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			Introduction

			I wandered down the mowed trail through the long swamp grass, digital camera at the ready, hoping for a close-up shot of a whooping crane. Dad meandered slowly behind me, appreciating the swampland and flowers of the Aransas National Wildlife Refuge along the Texas Gulf, though not perhaps with the same fervor as me, the budding nature photographer.

			We’d stopped for a few minutes at the building near the entrance to buy our tickets and inquire about the best places for wildlife viewing. We were immediately directed first to a nearby pond to see alligators and then to this location, which had a blind overlooking the swampy places that the whooping cranes seemed to favor. So far, we were 0 for 2. The first location had a couple of suspicious bumps that might have been the nostrils of an alligator (photos later proved this assumption to be correct), and the blind had shown us a white egret and some pelicans. There may have been a suspicion of a whooping crane, but I couldn’t tell from that distance, and so I was venturing down the path in hopes of a closer view.

			I paused to snap a few flower photos and got a nice close-up of a white egret. No whooping crane. Then I rounded a small bend and hit the jackpot. Not a whooping crane, but several large alligators lying on the far side of a pond beside the path. Those gators were huge! Had to be six to eight feet long, with some pretty ferocious-looking teeth. I had a great time shooting picture after picture from various angles, secure in the fact that they were on the far side of the water. My dad, on the other hand, was paying a bit more attention to the path than I was. On my side of the path was an alligator-sized hole in the vegetation leading toward the pond. On exactly the opposite side was another alligator-sized hole leading into the swamp. We were standing at alligator crossing point! Dad looked at the two holes, looked at the very large alligators lying on the far bank, and beat a hasty retreat back up the path, taking me forcibly with him, still merrily shooting pictures until the gators were well out of sight. I never did see a whooping crane!

			As you may have guessed, I survived my trip to Texas in spite of my penchant for photography in potentially dangerous spots. I was a lot luckier than the Gray Lady of Fort Worth, who lost her life when mountain lions invaded her home. Her ghost continues to haunt her hometown long after her death, appearing to anyone in danger or coming as a forerunner of death in the family. And I did much better than poor Adam, who won a fiddle contest with the Devil and found himself surrounded by rattlesnakes as a result (Rattler’s Ridge).

			In fact, Texas seems to be the home of many poor unfortunates whose spirits linger long after their earthly demise. There are cattle thieves who still ride in the Eternal Roundup over El Paso and surrounds. There is the Lady in the Veil in Brownsville, who lures young men into her doomed embrace. There is the Restless Spirit who for years made a frantic ride each morning through an oil field. Sifty-Sifty-San discourages anyone who tries to spend a night in his haunted house, and of course there are many spirits that haunt the Alamo.

			Ghosts aren’t the only spooky things in Texas! A Dallas girl’s slumber party, complete with Ouija board, conjures up a message from a child dying in a flood in Alabama (Amber). A werewolf stalks another girl in her dreams (White Wolf)—or is it a dream? Grandmother Matilda steals a little boy from home, and it is up to his brave sister to steal him back. And a lovely but jealous woman puts the Evil Eye on her ex-boyfriend when he makes up to another lady.

			Texas is rife with folklore from many ethnic traditions, and these tales enrich all who hear them. During my research, I had the privilege of meeting Texans from all walks of life—soldiers, wranglers, cowboys, vaqueros, tour guides, ranchers, teachers, librarians, businessmen and women—and listening to their stories. They all had one thing in common: They walked tall and were proud to call Texas their home.

			From the Alamo (Remember) to Galveston, with its famous privateer and devastating natural disaster (The Letter); from Wichita Falls (The Warning) to Marfa with its mysterious Ghost Light, Texas is a phenomenal state. I can’t remember when I had more fun researching and writing a book!

