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Preface

If you have read my books, “Cousin’s” or “Mrs. Old Lady Thornton’s Treasure”, which
was a take from Chapter Seven of Cousin’s, then you know that tales of ghosts abounded

around my home place while growing up. I do not know why that was the case, but it was.

And it seemed to me that each of my relatives tried to out do the other in how scary they
could make the tales. They did a very good job, I can tell you that. There is an actual place

called Mulberry Branch and my Dad did tell the story of a band of ghost making music to

protect something, most probably buried treasure of the civil war era.
And speaking of the Civil War, my great-grand father, John Middleton Hester was a

Private in Company D of the 41st Alabama Infantry, as were a lot of the men of Pickens

County. Because John Middleton Hester was on special assignment for much of the war,
many books have left him off the 41st Alabama Rolls. We have records showing that he was a

prisoner of war and was paroled from Columbus, Ms in May 1865. Since he has been left out



of so many books I wanted to include him in this one.

I did traverse the road that went though Mulberry Branch Hollow many times and while I

never heard anything or came upon anything out of the ordinary, I never spent a whole lot
of time getting through that hollow either.

I always enjoyed the scary stories that were told, often times while sitting around a

campfire on a coon hunting or all night fishing trip, and I take real pleasure in retelling and
amplifying these stories. I hope that this tale will give you a few minutes of reading pleasure.

Chapter One

I can tell you one thing for sure. There is no shortage of ghost stories around our

part of the country. C.C., Doug and I have been going down to Mulberry Branch for as long

as I can remember and not one person has said anything to any of us nor have we seen any
evidence of there being any ghosts around there. That is, before today. Pop was telling one

of his stories while we were all sitting around the pot-bellied stove up at the store having a R.

C. Cola.
Well, everybody except Doug that is and he is having a Grapette. I really like

Grapette’s too, but today I need something with a little more kick to it. When I want

something a little mellower and more laid back, I will either have a Grapette or a Big
Orange. Anyway, R.C.’s are the most popular today.

Here I go, jumping all around, getting more like Uncle Troy everyday.

Well, back to Pop’s ghost story. He said where
Mulberry Branch runs through the old Picken’s place, all down the Mulberry Branch

Hollow, you can often times hear the Pickens boys playing their music. Folks playing music

ain’t bad, but these boys have been dead and gone for years. Matter of fact, I think every one
of those boys went off to fight

Cousins them dad-barn Yankees, back in ’61 according to Pop. None of the Pickens folk live

on that old place anymore and haven’t lived there for years. But since the Pickens family
lived there so long, that’s just what everyone calls that old home place.

Pop talked like all those boys were good musicians when they were alive. Pop said

the family that lives there now was telling him they heard music playing down that old
hollow right regular like. So maybe now that they are dead they are still good musicians,

except playing for a little different audience. I know I ain’t to keen on hearing them.

We have not done any fishing down there, but we have seined for bait, you know,
minnows and crawdads.



I guess I need to tell you who we are. By we, I mean, my cousins C.C. and Doug, and

sometimes Cleo, and me too, of course. My name is Pete. Most of the time Cleo thinks he

is too old to be seen with us. Homer and his brother come down there from time to time as
well. Homer ain’t a cousin that I know of; he is a friend of ours.

Well, to C.C., Doug and me anyways. He is black and we don’t go to school together

but we fish, swim and bath in the same creek. I don’t know why we don’t go to the same
school; they probably figure we would get a little to close together there. You might

remember me telling you about us all looking for gold up on Mrs. Old Lady Thornton’s

place.
You might also remember that she won.

Well, back to Pop’s story. I just never thought about listening for any dad-gum

music while we were gathering bait. Looking at C.C. and Doug’s face, I don’t think they
were ever thinking about music either.

Now we got something else to worry about. Seems like everytime we find something

to do that we don’t have to worry about anything, along comes someone with a story to
mess it up. And around here the story is usually about ghosts.

