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Introduction
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Most of us grew up begging our parents to read us a story before bed.  If we were lucky, the moments spent as we drifted off were filled with heartwarming tales that transported us to fantastic places that only exist in fairy tales.  You’ll find none of that here.

This collection of the macabre recounts events that are almost certain to induce nightmares.  These stories take the reader into a world where the dark things we dare not imagine become frighteningly real.  Included are tales of a box that many believe houses an evil spirit; a lucky find that proved to be anything but; a painting with a life of its own; ghostly entities that have taken up residence with the living; a teenager whose experiment with a Ouija board conjured a demonic presence that may have been closer to home than anyone suspected; an unlikely communication from beyond the grave; haunted toy stores; encounters with messengers of death and much, much more.

Needless to say, this book is not for children.  These accounts are meant for those who don’t mind a bit of a shiver before sleep overtakes them.  With that being said, it’s nearly time for bed.  Relax and snuggle in, secure in the belief that scary things only happen to other people.  

Keep in mind as you journey through that, save for one, these tales are true.  Now that the formalities are out of the way; let us begin.
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Chapter 1:

The Call
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Long ago, before you were born, it was not always easy to distinguish between a person who was out cold and one who had taken their final breaths. As a result, being buried alive became a very real fear for some. After all, what could be worse than being trapped inside of a tomb, hoping against hope for a rescue that will never come?  

In the 1800s, premature burials occurred more often than one would think. In the years before embalming became standard procedure, if breathing was too shallow to be detected, doctors assumed that the heart had stopped beating. With no reliable safety nets in place, death was declared and the bodies were sent to the undertaker.  

It was only when the unfortunate party was exhumed for some reason that the error was discovered. Scratch marks on the inside of the caskets, broken fingernails and contorted remains told the story of their futile struggle for life.

Some people, terrified of being mistakenly interred, took precautions to safeguard against such a ghastly occurrence.  Indiana resident Martin Alonso Sheets had been tormented by the thought of being buried alive for as long as he could remember. The obsession had weighed so heavily on his mind that he prepared in advance for the event that he believed was inevitable.

Sheets knew that being placed underground was not for him.  To make certain that he would remain above the earth, he purchased a mausoleum in which to spend eternity.  Located in Highland Lawn Cemetery, the tomb would be customized to suit its future occupant’s refined tastes.

Equipped with a chair, table, bottle of whiskey and a tall glass from which to drink, the crypt was intended to be a room where Sheets could have a leisurely wait in the event that he somehow awoke from death.

Being surrounded by creature comforts was important to Sheets, but he knew that it would all be for naught if he couldn’t communicate with the outside world.  With that in mind, he added the final and most essential item; a working telephone.

Sheets’ plan was simple.  Should he happen to wake up to find himself entombed, but very much alive, he would call his wife and explain the situation.  As he waited for help to arrive, he would pour himself a drink, recline in his comfy chair and take it all in stride.

Confident that everything was in order, Sheets went on to live a productive and relatively uneventful life.  When his time finally came, he passed quietly with his loved ones by his side.  He was subsequently sealed in his tomb where he rested in peace.  Or, so everyone thought.

Several years later, his widow was found dead on the floor of the home they had once shared.  Just off to the side of her prone figure, lay the telephone receiver.  It was later determined that she had been felled by a sudden heart attack.

A space had been reserved for Mrs. Sheets in the mausoleum that held the remains of her husband.  On the day of her burial, cemetery workers were in for quite a surprise when they entered the vault.

To their horror, the men carrying the body of Mrs. Sheets saw that the telephone that had been installed as a failsafe was off the hook.  Without going into detail, they claimed to have observed things that led them to believe that someone had utilized the resting area. 

No one, other than the occupant, had been inside the vault in the years following the interment of the long-dead Mr. Sheets.  There had been no need.  That being said, it was apparent that, at some point, someone had attempted to make a call.  The question was who?

It wasn’t long before word got out of the puzzling state of the tomb.  Given that Mrs. Sheets had outlived her husband by a number of years, it seemed unlikely that he had phoned her at the time of his burial.  This led many to believe that the call had been placed, not at the time of his death, but just prior to hers.

Lennie Snyder, who holds the title of Superintendent of Cemeteries for the city of Terra Haute, Indiana confirms that the unbelievable tale is true.  That being said, he offers no theories as to what may, or may not, have occurred within the confines of the crypt.  How the handset managed to disengage from the cradle, which could not have occurred naturally, remains a mystery.

Is it possible that Mrs. Sheets’ death was precipitated by a call that was so unexpected and frightening that it caused her heart to stopped beating?  Such a notion would be ridiculous if not for the bizarre circumstances associated with these events.

Perhaps the location of the telephone receivers, one beside the body of the doomed Mrs. Sheets and the other lying on the floor of the crypt that held her husband’s remains, is merely coincidence.  The alternative, that the widow received a long-awaited phone call from beyond the grave, is too much to entertain.