			What are my favorite memories (besides the gators)? I loved the rodeo in Fort Worth. Horseback riding on the ranch in Bandera. Chasing down dinosaur tracks through the bush. Photographing pelicans by the large oil ships in Galveston. Watching Mom and Dad enjoy a last-minute hayride at sunset. Touring NASA and speaking to one of the astronauts who traveled with us incognito. Eating Texas barbecue. The list goes on and on.

			So what do I like best about Texas? In a word—everything!

			—Sandy Schlosser
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			Guarded by a Ghost

			San Antonio

			It all seems a bit of a dream now, like a fairytale that couldn’t possibly come true. But all you have to do is look across the road at Señora Rosa’s brand-new house to know that it did happen and that I was a part of it.

			It all began with the ghost. Sí. It is true. Although at the time, I did not realize it was a ghost. I was working in the local flower shop for Rosa and her husband, and when they were called away on business I would spend the night in Rosa’s house next to the shop watching her two small children. It was on one such occasion that I saw a lady dressed all in white wandering aimlessly in front of the bright display of flowers in the windows of the shop. She walked past the window and then right through the wire fence on the other side!

			I gasped, unable to believe my eyes. The woman’s body had floated through the fence as if it were not there at all. The thought made me dizzy, and I sank down onto the stoop of the little house. Little Anna tugged on my skirt and demanded to know what was wrong. Before I could respond, the ghost was back, drifting through the wire fence, past the pretty window display, and then veering after a heart-shattering moment to go around the house. My whole body started shaking with fear of the thing, but little Anna was calm. “Who was that lady, Mattie?” she asked me. I shook my head, unable to speak. Then I said, “Go play with Juan in the house, Anna.” She studied my pale face with her wise, dark eyes, then nodded obediently and went into the house. A good child, and a perceptive one.
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			I rose, clutching the railing beside the stairs for a moment, my legs shaking with fright. Then I straightened my shoulders and marched around the side of the house, determined to confront the ghost and make it leave before it frightened the children. But the ghost was gone.

			I decided not to say anything to Rosa when she came home with her husband. What was the use? There was no proof of a ghost. No strange perfume in the air, no cold breezes, no furniture moving around by itself. Just a woman in white walking through the wire fence. Thinking about it made my hands shake, and I had to clutch the railing of the porch to support my treacherously weak knees. Rosa asked me if I was ill, but I shook my head and tried to smile. I wondered, as I hurried back to the home I shared with my parents, if I would dare go back to the flower shop. But it was a good job, and we needed the money to feed all my little brothers and sisters. So I returned.

			Sometimes, while I was cutting roses or arranging flowers in a vase, I would look through the bright windows at the front of the shop and see the lady in white walk past. Sometimes, when I was watching little Anna and Juan, the lady would amble down the small lane between the house and shop and then vanish before my eyes. I gradually grew used to seeing her, but my stomach would clench and my throat would seize up whenever she appeared.

			I finally mentioned the ghost to Rosa and her man, but they just laughed and told me I was working too hard. Obviously, it was a neighbor I had seen wandering around the area. The notion of her walking through the wire fence was dismissed as nonsense.

			This situation went on for several years, as Anna sprouted up into a happy schoolgirl and little Juan learned to walk and talk and tag along after Rosa and me as we worked in the shop. Then one day, Rosa came running through the front door of the flower shop and banged it shut so hard a vase fell off the counter and broke, spilling water and roses everywhere.

			“Madre de Dios, Rosa, what is wrong?” I exclaimed, skirting the glass on the floor to catch her by her shaking hands.

			“The lady! The lady in white. She . . . she . . .” Rosa could not go on.

			“She walked through the wire fence?” I asked, understanding at once. Rosa nodded her head, unable to speak. “She went around the house and vanished?” I continued. Rosa nodded again.

			As I spoke, Alberto came running from the back room, clutching a handful of ferns. Rosa gasped out the story to him in high-pitched Spanish, while I corralled little Juan before he could cut himself on the glass shards littering the floor. By the time I was done cleaning up the mess, Alberto had decided that the ghost must want something from us. Perhaps she was trying to show us where her treasure was buried.

