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GHOSTS

Docia Williams

Ghosts fly high . . . and ghosts fly low . . .

Where they come from we don’t know . . .

Ghost take off in roaring flight,

Most often in the dead of night.

They’re often felt in spots of cold,

You feel their presence, we’ve been told.

Some are large, and some are small,

Some, merely shadows on the wall.

Some are friendly, some are bad . . .

Some are playful, others sad.

They’re often heard, on creaking floors,

Opening windows, slamming doors!

Wails and moans they sometimes make,

Making us poor mortals quake!

They like all kinds of dreary places,

Houses, churches, and open spaces. . . .

Sometimes they dwell in mist and fog,

They’re heard, we’re told, in howls of dogs. . . .

Some, balls of fire seen in the night,

All in black, or dressed in white;

Some show a glimpse of shadowy faces,

Then, they’re gone. They leave no traces

To ever let us mortals know

Where they come from . . . or where they go. . . .


Introduction

This book is the result of the bringing together of the best stories from the four books I have written in the past five years, plus a section of selected stories from Central and Northeast Texas that form the nucleus for a book that is yet to be completed! I have found that “ghostwriting” is like that! There is always one more good story to track down, research, and report. It is a never ending challenge that is both time consuming and fascinating. With such a hobby, life is never boring!

For now, within this book you will find some of the best stories from our spirit-filled state of Texas. I hope you will enjoy reading them as much as I have enjoyed assembling the collection.

Whether or not one believes in ghosts or spirits (they are really one and the same whatever nomenclature is used), their stories are interesting, even if taken with a grain of salt by the nonbeliever. However, I have to say, after studying the subject of ghosts and hauntings for a number of years, personally witnessing numerous supernatural manifestations, and interviewing literally hundreds of intelligent, well-educated people who have shared their experiences with me, I have concluded that without a shadow of a doubt, there are things happening all around us that can only be labeled as “supernatural.” These strange, unexplained things have led me on a quest to gather stories from people all over the state, and in so doing, my own beliefs, beginning with an experience I had as a young woman living in a haunted manor house in England, have strengthened a hundred fold.

Ghosts, which are the spirits, or souls, of people who have passed on but are either earth-bound because they cannot move on towards the Light, or who simply remain on this side of eternity out of personal choice, are what this book is all about. What these entities can do, and where they can appear, is amazing! The energy they generate can turn lights on and off at will, open and close windows and doors, turn television sets and radios on and off, cause curtains to flutter and unoccupied rocking chairs to go into motion! Their footsteps can often be heard on stairways and hardwood floors. While sometimes they are only heard, often they can be seen as well. Some appear as shadowy, misty apparitions. Others are so powerful they can manifest into forms that look as human as you and I.

These spirits can inhabit public buildings, old hotels and inns, restaurants, schools, university dormitories, theatres, and churches. In the course of my searches I found them on windswept Texas coastal beaches and on the dusty high plains of far West Texas. They are with us, all around and about us. Because we are still alive and not of their dimension, we can only speculate about why they are at these places and why they do what they do. That is what makes the unknown realms of those who seem to exist in limbo, neither in life nor quite yet in death, so fascinating.

Whatever your personal beliefs, I believe you will find these stories provocative and intriguing. I have not recorded them with the object in mind of converting my readers into “believers.” I am only a storyteller, a chronicler of experiences related to me by those who have lived them. My intention is to enlighten and, hopefully, to entertain.

Many writers over the years have sought to explain the phenomena of hauntings. Back in 1778 the great English writer Samuel Johnson penned these words: “It is undecided whether or not there has ever been an instance of the spirit appearing after death. All argument is against it, but all belief is for it.”

Personally, I believe it.


Section I

Dallas to East Texas

The Land Where the Tall Pines Sway

This section takes us on a ghostly tour of Northeast Texas, with its beginnings in the metropolis of Dallas, then moving eastward and southward, taking in that part of the state that is the most like the Deep South associated with Gone With the Wind. Steeped in tradition, the old plantations of East Texas thrived when Cotton was King. It was a rich and prosperous era, at least for the plantation owners, when gracious hospitality was the common denominator of every estate. There, tree-shaded avenues led to stately old mansions often built by slave labor prior to the Civil War.

Then, there are the swamps and bayous and the forests green with stately pines and hardwood trees. The forest floors are carpeted with needles from the tall giants that still are a source of Texas timber, and wild orchids and ferns nestle in the shady undergrowth. Every March, wood violets sprout along woodland streams, and the forests are etched with the lacy accents of the pristine white dogwood blossoms that come as spring’s first harbingers. The wisteria vines, heavy with purple grape-like clusters of blossoms lend their heady fragrance to the air as they wind about the trees and trellises on every estate. It’s a beautiful land, green and fertile and rich in its traditions, close in family ties.

And, I have discovered, it’s a haunting land, too. Spirits of long departed souls return to old towns, old plantations, and old hotels. They were not ready to leave when they were called on to enter into eternity, and many of them keep returning to their old haunts in this lovely land of the whispering pines.


FROM THE WHISPERING PINES

Docia Schultz Williams

When the swaying pine trees whisper

And the night birds rest from flight

The moonlight shines like silver

In the darkening of the night;

That’s when a footstep echoes

As the night grows deathly still,

And a cozy living chamber

Turns cold; a sudden chill . . .

