
the horror of skinned tom & other spooky tales

by

Cindy Parmiter

Index

Prologue

Chapter 1:  The Family Haunt

Chapter 2:   Written in Blood

Chapter 3:   The Craftsman’s Revenge

Chapter 4:   A Night at the Hawthorne

Chapter 5:   Skinned Tom

Chapter 6:   The Ghost Ship

Chapter 7:   Where Nothing Ever Grows

Chapter 8:   The Watchful Eyes of Grief

Chapter 9:   The Ghosts of Greystone

Chapter 10: Whistling Past the Graveyard

Chapter 11: The Tunnels

Chapter 12: Living Mannequins

Chapter 13: The Night the Devil Came Calling

Chapter 14: The Tall Man

Chapter 15: An Unholy Place

Chapter 16: Something Unnatural

Epilogue

Acknowledgements

Sources

Copyright/Publishing


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

Prologue

Chapter 1: | The Family Haunt

Chapter 2: | Written in Blood

Chapter 3: | The Craftsman’s Revenge

Chapter 4: | A Night at the Hawthorne

Chapter 5: | Skinned Tom

Chapter 6: | The Ghost Ship

Chapter 7: | Where Nothing Ever Grows

Chapter 8: | The Watchful Eyes of Grief

Chapter 9: | The Ghosts of Greystone

Chapter 10: | Whistling Past the Graveyard

Chapter 11: | The Tunnels

Chapter 12: | Living Mannequins

Chapter 13: | The Night the Devil Came Calling

Chapter 14: | The Tall Man

Chapter 15: | An Unholy Place

Chapter 16: | Something Unnatural

Epilogue

Acknowledgements

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Prologue
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Imagine, if you will, that you are huddled around a blazing campfire on a crisp, moonlit night. The evening has all the makings of a perfect get-together, but you can’t help thinking that something is missing. That something is, of course, a scary tale to chill your bones.

The spine-tingling accounts you are about to read will most certainly fit the bill. Included in this collection are true-life stories of evil spirits; vengeful specters; entities that adopt human form at will; haunted houses; a cemetery teeming with restless souls; a holy place that was anything but and much, much more.

So, if it’s a spooky tale you seek, look no further, your journey of fear is about to begin.
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Chapter 1:

The Family Haunt
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In 1911, construction began on what would become one of the most talked about estates in all of Philadelphia, Pennsylvania. With its thirty-three luxurious rooms, courtyard and lush surroundings, the appeal of what would become known as Baleroy Mansion was undeniable.  So, too, was the notion that it was most certainly haunted by an ever-growing number of spirits.

Things got off to an ominous start for Baleroy with the arrival of its first owners. The couple who purchased the home were besotted with the place in the early days of their occupancy. It didn’t long, however, for things to turn sour.

Even though they had always gotten along fairly well, arguments seemed to erupt between them with little provocation.  The situation reached a breaking point one day when a petty spat soon escalated into a full-blown screaming match.  When the smoke cleared, the wife lay dead on the floor.  The husband, who was in a state of shock when police arrived on the scene, claimed to have no recollection of the murder.  Even as he was taken away in handcuffs, he could give no reason for the act he had undoubtedly committed.

The house sat vacant for several years following the tragedy.  In 1925, it was renovated and again placed on the market.  When a deal was finally brokered, a young boy named George Meade Easby moved in, along with his parents and younger brother, Steven.  The Easbys, especially George, would end up forming an unbreakable bond with the mansion; one that not even death could sever.

George would later recall that his family was aware of the presence of ghosts in their home not long after settling in.  The disturbances were subtle at first.  He remembered hearing doors slamming and footsteps pacing in the hallways from an early age.  The rest of the family shared his experiences, but accepted the odd occurrences for what they were:  momentary glitches in their otherwise blessed lives.

Things took a dark turn one afternoon when George and his brother Steven were playing in the garden near the fountain.  As the boys stopped to glance at their reflections in the water, they both froze at what they saw looking back at them.  Although George’s image was normal, Steven found himself staring at the face of a skeleton that had replaced his own.

The boys couldn’t explain what they had seen.  When they looked into the fountain later that same day, both of their reflections were as they should be.  Even so, neither of them could forget the horrible image that was now burned into their memories.  George didn’t say it at the time, but he felt that his brother’s fate had been foretold.

Shortly after the incident in the courtyard, Steven was suddenly ravaged by illness.  Medical intervention proved ineffective and the boy died, surrounded by his loved ones.  He was eleven years old.

Steven was gone, but certainly not forgotten.  It wasn’t long after his passing that he began making his presence known to those who were struggling with their grief.  The youngster’s ghost was said to roam throughout the mansion for decades after his death.  

George recounted seeing his brother numerous times over the ensuing years.  He claimed that his only sibling appeared to him in full human form, looking exactly as he had in the months prior to his death.  He had, according to George, remained eternally a child.

The family weren’t the only ones who encountered Steven after his passing.  Long after the youngster was gone in body, a group of men working on the home’s exterior noticed a young, tow-headed boy peering at them from the second floor window.  There were no children in the house at the time, but they had described Steven to a T.