			I straightened up with my dustpan full of green glass shards and stared at Alberto in amazement. The thought had never occurred to me. But it made sense. I had heard tales before of ghosts who appeared to people because they could not rest until their treasure was found.

			Alberto went at once to the local curandero, a folk healer and shaman who specialized in both natural and supernatural methods of healing the sick and driving out malevolent spirits. This particular curandero happened to be the father of my Enrique, the man to whom I was betrothed. The curandero came at once and performed a ritual first in the flower shop and then in Rosa’s house. At last, he proclaimed that Alberto’s theory was correct. The ghost had hidden some money under the house. To exorcise the spirit, we would have to remove it. To my surprise, the curandero also said the money was to be given to me, not Rosa and Alberto, because it was to me the ghost had first appeared. To my further surprise, Alberto took the news calmly. It turned out he was more concerned with getting rid of the frightening spirit then he was with finding the money.

			The next day was a cold and drizzling Saturday. Four men, including Alberto and the curandero, gathered by the foundation of the house and began to dig where the curandero indicated with his stick. It was hard, messy work, made worse by the drizzling rain, which created a slick, sticky mud. Down and down they dug as Rosa and I watched from the rim of the ever-deepening hole. It was growing darker as the storm clouds thickened above us. Rosa lit a kerosene lantern to give the men more light.

			Suddenly, I saw a white figure rise up from the ground right beside Alberto. The familiar shaking began in my knees and spread to the rest of my body, and my stomach clenched in response. “Al . . . Al . . . Alberto!” I shouted around the knot in my throat. Alberto whirled around and the handle of his shovel went right through the body of the ghost. Without warning, his eyes rolled up in terror, and he fainted into the mud at the bottom of the deep hole. The ghost vanished immediately as the curandero clutched at the cross around his neck and shouted out a prayer.

			It took all three men to heave Alberto out of the hole. When the frightened man was at last free of the mud and sitting shakily on his front stoop, the curandero told us we must stop digging at once, and he took me home. After explaining what had happened to my parents, he left the house. Mama tucked me up into bed with a bowl of hot soup to stop my shivers. As I grew warmer, the world turned fuzzy and went a little dim, and I dreamed a dream of a German woman dressed in white who spoke about a treasure that she would share with no one but me.

			Then suddenly I gasped and snapped awake as holy water splashed against my face. I realized I was standing upright in the middle of our parlor, my throat hoarse with shouting, and the curandero was clutching me by the shoulders while my parents and brothers and sisters looked on in terror.

			The curandero sat me down in a chair and told me that the ghost had taken possession of my body and had used my voice to tell him what it was she wanted. The idea of a ghost possessing me made my stomach lurch. Bile rose in my throat, and I ran out of the room and was violently ill in the bathroom. My Mama followed, cleaned me up, and helped me back to the parlor, where the curandero was discussing what the ghost had said with my Papa. He smiled tenderly at me when he saw me return, and took my hand gently. “The ghost wishes you to have her money, Matilda,” he said. “That is why she appeared to you. That is why she spoke through you just now.”

			But I was shaking my head, my body trembling anew with fear and a growing anger that this spirit would dare possess me without my leave. “I want no part of it!” I snapped. “Give it to someone else.” And I would not change my mind. “Give the money to Rosa and Alberto. It is their house,” I said. Finally, the curandero agreed.

			I did not return to the flower shop to see the final unveiling of the treasure. The curandero was forced to perform several elaborate rituals to appease and exorcise the spirit of the white lady before they were able to dig the last two feet into the hole. At the bottom were two wooden boxes that contained silver dollars in little rotting sacks.

			The government got some of the money, and Alberto and Rosa got the rest. It was enough to entirely refurbish the flower shop and help them buy a nice new house just a few doors down from the home Enrique and I moved into when we were married.