Then you know those souls are wandering

In the place they once called home

Back to familiar places, where

They feel compelled to roam.

If you stop and listen closely,

As the breezes softly sigh;

You might hear the plaintive echo

Of a lost soul’s mournful cry.

They come to old plantations

And to tiny towns as well.

Their spirits often linger,

Where, alive, they used to dwell

You’ll find them in East Texas

There, where the pine trees sway,

They’re the wandering, lonely spirits

That are there, content to stay.


Dallas County Hosts a Plethora of Spirits

Sometimes one hears a little here, a little there, but never quite enough to substantiate a story. It’s always just a “hearsay” situation, and many of Dallas’ stories are like this. They almost fall into the category of being legends. They’ve been around a long time and are most often repeated each year when Halloween rolls around, just to tantalize and fascinate the younger generation by adding a special “treat” to their night of trick-or-treating. Several of these little tales have been told in more than one version, which definitely leaves one to speculate if there is anything to them, other than they just might be the product of some lively imaginations. At any rate, I would like to share some of these mini-ghost tales with you!

For instance, they say over in Pleasant Valley Cemetery at Cedar Hill, there’s a Ghost Mountain. The story goes that a group of teenagers, seven in all, once visited the cemetery just for a lark. There they disturbed some devil-worshipers, who put a curse on them for invading their privacy. The teens left the cemetery, but the car in which they were riding collided with another vehicle, and four of the teens were killed. Their spirits are said to still haunt the place.

In Oak Lawn, an area where I once lived as a child, there’s the oft-told tale of a young man who caught his sweetheart with another young man. He was so distraught he hung himself in his apartment. He’s said to still come back to his old neighborhood, where he visits the bars and nightclubs, orders drinks, and visits with people as he goes about searching for his long lost love.

There are two stories about the same place, which makes one doubt whether either one of them is true. Since they have both been around a long time, I will certainly let you be the judge, to believe them, or not. The first version goes this way: Back in the 1950s, gangs from two rival high schools used to meet at an old abandoned wooden bridge that spanned the Trinity River. This was supposed to be somewhere on the Arlington-Bedford Road. One night the usual playful taunting between the rival groups suddenly became heated. Ugly dares were shouted back and forth across the river. Finally they decided a football star from each school would start driving toward one another on the bridge, a version of the “chicken game” some of the dumber kids used to play. This was considered a real proof of manhood. As the rival cars approached one another, the weight was said to have been too much for the rickety old bridge, and it collapsed. Today, they say fishermen out on that part of the river late at night hear the dying screams of the boys.

That story was bad enough. Now here’s the other version. This story concerns four Arlington high school girls who were killed when their car ran off a bridge spanning the Trinity on the Arlington-Bedford Road. People driving in that area at night say they can still see the headlights of the car shining as it plunges into the river. And, they say the screams of the four dying girls are often heard in that vicinity.

Both versions of this story state that the bridge is known as “The Screaming Bridge.”

Since the 1980s, the story has been told about a condominium on University Boulevard in University Park, where two sisters once lived. Evidently their spirits come back to chase off any tenants they don’t like. They also flash lights on and off and cause all sorts of mischief, according to Arthur Ingels, a Dallas psychic and ordained minister, who was quoted in the Dallas Times Herald, October 29, 1987 edition.

The Dallas Magazine, October 1987 edition, also had a lot of good little fright tales. It made mention, for instance, of the “Doll House,” a place in the wealthy Bluffview area. The house is always dark at night except for just one light in an upstairs window. Sometimes it’s said you can see a little blonde-haired doll swinging slowly, hanged by its neck with a noose. The story is that a little girl who lived there was brutally killed by an intruder, and her poor mother, who has grieved continuously, was almost driven out of her mind. The poor woman is said to come back now, and on certain nights she hangs her little daughter’s favorite doll in the window.

Gear Park, in the University Park neighborhood, is said to be haunted by two ghosts. These are the spirits of teenaged sweethearts who met on the banks of the little pond in the park one evening. The next morning they were found, drowned, their hands still tightly clasped together. Some people think they may have made some sort of love pact because their parents did not approve of their romance. They decided they would rather die together than live apart. They say, at night, if you sit very quietly, the girl’s voice is still heard to whisper, “I’ll love you, forever.”

Some people claim to have seen the phantom crew of the ill-fated Delta Flight 191, which crashed back in the early eighties. The crew is seen on an Airtrans car, and they all wear their Delta uniforms. They circle around and around the airport as if they are looking for something. Could this ghostly crew be searching for their plane?

Everybody knows they stage great rodeos over in the community of Mesquite. But have you ever heard of Hotshot, the great outlaw Brahman bull? Seems nobody could ride this animal, but one night one cowboy finally did, staying on for the full twenty-second count. Humiliated because he couldn’t throw the young man, old Hotshot crashed out of the gates and disappeared into the night. They say that the cowboy who rode him for the countdown was found trampled to death in the front yard of his home the next morning. And to this day, many a bull rider will say they’ve been awakened in the middle of the night by a strange sound—the sound of a bull-like snort, followed by a pawing sound on the ground, and then the hoofbeats, as the strange phantom bull runs off into the darkness!