One day, in full view of George and his parents, a portrait of Steven that was secured to a wall suddenly flew fifteen feet across the room.  No one had touched it or been anywhere near the picture before the alarming event took place.  The nail and string that had held the image to the wall were still intact.  They could find no explanation for the bizarre occurrence.  George concluded that it had simply been his mischievous brother acting out in an attempt to garner attention.  If that was the case, it had worked.

Both of George’s parents passed away in the 1960s, making him the last surviving family member. The mansion was more house than he needed, but his love for Baleroy would not allow him to sell the property and move on.  Besides that, he felt that his brother and mother remained in the home in spirit and he vowed to never abandon them.

The family matriarch, Henrietta, had devoted her life to her sons.  After her death, according to her only surviving child, she continued to be a guiding force in his life.  In a house filled with expensive antiques, George recalled that, on occasion, he would suddenly be overwhelmed by the feeling that something was missing.  When this occurred, a force that he could not identify would send him subconscious instructions on how to find hidden treasures in the house.  

He would end up discovering valuables secreted away that he never knew existed.  George would attribute his luck to his mother’s intervention from beyond the grave.  She, after all, would have been the one who had hidden the valuables in the first place.

As naïve as he was wealthy, George was a perfect target for scammers and crooks.  With little life experience, he could have easily fallen victim to unscrupulous conmen.  George himself admitted that this was all true, but he had somehow avoided being taking advantage of again and again.  He attributed his success at dodging shady characters to his mother watchful eye.  He insisted that it had been she who had steered him away from anyone who didn’t have his best interest at heart.  She remained, in death, his strongest and most reliable ally.

Besides his mother and brother, George shared the home with other ghosts who were not known to him.  He claimed that an old woman moving about with the aid of a walking stick had appeared to him several times.  The apparition seemed to have no fear of making her existence known to her host, but she refused to interact with him in any way.  She didn’t bother George and he, in turn, left her to her own devices.

Although a loner by choice, George wasn’t completely devoid of human company in his later years.  He employed a household staff that tended to the everyday running of the estate. They, too, felt the presence of things no longer of this Earth within the walls of Baleroy.

One area of the house was off limits to all but George’s most trusted confidants.  It was a room that boasted one of his most prized and terrifying possessions. The object in question was a blue, wing-back chair. The piece was nothing special to look at, but it held a power that no one could explain. Over two centuries old, the chair was said to have been crafted by a warlock in the 1800s.  It was said that, as the practitioner of the dark arts was constructing the chair, he added a curse that could not be broken.

The chair had supposedly first been owned by Napoleon Bonaparte who quickly rid himself of the tainted item.  It then made its way to the states where it passed from one owner to another until finally ending up at Baleroy.  By that time, it had earned the ominous nickname: the “Chair of Death.”

The curse that was built into the chair manifested as a red mist that would envelop whoever settled onto the piece of furniture.  George became so accustomed to the thick bit of ectoplasm that he gave it a name, “Amanda.”  He had concluded that the curse was actually an evil spirit that had been confined to the chair by its creator. He blamed Amanda’s bewitching ways for the fact that people would sit in the chair even after he cautioned them against such an action.

Those who had the good sense to heed his warnings later told him that, as he was instructing them to stay away from the chair, a woman’s voice was telling them to do the opposite.  They said that it took all of their strength to ignore her enticing comments.  Amanda, it seemed, could be very persuasive.

According to lore, the warlock had ensured that anyone who sat in the chair would die within two weeks.  It is unknown how many people, if any, perished as a result of having made use of the chair, but at least three died under George’s watch.

George was aware of the chair’s reputation and warned visitors to look, but don’t touch. Even so, not everyone listened.  By his own account three people had ignored his admonishments and died as a result.  A cousin, housekeeper and family friend had all scoffed at the story and plopped themselves down onto the chair.  Each one of them had died within days of their attempts to defy fate.  It was rumored that a fourth person had perished at Baleroy after sitting in the chair, but George had no recollection of such an event.

In an effort to protect people from themselves, George eventually cordoned off the chair so that it could not be sat upon.  For reasons he never revealed, he simply could not part with the antique, regardless of its penchant for causing early death.

Psychics were brought in over the years in hopes of communicating with the multitude of entities that called Baleroy home.  Seances were also performed, although George tended to keep the results of those ceremonies to himself.  He did report that one medium had exclaimed that she had never before felt the presence of so many specters under one roof.

George Meade Easby remained in the mansion until his passing in 2005.  True to form, he vowed that, upon his death, he would join the ghosts of Baleroy.  In the nearly seventy years that he had lived in the estate, George had never once complained about the infestation of spirits with whom he shared his home.  On the contrary, he made peace with them early on and came to view them as family.

Since the home is now privately owned, it is not known if George made good on his promise.  Whether or not the current tenants live their lives surrounded by the ghosts of the Easbys, among others, is something they have chosen to keep to themselves.

The blue chair was sold not long after George’s passing. Where it ended up is anyone’s guess.  So, if you happen to see a blue wing-back chair at an auction or antique store, it would probably be in your best interest to pass it by. Odds are that it is not the Chair of Death, but better to be safe than sorry.
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