			Although the curandero—my new Papa-in-law—assured me that the ghost of the white lady was gone, I never went back to the flower shop. I was content to let the memory fade into a dream and leave that haunted place to its owners.
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			The Lady in the Veil

			Brownsville

			He had not expected to meet the woman of his dreams walking home from the weekly card game at his neighbor’s. But he had. She was strolling along in the moonlight beside the wrought-iron fence of the cemetery, and she seemed to sparkle with a heavenly light that glinted off her dark hair, glimpsed just faintly under the old-fashioned hat with a veil that she wore on her head. Her figure, wrapped in a lacy black dress, was to die for, and Carlos quickened his pace until he was level with her, hoping for a glimpse of her face under the veil.

			“Buenas noches, Señorita,” Carlos murmured huskily in the most romantic tone he possessed.

			“Buenas noches, Señor,” she returned politely, and her soft contralto sent shivers up his spine. Oh, this one was a keeper, he thought. Oh, sí, she was!

			Carlos made a few remarks about the beautiful night and the lovely weather—anything to keep her talking. To his surprise, she stopped abruptly when they reached the end of the wrought-iron fence and turned to face him. He caught a glimpse of dark eyes glinting behind the veil, and in the moonlight he saw that her lips were blood-red. The full moon cast odd shadows over her lovely form.

			“What is it you want of me, Señor?” she asked.

			Carlos beamed at her. “A date, Señorita. Just a date. I want to see you again.”

			She paused for what Carlos considered a second too long. Then she said: “I do not know. Let me think on it.”

			Carlos’s heart sank. She had responded so well to his conversational overtures. Perhaps she didn’t think him handsome enough? Then she said: “Ask me again in this place at this time tomorrow night, and we shall see.”

			Carlos’s heart leapt in his chest. So she was playing hard to get? Well, fair enough. She was worth the courting. And perhaps tomorrow he would get a glimpse behind the veil covering her lovely features! He kissed her hand and then floated away, leaving her standing beside the cemetery gate. So what if she wasn’t ready yet to show him where she lived? He would see her tomorrow, and then she would fall into his arms!

			Carlos could hardly sleep that night, he was so excited. As soon as it was light, he was on the phone to his cousin Diego, who lived next door, to tell him about the lovely woman he had met the previous night. Diego was less than thrilled by the early morning call, but being a good friend, he dutifully asked him the girl’s name.

			“Rosa,” Carlos practically sang the name into the receiver. “Her name is Rosa.”

			He filled in the details—the meeting by the cemetery, the lady playing hard to get, the second chance today. Diego did not seem as enthusiastic as his cousin would wish, but Carlos put this down to his having wakened him from a deep sleep.

			The day dragged by for the infatuated Carlos, and he had trouble concentrating on his work. But at last he was free and running the few blocks to his home to change into an outfit suitable for romancing a lovely lady.

			He could barely contain himself, and he reached the wrought iron fence by the cemetery a few minutes early. Rosa was not there yet, but Carlos was not bored. He entertained himself by picturing his beautiful bride in their new home, cooking an elegant meal for all their friends. And suddenly Rosa was there in front of him, as if she had appeared out of nowhere. She was still dressed in black and wore the same hat with a veil. The moon was almost full that night, and it sparkled off the sequins dotting her veil. Carlos was enchanted.

			They talked for hours, standing in front of the fancy fence, ignoring the statues and gravestones in the background. Rosa was as witty as she was beautiful, and Carlos begged her for a date. This time, she relented. “We will go out tomorrow night,” she said. “I will send you a letter with the place and time.”

			Carlos kissed her hand and floated away again, so happy he wanted to sing for joy. He paused at the edge of the fence to look back at Rosa, but she had vanished as quietly as she had appeared. Still, he would see her tomorrow!