In the community of Carrollton, there’s a story that has been around a long time. It concerns a strange new family that moved into the town sometime around the turn of the century when Carrollton was still a small town. They were a very serious family, and the children never laughed or played with the neighbor children. Then, one day the whole family just disappeared and was never seen in those parts again. Months later a peddler came into town. He was white as a sheet and badly shaken. He said he was walking on the north side of Carollton when he heard a little child crying. When he turned around suddenly three children appeared to him. But as soon as he started walking towards them, the trio disappeared! It is said that people claim to this day, when they are walking in that area around dusk, they can hear children, who aren’t there, crying out in the fading twilight.

Snuffer’s Bar and Grill on Lower Greenville Avenue was the site of a speakeasy during the Prohibition area. Employees at the popular grill think the spirits of some of the inhabitants from that era still hang around. An unidentified ghost has been seen by guests and employees in the restaurant. Workers say they are often the objects of pranks played by the unseen spirit or spirits. Long after customers have left their tables, cigarettes move from one ashtray to another, doors unexpectedly swing open and shut, and on at least one occasion it’s said that red, glowing eyes peered out from under table number seven!

Then there is the tale that’s been around a while that ought to make all teenagers stay home at night! It’s said a boy and his girlfriend were parked around Trinity River Basin when they heard on the car radio that a dangerous criminal had escaped from the jail. The description of the fugitive included the fact he had a silver hook in place of his left hand, and he was described as extremely dangerous. The young couple decided they’d better call it a night and so they left their trysting place. The boy drove his girlfriend home. Once there, he walked around to open the car door for her, and to his astonishment, there, shining in the moonlight, was a silver hook dangling from the door handle! I’m sure the couple had sweet dreams that night!


The Ghostly Dallas Doctor

This interesting story came to me by way of my Forth Worth friend Terry Smith. He and Mark Jean have an unusual hobby. They call themselves “Ghost Stalkers,” which is different from “Ghost Busters.” They have, with permission and varying degrees of success, probed a lot of the poltergeist stories in Tarrant County and throughout the state of Texas. Terry heard about my writing and has had me as his guest on his public television network show, on which he talks with writers and reviews their books.

A number of stories that were featured in my book Phantoms of the Plains were gained through leads given to me by Terry. And the story about a former osteopathic hospital at the corner of Colorado Boulevard and Hampton Road in Dallas is one of Terry’s favorites. A man who was a medic at the now-closed hospital recalled that the nurses there talked a lot about a ghost who stalked the second floor. It was supposed to be the specter of a physician at the hospital who had committed suicide.

The medic said he saw the ghost one night during the summer of 1983. He had been called out on a routine call with several other E.M.S. technicians. They arrived at a scene of a self-inflicted shooting. A man had shot himself in the cheek with a small handgun. The bullet had exited around the right crown at the back of his head, removing a large portion of the back of the man’s skull. The man appeared dead except for “antagonal reflexes,” and once they transported him to the hospital, he was placed on a mechanized respirator called a “thumper.” After several minutes on the machine the physician on duty told the medic to “call the time,” which meant he was to pronounce the man dead.

A little later the medic went to the break room upstairs, where he drank a coke. Jo Ann, one of the nurses, came in, saying she had seen the ghost-doctor. The medic turned and looked through the glass window of the break room, and he saw a doctor with a stethoscope around his neck. He was wearing a white physician’s coat and was walking from the ICU unit, accompanying a man. He had his arm around the man’s shoulders, as if he were trying to console him. The startled medic recognized the man with the phantom doctor as the suicide case they had just pronounced dead a few minutes before!

The medic, who couldn’t quite believe what he was seeing, came out of the break room and followed the two figures towards a doorway leading to a stairwell. They were too wide to make it through the doorway walking side-by-side, yet somehow they just passed through and then turned to go up the stairwell.

Later on the medic and nurses and others who had seen the ghostly doctor realized there was a connection between the phantom-physician and the newly dead patient. Both men had been distraught over family and money problems. Both had shot themselves in the head, with handguns, in their offices. They were kindred spirits, no doubt!


Spirits at Olla Podrida

Back in the 1970s when I frequently visited my late parents, who lived in Garland, one of the favorite “to do” things we enjoyed together were little excursions over to Olla Podrida, in nearby Dallas. This quaint, folksy, mini-mall was made up of a labyrinth of up-scale, unusual boutiques, gift shops, ethnic shops of all kinds, and a few interesting eating-places. There you were sure to find the unusual, and it was seldom that we came home empty-handed. I recall especially a little Egyptian shop that was run by two gentlemen from the land of the pyramids and the Sphinx. They had such a fascinating collection of scarabs, burial beads, unusual scents, and incense from that faraway land! My parents were especially taken with them and always dropped into their shop for a visit.

I was saddened to learn the little mall had closed. This took place, I believe, in July of 1996. It had been in operation about twenty-four years.

[image: Images]

Knowing my fondness for the place and my interest in ghosts, a friend in Garland, Sue Watkins, sent me an article from the July 15, 1996 edition of the Dallas Morning News. It was written by columnist Larry Powell, who said that Olla Podrida was the home of several supernatural residents, and some of the shopkeepers had become sufficiently attached to them that they hated to go off and leave them when the mall closed.

