumes arose from the houses in the small settlement of Spanish Fort. A smell of gunpowder filled the air and three men lay dead—before breakfast. We don’t know what time that was, but breakfast time doesn’t change things. Dead is dead. Or is it?


Soon after the 1750s, the Taovayas Indians established villages on opposite sides of the river at what is now called Spanish Fort. History tells us the Spanish attacked the Taovayas, and after a battle of several hours, the Spanish retreated. They hadn’t expected to face six thousand Indians.


Eventually, the two forces made peace with each other. After the Louisiana Purchase and a series of smallpox epidemics, the Taovayas left their collapsing villages.


Once Anglo-American settlers arrived upon the ruins, they assumed the Spaniards had deserted the site. Thus, the obvious name: Spanish Fort. It had never been a fort at all.


Spanish Fort served as a stopping place for drovers on their way up the Chisholm Trail. The settlement had a post office, doctors, hotels, and churches. Don’t forget the saloons—all the makings of a thriving community. The place tried to survive, but it eventually became unmade.


Outlaws crossed the river to buy provisions in the settlement, nearly always causing some kind of ruckus with a gunshot or several. How many people did the citizens bury in the Old Spanish Fort Graveyard? Some graves had markers, many did not.


The trails moved westward. One citizen, Mr. Justin, even walked his boots right over to Nocona, where his boot company thrived for decades.


The “Old” cemetery is east of Farm Road 103, around fifteen miles north of Nocona. You might need a map for this one, but you can take 35 north to Gainesville and west on U.S. 82 to Nocona. No matter which direction you come from to Nocona, you still turn north on 103 to Spanish Fort.


You can see the old school and remains of deserted businesses and what used to be a real town square. It fits the mold of a ghost town.


If you make this trip at night, be prepared to drive past the new cemetery to the old one. It’s a little tricky to find in the dark. Once you are finding your way with a flashlight, it may go out even if you had just inserted fresh batteries. When you return to the car, the flashlight will undoubtedly be good as new. Flashlights and recorders are known to become inactive in cemeteries. Electromagnetic energy in a graveyard sometimes does that.


It is said you will feel cold spots as you walk about the gravestones—not a freezing sensation, but a sharp coldness. Anyone who has ever been to Spanish Fort Cemetery can verify seeing movements through the trees. By the time you blink, thinking you may have been mistaken, nothing will be there. But the form may just as suddenly appear somewhere else.


Spirits of the many smallpox victims or cowboys and drovers who were murdered could be objecting to their early deaths and may want to tell you about them. Listen if you don’t wish to appear superior. After all, you’re a guest visiting their domain.


As in many country cemeteries, strange sounds come from the distance, or they may appear distant. One evening while visiting a country cemetery in Van Zandt County, I heard the most eerie sounds. They seemed to echo. A friend who accompanied me felt certain they were cows bellowing from the next farm. But it was way past their bedtime.


Don’t be surprised if you hear sounds at Spanish Fort Cemetery. And another thing . . . you many feel, as others have, someone watching you. Don’t expect it to be the sheriff of Montague County.


[image: image]


Play It Again


Being buried in two places seems to require an explanation. My friend Peggye Swenson told me about a man named J.E. Arrington and how he happened to be buried in two separate graves. Mr. Arrington’s final resting places are in Friendship Cemetery, near Tolar, a few miles west of Granbury in Hood County. A road sign will direct you to the turn from Highway 377.


According to county records, J.E. was in his seventies when he lost his arm in 1897. Anyone with such an injury in those years was lucky to survive even for a short while. Mr. Arrington’s family believed the only logical procedure was to bury the limb. It has a private site in the cemetery, complete with headstone, or perhaps that’s armstone: “The arm, J.E. Arrington, amputated 1897.”


Unfortunately, J.E. passed on a couple months later, but there wasn’t room next to his appendage. He had to be buried more than an arm’s length away.


At one time, the small area was overgrown with weeds but is now enclosed with a chain-link fence and is well kept. That means weeds seem to be mowed, even if no grass grows. In the spring, iris and wild flowers spread their beauty.


[image: image]


J.E. Arrington’s armstone


[image: image]


J.E. Arrington’s tombstone


Several children’s graves are marked with rocks or fieldstones. Any dates or names carved into them have long disappeared since fieldstone tends to wear away. The first legible date in this cemetery is 1880.


Mr. Arrington’s story in itself is not a ghostly one, but a tragedy. It’s the association the cemetery had with a small school next to it that provides the rest of the tale. The locals tell that the structure served as a school during the week and as a church on Sundays.


Peggye added that in her younger days, the kids used to “hang out” near the graveyard. You know, a quiet place where no one would bother them—or so they thought.


The community had moved away and the little church fell to ruin, held up by a few two-by-fours. Only an old upright piano, minus many keys, stood near the altar area under its deteriorating roof. Still, they may have been able to play Chopin’s “Black-Key Etude” if only the white keys were missing. The young people used to plunk on the piano and dance on the rickety floor.


When it was dark, it was very very dark—the better to scare you with. One evening Peggye and her date, with another couple, drove up the winding dirt road to the cemetery. Their laughing ceased when sounds from a piano drifted in their direction.


They didn’t know who else had planned to meet them, but they were anxious to see. As they drove closer, it became apparent no other car was present. Still hearing the melody, they stopped and hurried to the school in the wooded area.


The music abruptly ceased, but they saw no one. This ended their festivities for the evening. I don’t know if it was “ladies first” or not, but they beat a retreat and jumped into the car, leaving in a whirl of dust.


They weren’t the only ones who heard the piano and saw no one. Others who had heard the tales wanted to find out for themselves and had the same experience. Each episode was frightening and unexplainable. After an adult went to check it out, the young people were no longer harassed for making up a story.


The piano is gone and the area is now cleared away, with nothing left but a memory—and the cemetery of course.


When I first told this tale to someone, he replied, “Now I guess you’re going to say Mr. Arrington’s arm was playing the piano.”


I did not say that.


[image: image]


A Stone’s Glow Away


Picture yourself standing in a cemetery during a dark night. You are alone, of course, but are you? A bright glow appears through the trees. Now you wonder why you ventured by yourself to this country cemetery.
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