			Carlos was absolutely useless at work the next day. All he could think about and talk about was his Rosa. He was already planning their wedding, and they hadn’t even had their first date. His colleagues teased him, but he was too happy to notice. After work, he rushed home and found a letter in his mailbox. Eagerly he read it, not pausing to wonder how Rosa knew where he lived. Then he ran next door to show it to Diego. His cousin read the note and turned pale with shock when he saw the signature.

			“Carlos,” Diego cried. “This girl, Rosa Gonzales—she died in a car crash last year. I am sure of it.”

			“Don’t be ridiculous,” Carlos snapped. “There are many girls with the same name. This is a different Rosa.”

			“Sí? Than why does she want you to meet her at the cemetery tonight?”

			“Because that is where we met before,” Carlos replied. “Honestly, Diego, I thought you would be happy for me. Don’t slander my girlfriend before you have even met her!”

			“Girlfriend? You haven’t even taken her out on a date yet,” Diego shot back. But he knew his cousin well and backed off before Carlos stormed out of the house.

			Still, something in his cousin’s words had affected Carlos. As he dressed for his date, he thought about what Diego said. Had it been mere jealousy on Diego’s part, or was something wrong with Rosa? Then, remembering her sparkling voice, her lovely figure, and her mysterious face beneath the black veil, Carlos forgot his apprehensions and hurried out to meet his girl, not knowing that his worried cousin followed behind him.

			Carlos bounded through the intricately designed gate of the cemetery and over to the large gravestone decorated by an angel. And there was his Rosa, lovely in the light of the waning moon. “At last, we go out!” he cried to her. “But first, my Rosa, show me your lovely face!”
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			At his words, Rosa turned her face up to her suitor and pulled aside the veil. Back at the gate, Diego gave a gasp of shock, for she had the desiccated face of a skeleton, all bone and withered flesh. But he was frozen to the spot by the power of the evil specter, unable to move or even shout a warning to his cousin. Looking down upon his Rosa, Carlos only saw the glamour the ghost was projecting. He swept the gruesome figure into his arms and kissed her. It was only as the skeleton’s withered arms encircled him, trapping him within her embrace, that the veil on his eyes was lifted and he realized in one heart-stopping moment the abomination he was kissing. And then the ground opened up beneath them, and with a laugh of triumph, the specter pulled him down and down into her tomb. The earth closed with a clap like thunder over Carlos and Rosa.

			Diego, freed from the ghost’s spell, ran into the cemetery, shouting his cousin’s name in terror. But it was too late. By the time the grave was excavated by the horrified, disbelieving family, Carlos was dead—locked for all time in Rosa’s arms.

		

	
		
			11

			Restless Spirit

			Wink

			It was hard work manning the oil rigs. Heavy labor at its finest. But I was glad to have a job after the crash of ’29. “The Great Depression” was what the economics folks called it, and it was a tough time for everyone. I had been working my way up to a cushy desk job in a local newspaper when our parent company closed due to “financial difficulties” (in other words—they were broke). Now I was slaving away at the oil rigs, thankful I had money in my pocket. The missus fretted a bit when I came home exhausted each night. But we had a baby to feed, so what could she say?

			The one thing I wasn’t prepared for, though, was the ghost. Yes, you heard me right. It wasn’t too long after I took a job on the rig that the ghost showed up. A cold wind whipped across the camp and the whole place fell silent. Goose bumps rose on my flesh at the eerie hush. The wind was followed swiftly by the figure of a young man wearing the clothes of a native tribesman. The lad had a white sheen over him liked he’d been dipped in translucent paint, and he was riding a large horse that shimmered in the misty, golden glow of dawn. The ghost came galloping up out of nowhere around dawn, just as I came on duty, and rode heck for leather through the camp. Scared the life out of me when I saw him. I could hear him urging the horse on, bending low over of the critter’s neck as he spoke urgent words in his tribal lingo. I stood staring with my mouth open and my knees knocking until the ghost vanished again into the mist as if he had never been.

			“What in the name of Glory is that?” I demanded of the foreman, my voice gone high-pitched with shock. My heart was beating so fast it felt like it would jump right out of my chest, and I was shaking all over.