Roger and Vickie Francis, who operated a candles and carvings shop called the “Front Porch,” had several experiences with the Olla Podrida ghosts. They consisted of a trio of ladies, one man, and one small child. They used to walk through the mall, occasionally passing the candle shop. The three ladies wore old-fashioned clothing, very much like those worn in the late 1800s; long skirts, white shirtwaist blouses, and they wore their hair piled high on their heads. The distinguishing quality about the male ghost was he was a cigar smoker. Although some of the shopkeepers at Olla Podrida saw the man, Vickie never did, but she frequently smelled his cigar smoke. It was a strong scent, which only lasted a minute and then totally disappeared. Unlike real cigar smoke, nothing was ever seen, but the smell was unmistakable!

The little child ghost, who was mischievous, was often blamed for alarms going off in the shops that were closed up even though no prowlers were about. Also, merchandise was said to fly around some of the shops, and tools were often misplaced.

One of the female ghosts was credited with turning the water on in the ladies’ restroom and politely opening the door for women entering the powder room.

According to the Francis couple, the ghosts all looked like real people. They weren’t shadowy or transparent as some spirits are known to be. These entities passed by the shops, and when shopkeepers dashed out to see them better they always managed to do a disappearing act!

On October 29, 1987, an article ran in the now defunct Dallas Times Herald. This article mentioned the old Gaslight Playhouse in the Olla Podrida Center and told about the ghost there. It is a different spirit from the strollers seen by the shopkeepers. Numerous actors attested to having seen a sad-looking woman in a black dress, who sat in the back row of the theatre. Anytime she was approached, she disappeared. There were also frequent noises and unexplained drafts and cold spots.

Robin McGee, a former actor at the Gaslight, kept a record of the spirit’s appearances. He said she was dressed in late nineteenth-century style of clothing.

There were also stories about strange, unexplained lights in the popular playhouse. An actress saw a white haze hanging over the empty seats in the theatre. The owner, Joe Andaloro, and a bartender had just closed the place up and turned out all of the lights when a bright, blinding blue light lit up the hallway. It was very intense and was accompanied by a high-pitched ringing in their ears. They got out of there fast and were never able to explain the strange blue light!

The most generally accepted reason for the Olla Podrida area, located on Coit Road, just north of Forest Lane, for being haunted, lies in the frequently told story that the small mall was built atop a long forgotten pioneer cemetery. Then, other people brought forth the theory that the little mall was made up of all sorts of antique wooden parts, and perhaps the spirits had arrived with the woodwork!

Whatever the reason, the area was haunted at one time. Whether the spirits are still hanging around the now boarded-up area, or have taken up their residence elsewhere, is anybody’s guess!


The Haunted Mansion

Every year, around Halloween time, newspapers print ghost stories to work up a few goose bumps among their readers. The Dallas Morning News ran one such story on October 31, 1982, which was of special interest to me. This was because I recall having seen the house when I was a young woman living in Garland, a suburb of Dallas. I also recall recognizing the woman who was the real subject of the story.

While I did not know Bert DeWinter personally, I knew who she was. She was one of Dallas’ most fashionably dressed ladies in a city where women were known for being well dressed. When I was in college I was often in the original downtown Dallas Neiman Marcus. There I attended “walking classes,” conducted by the store’s staff of glamorous high-fashion models. We were taught to walk, pivot, pose, and otherwise show off the clothes we might be called upon to model. Those in the class who “walked” well and were considered attractive enough, were singled out to model in Neiman’s fashion shows and to serve on their prestigious college board. This was back in the late forties and early fifties. I learned to model at Neimans and subsequently was selected to appear in a number of their back-to-college fashion shows. From this training, plus a degree in merchandising, I enjoyed a career in modeling, commentating, and fashion coordinating that lasted for many years!

At Neiman-Marcus, the millinery department was presided over by the immaculately coifed and exquisitely attired Mrs. Bert DeWinter. Today most department stores scarcely have a millinery department at all, but in those days, beautiful hats were a must for every well-dressed woman, and Mrs. DeWinter knew just what to select for every woman who came into her boutique!

All of the young ladies in the walking classes knew who Bert DeWinter was, and we were all in awe of her. And, we always wondered why she worked. Everybody knew she was very wealthy. She lived in a gorgeous big brick house with a beautiful flower garden out on Amherst in the prestigious University Park section of Dallas. She was often featured in the society section of the newspapers as having entertained the rich and famous who visited Dallas and often found their way to the doors of the elegant fourteen-room DeWinter mansion. Why, even the Duke and Duchess of Windsor had enjoyed the famous DeWinter hospitality. The fashionable milliner was known to be a generous and lavish hostess, and her invitations were coveted. In fact, Laura Goldman, the arbiter of couture at Neiman’s when Mrs. DeWinter was director of the millinery department, said DeWinter lived extravagantly. She had the best of everything and did everything with great flare and perfect taste. In fact, Goldman described DeWinter’s lifestyle as resembling that of a princess! She also added that she was the most chic woman she had ever known. Mrs. Goldman was an elegant lady in her own right, so this was high praise, indeed.