These baffling events occurred in the 1800s.  Centuries later, the story of the husband and wife, forever connected by an enigmatic phone call lives on in the folklore of the Wabash Valley.  In case you were wondering, service to the phone was cut off following the death of Mrs. Sheets.  It was assumed that, with someone to keep him company, her husband’s days of needing an outside line were finally over.
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Chapter 2:

“Letta Me Out”
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Children, in their innocence, oftentimes believe that inanimate objects come to life in the wee hours of the night.  As adults, we know that such things are impossible.  We rest easy in our beds, confident that the items with which we are surrounded are incapable of harboring life.  The following tidbit will shake that belief to its foundation.

In 1972, Kerry Walton returned to his hometown of Wagga Wagga, Australia to attend a funeral.  While there, the adventurous twenty-something decided to pay a visit to one of his old stomping grounds, a deserted home with a reputation for being haunted.

After arriving at the abandoned house, Walton acted on his life-long desire to explore the property in depth.  His quest was made simple by the dilapidated state of the place, which allowed easy access.

Once inside, Walton was a bit overwhelmed by the multitude of items that had been amassed over the years.  Scavenging around the debris, he came upon one thing that stood out from the rest.  There, secreted away underneath the floorboards, lay what he thought at first was a well-preserved human body.

Upon closer examination, Walton discovered that the object was actually a hand-carved wooden doll.  In spite of its rather off-putting appearance, he knew immediately that this would be his one takeaway.

Without giving it a second thought, he scooped up the doll and placed it in the trunk of his car.  Fairly certain that he had lucked into something of value, he made off with his newly acquired treasure.

On the drive back to his home in Queensland, Walton could hear something moving around in the back of the vehicle.  Curious as to what was causing the incessant noise; he pulled over and opened the hatch. Everything seemed to be in order, including the doll which remained right where he had placed it. Satisfied that all was well, Walton shrugged the whole thing off and continued on his way.

After reaching his destination, Walton brought the doll into his house. He found out, in short order, that the unwavering gaze of the wooden figure was a bit more than he could take.  In order to escape its ever-watchful eyes, Walton placed the doll inside of a bag.

Walton and his brother claimed that they heard strange noises coming from the sack which led them to name the doll, “Letta Me Out.” They didn’t know it at the time, but their inside joke would prove closer to the truth than they could have imagined.

It soon became apparent that Letta, as the doll would come to be known, was no ordinary toy. The first ones to sound the alarm bells were the family dogs.  The normally docile canines would growl and raise their hackles when in the presence of the doll.  They would only calm down once they were safely away from Letta.

Walton eventually decided to follow through with his original intent to sell the doll. He got the ball rolling by placing an ad which resulted in an offer he couldn’t refuse. It was only when the time came to make the exchange that things hit a snag.

Walton met up with the buyer who was eager to take possession of the unique specimen. Letta, as it turned out, had other plans. When Walton attempted to lift the doll out of the car, he discovered that it wouldn’t budge from the seat.

No matter how hard he pulled on the doll, it remained firmly planted to the spot. Seemingly glued to the car seat, Letta would not be shifted. Admitting defeat, Walton nixed the sale and drove home with the doll that, for better or worse, would remain in his possession for the foreseeable future.

Unable to get the events of that day out of his mind, Walton decided to find out as much as he could about Letta.  He started off by taking the doll to a museum in Sydney where it was examined by the curator.

It was determined that Letta had probably been crafted in Eastern Europe some two hundred years earlier. With its furrowed brow, perpetual grin and coal black eyes, Letta’s face was a mask of turmoil.

The curator noted that the doll’s head was topped with human hair, a common practice of gypsies back in the day.  It was obvious that whoever created the piece had taken great pains to ensure that it was as realistic as possible. This became all the more evident when, upon further inspection, it was discovered that a perfectly formed brain had been sculpted underneath the scalp.

These disturbing revelations were eye-opening, but Walton still wanted to know more.  He knew that, in order to truly learn about Letta, he would have to enter the doll’s world.  The only way he could think of to accomplish such a feat was to bring in someone who dealt in the supernatural.  It was at this time that he contacted the first of what would turn out to be many psychics.

One of the mediums who connected with the doll claimed that it housed the soul of a young Romanian boy who had drowned in the 1800s.  According to the psychic, the child’s father was an old-world craftsman who had carved a wooden doll in the image of his only son.  Other subsequent psychic readings uncovered remarkably similar accounts.

As the story goes, the boy and his father had shared an unbreakable bond.  The child, at the age of five or six, had become obsessed with the idea that he would soon die and thus be separated from the parent he so cherished.

In order to soothe his child’s worries, the man had assured him that nothing would ever keep them apart, not even death.  The boy, content in the belief that he would always be by his father’s side, laid his fears to rest.  Not long afterwards, the end he had foreseen came to pass.

Believing that
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