			“That’s just our ghost,” the foreman replied.

			I glared at him, furious that he could be so calm about something so eerie. Then I saw that his hands were shaking, and he was wringing them together in an absentminded way. I don’t think he knew he was doing that until he followed my gaze and yanked his hands apart, flushing slightly. Raising his voice, he called gruffly to the day shift to get moving, and such was the power of the man that we all hopped to in spite of the ghostly appearance.

			I told my wife about the ghost that night at dinner, and she nearly keeled over from apoplexy.

			“A ghost?” she shrieked. “Mark Hanover, I’m not having you working someplace with a ghost! What would our boy do if that creature decided to drag you to perdition with it?”

			Took me quite a while to calm her down. Wasn’t until the boy started wailing in his cradle that she took a deep breath and returned to her normal, pleasant demeanor. I didn’t say anything else about it, and I could tell from her attitude that she realized—same as me—that it was the only work to be had. Between a ghost and starvation, I’d take the ghost anytime.

			We saw the ghost just about every day. Always, the cold wind and the hushed silence heralded his arrival, and always he rode as if the devil were on his heels. His frantic urgency was palpable, and after he vanished, we discussed the ghost among ourselves as we prepared for the day’s work. Some fellows thought the Texas Rangers were after him. Others claimed an enemy tribe was about to attack, and he was riding to warn his people. I privately thought that a mountain lion had tried to jump him. I saw scars on the withers of his horse that might have come from the claws of a lion. The one thing none of us could figure out was why he was haunting the oil field.

			“Why don’t we ask him?” my buddy Jake suggested one misty morning after the ghost made his daily ride through camp. He proposed that we try to stop the ghost on his way through the camp the next morning and ask him where he was going and why he was haunting us. Personally, I wasn’t in favor of the idea. I didn’t like messing about with the supernatural. But the other fellows were quite enthusiastic about the plan, so I went along.

			The next morning, every man in the day shift arrived a bit early, and we strung ourselves in a line across the path the young boy and his horse rode each morning. I was nervous, let me tell you. I could feel my knees shaking as we waited for the cold breeze to spring up. In my mind, I heard again my poor wife’s shriek when she realized I was working on a haunted site. She was afraid the specter would drag me down to perdition with it, and now here I was deliberately putting myself in its path.

			Before I could think up an excuse to leave the line, the cold wind came blowing through the camp, bringing an eerie silence with it. The young tribesman swirled into existence in a shimmering white cascade of light and came riding swiftly through the camp, desperately urging his horse to ride faster. I noticed for the first time that the horse’s hooves were a few inches from the ground. The boy paid no attention to the line of men in his path, even though the bravest of us were already shouting at him to wait, stop, talk to us.

			The ghostly horse was aimed right at me, and when it became apparent the rider wasn’t going to stop, I tried to jump out of the way. Only I bumped into the foreman and staggered back into the rider’s path, just in time for the ghost horse to run at top speed through me. It felt as though a sheet of ice hit the front of my body, drove right through every internal organ, and then slammed out my back. I bent double, clutching my head, as the horseman continued his ride through the camp and then disappeared.

			“Mark, are you all right?” the foreman cried, catching me by the arm and easing me down to the ground.

			“No, I’m not all right. I was nearly frozen to death by that ghost,” I snapped, completely terrified by my experience. “Boss, I’m not staying here another minute. You can keep your job and your ghost. I’m not taking a ride to perdition on a ghost horse. No, thanks.”

			As soon as I could stand, I got my back pay from the office and went home. My missus didn’t say a word of rebuke when I told her the story. She just gave me a big hug and told me about a job opening in a grocery store her cousin managed in El Paso. Apparently, she’d been looking around for something ever since she first heard me talk about the ghost. The cousin had guaranteed me the job if we were willing to move to El Paso. My wife had been wondering
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