In 1973 Don and Dian Malouf moved into Mrs. DeWinter’s former home. This was a year after the fashionable Mrs. DeWinter passed away. From what Dian Malouf told me, Mrs. DeWinter had not had a long illness. She died in the hospital after a short stay, and it was rumored she may have been given the wrong medication which precipitated her demise. Malouf added, in view of what later happened, she certainly believed that Mrs. DeWinter had not been ready to go.

[image: Images]

The former DeWinter Home

It wasn’t long before Malouf, a prominent tax attorney, and his wife were to realize that their new family home was occupied by an unseen presence. From the offset, they believed the spirit was Bert DeWinter.

DeWinter loved the home she lived in and decorated so lavishly. Many of her antique pieces were left in the house when the Maloufs purchased it. It had stood vacant for over a year after her death, and according to Mrs. Malouf it was in pretty run-down condition. Dian Malouf, a professional photographer, writer, and jewelry designer, said the house required a lot of restoration, and she made numerous changes to the place as well. For instance, she said she had to use a pick-ax to dig up the black slate floor in the room that DeWinter had called her “Peppermint Twist Lounge.” This room had been decorated with red and white striped chintz wall covering to resemble the lounge with the same name in New York City.

As the Maloufs went about restoring and remodeling the house, they became more and more cognizant of something, like a strong presence, being there with them. The whole house took to creaking loudly, and in the middle of the night they often heard footsteps crossing back and forth across the dining room floor. The sounds were like the flip! flop! flip! flop! noise of an open-heeled mule or house-slipper, as the steps crossed back and forth over the hardwood floor. A recent telephone conversation with Dian Malouf revealed that soon after she began to hear the footsteps in her dining room she went on a trip to New York City. During her visit she had lunch with a woman who had been a friend of Bert DeWinter. When Dian told her luncheon companion about the flip-flop sounds she had heard, the woman replied, “Why, that has to be Bert!” She went on to explain that Mrs. DeWinter always wore mules, or “springala-tors,” as the heelless shoes then in fashion were called. Dian said the cold chills ran up her spine at that revelation.

Malouf said from the first week the family moved in, the curtains in the master bedroom would often stand straight out, and their four children often screamed and cried in their rooms, which were similarly affected. Mrs. Malouf said they were all just terrified. They knew the spirit was Mrs. DeWinter and that she probably wouldn’t or couldn’t harm them, but it was upsetting nevertheless.

These strange nocturnal disturbances continued for the better part of a year. The Malouf family finally became more or less accustomed to them. The whole time they lived there, Mrs. Malouf said, she was convinced that even though she was only there in spirit form, Mrs. DeWinter still wanted to be “in charge” of things. While setting the table for a formal dinner party, Ms. Malouf actually saw a manifestation of Mrs. DeWinter. She was swathed in a French Porthault sheet (the most costly kind!). She was not wearing a hat, which rather surprised Mrs. Malouf. After all, Bert DeWinter had modeled and sold hats for over thirty years!

Dian Malouf said that whenever she was getting ready for a special dinner party she always felt the presence of the former mistress of the house. Although she never felt any particular hostility, she always sensed that whatever she did just did not measure up to the elegant Mrs. DeWinter’s standards.

The house, with its imported Italian marble fireplace and walls covered in pink damasks and silks, was long a gathering place for international society leaders. While it was a beautiful house, the Maloufs never felt like it was their home. It seemed like it still belonged to Bert DeWinter! Blake Malouf, the Maloufs oldest child, was ten years old when they moved into the house. She said she never liked it. In fact, the youngster was quoted in the Dallas Morning News as having said she hated it from the onset because it didn’t seem like a home, but more like a museum. She added it was more “her” house than “our” house. Things of DeWinter’s kept turning up quite mysteriously, as well. It was as if she was leaving little messages around. One evening during a black tie dinner dance at the house a guest of the Maloufs noticed a piece of jewelry just lying out on a table and commented about it to Dian Malouf. She told him that pieces of Bert’s jewelry showed up all the time, most often at odd times, in odd places.

Tiring of their spirit-filled life in the house, the Maloufs finally consulted a professor of history at Southern Methodist University who was a former Jesuit priest. They wanted to know what they might do to get the spirit to move on. He suggested an exorcism. They were afraid this might anger or harm the spirit, and so they didn’t take his advice. However, a friend had told them about an old folk ritual that just might work and advised them to go home and try it that very night. There was a thunderstorm going on outside that night. All the lights went out in the house. They decided this was as good a time as any to see if they could get Mrs. DeWinter’s spirit to move on. They lit a twelve-candle candelabra that was made of wrought iron and had little angels in the design. While the candles flickered, they sprinkled salt in every corner of every room in the house. For whatever reason, the footsteps and other manifestations just gradually faded away after that night!


The Haunted House on Prairie Avenue

Leo Furrh, a Dallas air-conditioning service man, no longer owns the old gray house on Prairie Avenue in Dallas, which is the subject of this story. He had such great plans for the place when he bought it! In fact, he’d planned to convert the sizable dwelling into a duplex, where he would live on one side and rent the other for additional income. Unfortunately, his plans never quite materialized.

As soon as Furrh bought the house and began to remodel and renovate it, strange things started to happen. Once, when his son Neil was on the outside of the house standing on a ladder, he glanced into a window. There was a face looking out at him! He thought at first it was one of his family members; then, remembering that none of them was around, he hastened inside the house and made a thorough search, upstairs and down, and found no one there at all.

Furrh’s son-in-law, Winford Richardson, was with him once when both men heard someone running up the stairs. Then they heard a lot of footsteps walking back and forth upstairs and then onto the stairs, coming down again. When the spirit, or whatever it was, got to the bottom of the stairs it made a little jumping noise as if it had missed the bottom step. These sounds continued off and on for quite some time.

One night Richardson, who had begun to read books and articles about psychic phenomena, came to spend the night in the empty house with his father-in-law. Richardson brought a pistol along “just in case.” That night both men heard somebody coming down the stairs, but a careful search revealed there was no one in the house with them.

Furrh said once, during another all night sleep-in at the unoccupied house, he woke up and plainly saw a dark-haired woman about thirty-five years old, just looking at him. She disappeared, then suddenly reappeared near the doorway a few minutes later!

A family finally moved into one side of the duplex after Furrh got the remodeling done. They didn’t stay long! Their seventeen-year-old son saw the dark-haired woman. The family also heard mysterious footsteps and finally had double locks put on all the doors. They should have known that locks don’t deter ghosts at all! The family, who was Hispanic and devoutly Catholic, made crosses and mounted them over all the doorways. And they kept the lights on twenty-four hours a day. Furrh said the electricity bill was horrendous! The tenant family finally tore away some of the wall paneling because they thought maybe someone had been murdered and then stuffed between the walls! Finally, this family moved out. They’d had enough.

Furrh said the man from whom he purchased the place never had mentioned it might be haunted, but when Furrh confronted him with what he had experienced, the man didn’t seem at all surprised. Furrh is convinced the man knew all about the hauntings before he sold the house!


The White Rock Lady

When I was a youngster growing up in Garland back in the 1940s we used to hear a lot of “White Rock Lady” ghost stories. When we drove from Garland to Dallas we always passed a small portion of the lake that fronted on Garland Road, near the overflow spillway. It never looked particularly spooky to me, but I saw it mostly in daylight hours. The lake was a popular recreation spot for picnickers and for swimming parties. There was a lovely man-made beach, bathhouse, and grounds surrounding a roped-off swimming area in those days. Today the old bathhouse has been converted into a cultural center, and no swimming is allowed in the lake.

We had a lot of church and Camp Fire Girls’ parties at the lake when I was of middle school age (except we didn’t have a middle school in Garland back then; it was still a small town of around 2,500 people).

I recall how we’d sit around and listen to the older kids talking about the White Rock Lady ghost, and we’d all shiver in fright, at the same time wishing we COULD see her and yet terrified we WOULD! There are a number of versions to the story that has been around over fifty years to my certain knowledge. I think our mothers used to mention the possibility of her appearance should we venture too near the lake at night. The tree-shaded drive-outs were favorite parking places for teenaged couples to go “parking.” I was pretty much of a bookworm in those days, and turned down what few opportunities arose to go roaming around the lake area at night with boys. So I never saw her. And I don’t know anybody else who ever did. But there are all sorts of versions of the appearances of the White Rock ghost in my files. In every sense of the word, this is a Dallas legend.

In his book Ghost Stories of Texas, the late writer Ed Syers mentions “the Lady of the Lake.” He quoted a Mark J. McCarthy of Kermit who seemed to know all about the ghost. Back in the 1920s there was an excursion boat that operated on the placid lake. The flat-bottomed boat had a dance band, and refreshments were served. It was a favorite place to party on hot, humid summer nights. There was no air-conditioning in those days, so the cool breezes wafting across the lake must have afforded the partygoers a wonderful opportunity to cool off.

According to McCarthy, a Dallas couple went out on the boat to a special party. Everyone was dressed in formal attire. During the evening the couple argued, and the evening ended on a sour note. The young lady bounded off the boat as soon as it docked and jumped into her escort’s big, powerful automobile and drove off. (The account I read didn’t say if the couple was married or not.)

The young woman was obviously distraught. She may have been drinking as well. The twisting road around the lake was dark and narrow and not very well maintained back then. She supposedly lost control of the car as she approached the area where Lawther Drive runs into Garland Road, and the car plunged off the road into the deep waters of the lake. She died in the accident.

It is said that the spirit of the young lady returns to the scene of her death at certain times. She has manifested many times in many ways. Usually she appears as a hitchhiker; a pretty girl in a soaking wet white evening dress. When a sympathetic motorist stops to offer her a ride, she gets in the back seat and gives an address in an area which was one of Dallas’ most prestigious neighborhoods back in the 1920s, out on Gaston Avenue. But soon she disappears, and the startled motorist is left with only a wet seat to attest to her having been in the car. Several people have said she leaves a wrap in the car that bears a 1920s era Neiman Marcus label!

Other people say she has gone to the front doors of some of the big houses that face the lake on Garland Road. She asks to use the telephone. Then she disappears. According to Syers’ book, Mr. McCarthy had some friends who actually saw the apparition, but recognizing her as the phantom of the lake, they did not stop and offer her a ride.

According to Dallas Morning News columnist John Anders, who wrote a story in the October 27, 1995 edition of that paper, there’s still another version of the story. Anders quoted the late Frank X. Tolbert, who was a longtime News columnist, as describing one of her appearances. The Tolbert version has a married couple driving around the lake late at night when they see a pale young woman in a long gown standing forlornly by the roadside. They stop to pick her up and notice she is soaking wet. She says she has gotten separated from her boyfriend and is looking for him. Shivering with cold, she gets in the back seat of the car and gives the couple a Gaston Avenue address. When they get there, they glance into the back seat and the young lady has totally vanished. But the seat is wet from her clothing! The story doesn’t end there. The stunned couple goes to the door of the house and rings the doorbell. A man listens to their story and tells them that years ago, on that very date, his beautiful daughter, wearing a white evening gown, drowned in the lake. Every year on the anniversary of her death she appears and asks some motorist to drive her home.
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White Rock Lake, Dallas

I read in Dennis William Hauck’s book The National Directory of Haunted Places, that the ghost often has appeared to couples in their parked cars. He also noted that one man who lived near the lake, named Dale Berry, reported in September of 1962 that he answered his doorbell only to find no one there. On the third ring, when he again went to the door, he saw a screaming apparition, who promptly disappeared, leaving only a puddle of water on the porch.

On October 29, 1987, Dallas Times Herald columnist Lorraine Iannello wrote a special Halloween story about Dallas’ most famous ghosts. She mentioned one Phyllis Thompson of Dallas, and her daughter, Sue Ann Ashman of Mesquite, as saying they had actually seen the White Rock Lady. But the ghost they saw was in the water! The mother and daughter were sitting on one of the boat docks at night when they saw something white floating towards them in the water.

Mrs. Thompson said she heard a blood-curdling scream, and at the same time whatever it was in the water rolled over on its back and stared at them with big, vacant, hollow sockets where the eyes should have been. Then the terrible thing just disappeared. I would imagine that Phyllis and Sue Ann did their own disappearing act from the dock soon after that episode!

I wonder. Have any of you readers ever seen her? Is she still out there, a poor lost soul wandering around the lake trying to find her way back home? Surely by now her parents are dead and gone. Maybe they’ve all become reunited in eternity, and there’s no longer any need for her to come back and wander the dark roads around the lake. Let’s hope so.


The Haunted Catfish Plantation

The small city of Waxahachie seems to have a lot of resident spirits, and the Catfish Plantation Restaurant at 814 Water Street has achieved fame not only for having the best Cajun cuisine west of Louisiana, and certainly the finest catfish to be found anywhere, but also for its trio of ghosts who have made the place their permanent address. The establishment even hands out special information brochures to their guests, telling all about their well-known spirits!

The owners, Tom and Melissa Baker, opened their business in 1984. The restaurant is situated in an old terra cotta painted Victorian house, complete with gingerbread trim and green and cream colored accents. The house, which is surrounded by a cream-colored picket fence, was built in 1895, so it is over a century old. It was the birthplace of the great professional baseball player Paul Richards. Richards was a former manager of the Baltimore Orioles and Chicago White Sox and he played for the New York Yankees.
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Catfish Plantation, Waxahachie (photo by Tom Baker)

The attractive building that houses the restaurant fits right into the ambiance of Waxahachie, site of the largest number of historic registered homes in Texas. It is often referred to as the “Gingerbread Town.”

The Bakers hadn’t been in the business too long before they realized they just might have something strange going on in the building. The very first thing that happened to make them wonder was the morning that Melissa opened up to discover clean coffee cups were neatly stacked inside the huge tea urn, and it had been placed, for some mysterious reason, on the floor. Then a few weeks later, upon arriving, Melissa found a freshly brewed pot of coffee waiting to welcome her!

Then the employees started reporting all sorts of strange things happening to them. There were so many unusual occurrences in such rapid-fire order that the Bakers almost wondered what kind of weird employees they had hired to help run their business. The couple didn’t really believe in ghosts and certainly had never had any prior experience with them, so they didn’t recognize the strange happenings as being symptomatic of spirit occupation at first. These “symptoms” included: breaking glasses, toilets flushing when no one was around, toilet seats flying up by themselves, opening and closing of doors, doors locking and unlocking by themselves, the strong floral fragrance of roses, the stereo being turned on and off by itself at all hours, sudden strong breezes and wind felt throughout the house, the sound of a piano playing an unidentifiable melody, sudden cold spots felt all over the building, restaurant silverware and place mats, set the night before, all crumpled and jumbled up the next morning, nonworking clocks chiming nevertheless, knockings on the walls, flying coffee cups, dishes and pots flying around the kitchen, alarms going off for no apparent reason, floating dollar bills, sudden cold chills in the ladies’ restroom, glowing blue lights seen through the windows at night, “possessed” wine glasses flying through the air, radio changing stations by itself, etc. If all that wasn’t enough, one fry cook had to dodge pieces of cheese and bottles of chives as they were tossed about the kitchen by invisible hands. Another cook watched in astonishment while he was making French fries, as a fry basket rose up and floated in the air next to him.

Rane Burress, a former employee, said she is absolutely convinced the place is haunted. She used to open up in the morning and often found the silverware and place mats all jumbled on the table tops that the staff had very carefully set the night before just prior to closing up the restaurant. And once, when her husband, Sean, picked Rane and another waitress up after work, as they started to drive away, one of the women remarked that she thought she saw something in one of the bay windows. Sean stopped the car and backed up, got out and walked up the little path towards the porch. He had just walked a few feet when he saw it. There was the white, glowing figure of a woman floating about a foot off the ground. Rane said “There’s no doubt that what we saw was not a living being. It’s beyond explanation,” she stated.
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Catfish Plantation owner Melissa Baker

I usually ask people who think they may have a haunting to describe what has happened to leave this impression. Usually two or three of the symptoms are evidence that a haunting exists. But the Catfish Plantation has, as we say here in Texas, “the whole enchilada.” There’s absolutely no doubt the place is haunted!

At first, the Bakers tried to keep the mention of all these events under wraps. They were afraid it might be bad for business. But all the help was experiencing these things, too, and there was no way that the word would not get out that something was very strange over at the new restaurant. Finally, one morning in 1987 when Melissa was listening to a radio talk show on Dallas station KLIF, the discussion that particular day centered on supernatural happenings. Melissa called the talk show. A parapsychologist called into the show with a reply for her, and he suggested she have a professional come out and check out the place.

Two weeks later a parapsychologist named Dwanna Paul called the Bakers, and after asking what type of activity was going on, told Melissa that they had every symptom of a full-scale haunting. (Parapsychology is the study concerned with investigations of evidence of paranormal, or supernatural, phenomena.)

A date was set with the Bakers, and they had the restaurant tested at no charge, strictly for the research information obtained. The investigation took place after closing hours, and a whole crew of people came with sensitive sound equipment, laser light beams, thermometer gauges, infrared cameras, etc. Engineers, scientists, and psychics were in the group, along with photographers and two representatives from the University of Texas. The crew came for five different investigations, spending many hours going over the place, checking out every nook and cranny. Finally the psychics all agreed that the restaurant was inhabited by three spirits: two females and a male entity.

Later on, D Magazine wanted to do an investigation. This took place in August of 1988. Their psychics determined the spirits were probably all involved with the house at one time or another. One was identifiable as Elizabeth, a young woman who tragically died on her wedding day, strangled to death in the dining room of the house. This was around 1920. Psychics seem to think she was murdered by an ex-boyfriend, who crashed the wedding party. Then, there’s Will, a Depression-era farmer, who mostly just sits by the fireplace and doesn’t do much of anything. Caroline, or Carrie, who is the most active of the three, is a matronly type, according to all the psychics, who isn’t very pleased with the presence of mortals living in her domain. It is she who is more than likely responsible for things being thrown about, or objects disappearing.

Melissa says the ghostly activity has calmed down a lot in recent years. The Bakers have talked to the ghosts and made them aware that they are known and accepted. They don’t need to throw things and make noise anymore. It is almost as if they’ve more or less become friends with the mortal occupants of “their” house.

The Bakers have a guest book where they ask their patrons to jot down anything that might have happened that was “different” while they were dining at the Plantation. Some of these candid statements are included here:

One man wrote, “I have placed a two-dollar tip on the table and the bills rose, hovered, and then fell to the floor.”

One guest stated, “I had a free dinner coupon folded in half. It was inside my shirt pocket. Suddenly the coupon flew from my pocket and landed on my left hand.”

Another statement was, “While sitting and reading to my son about the ghosts, my purse turned upside down and dumped everything, even from the side pocket, too, on the floor.”

One guest observed, “We had just sat down, when a spoon on the table just jumped sideways and hit against the wall.”

One lady wrote, “The metal part of my sandal literally flipped apart. I felt a cold chill at the time of this experience.”

“The coffee maker kept making coffee all evening by itself. It just wouldn’t stop,” was another observation.

A young woman penned, “I was sitting in Dining Room B when something reached up and grabbed my knee and snatched my napkin off my lap. I thought it was my father-in-law trying to spook me, but he had his hands on the table, holding his iced tea.”

Another entry in the book reported “High singing sounds around the table several times. Lemon on plate flipped over. Page in book flipped. Ice cold air around. Chair moved away from the table.”

According to a fine feature article that ran in the Sunday, October 30, 1994 edition of the Dallas Morning News, which was written by an acquaintance of mine, Michael Precker, one couple literally bolted from the restaurant, not even finishing their meal. This was when their baby’s name suddenly materialized on the surface of a misted-over window. And another client was absolutely dumbfounded when his old driver’s license, which he believed he had lost in Vietnam, materialized while he was dining in the restaurant!

At the time he wrote the article, Precker interviewed a well-known Dallas psychic, Bertie Catchings, who says spirits are just a part of life. She advises people that they should not be afraid. She says if you have a spirit in your home who isn’t hurting anything, you should feel lucky. You should feel honored that an entity has chosen your home because it feels happy there. She also refutes the idea that spirits only hang around old, dreary, dismal, damp dwellings. Not so! If mortals wouldn’t want to be in a depressing, dilapidated building, why should a ghost? And of course, the Catfish Plantation is not at all dilapidated. It is charmingly furnished in antiques and warm colors, a perfect background for delicious food and warm fellowship.

The famous restaurant has been featured in many newspaper and magazine articles, such as the Fort Worth Star Telegram, the Dallas
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