This is a new twist though. I heard about ghosts with chains. I heard about ghosts

with lights. I heard about ghosts with horses. I heard about ghosts walking all around
different places. And everybody has heard about the creaking house ghosts. Now we got a

whole dad-blame band of music playing ghosts to worry about. I wonder if they haul off and

go to singing out loud every once in a while. They might as well and make the band
complete. But what Pop said was that if any one goes to messing around on the old

Pickens property, yonder they come with fiddles, banjos and guitars making all kind of

music. I asked him what songs did they play and he said the only song he knew was “Turkey
in the Straw.” He said they played a few tunes that he did not recognize and he thinks they

may have learned them up north somewhere during the war.

What pop didn’t know was how far they went down Mulberry Branch playing that
old music. You see, we have a pretty good swimming hole just a little ways down Mulberry. I

never heard them boys playing while we were a’swimmin’. That’s another thing I got to

worry about now too, them old boys a’playing while I’m bathing. Us boys and 3 or 4 of the
men folks in our community use that hole for bathing, from time to time, that is. We have

several other places that we take baths also. We choose the closest place available whenever

we feel someone is about to complain.
There are a few houses in town with running water but we have to tote all our wash

water and bathing water. All of us cousin’s do. In the wintertime, we bathe in a tub real

regular in our house. It’s Saturday for our family, ever week. Momma don’t even check to
see if I really need one, she just goes ahead and makes me take one, which I don’t think is

fair. And I told her so but she just don’t pay me no mind.

Well, anyhow, back to me telling you about what my Daddy was telling us about the
old Picken’s boy’s music band. They always made music while they were alive, playing for

dances, weddings and funerals and the like. The story goes that their Daddy buried gold on

that place before they headed out to fight. I believe they were in the 41st Alabama Infantry,
that’s what Pop said anyway. Nearly about everybody from Pickens County was in the 41st



Alabama. I guess the county was named for them folks as well.

Well, I don’t know if they all got killed or what, but the reason they are playing all

the time is to keep people off that property and away from the buried gold. In my opinion,
that’s a pretty good reason not to go down there. But if I know C.C. and Doug, hearing

about some more gold buried around here is going to perk them both up. I can tell just by

looking at old C.C. that he is already cooking up a plan to be down in Mulberry Branch
Hollow pretty quick. I don’t think he is planning on doing any dancing but that gold seems

to be music to his ears.

Chapter Two

Sure enough, just as soon as Pop’s story ended, C.C. motioned for Doug and me to
follow him out of the store. He didn’t stop just outside the door; he just kept a high tailing it

down the path toward a grove of pine trees with thick under growth. This was where we had

one of our many forts. This was a real good place because we could see grown-up coming
from a long ways off. If we really needed to, we put a lookout up in one of the pine trees.

It’s not that we mind having grown ups in our fort; it is just that we had some Prince Albert

hidden around and about, and we needed time to dispose of the evidence if someone started
down the path toward us. Somehow it made them feel better to tell us not to do something

they did all the time.

Anyways, Old C.C. did not even take time to look for the Prince Albert, he just
jumped right into what we needed to do down at Mulberry Hollow. First thing he said was

“Men”. Now, I’m the oldest and I should be the one taking charge and sometimes I do, but

when Old C.C. starts out saying Men, it means stay out of my way, I done got it all figured
out and I’m fixing to tell you how it is. So I just listened.

“Men, we lost out up at the old Thornton place a while back, and rightly so ‘cause

just to many people became involved in it. But I believe there was treasure there and we just
cottoned to Mrs. Old Lady Thornton’s ghost and gave it up.

Now, Uncle Pop is probably just telling a story, but where there is smoke there is

usually a fire.” You know, he and Doug always called my daddy Uncle Pop. I don’t know
how come, but they did. Pop never one time corrected them either so I guess it was ok with

him for them to call him that.



Anyway, C.C. continued, “We are going to take total charge on this, just the three of

us and do some camping out and investigating and find out for sure just what is going on

down in Mulberry Hollow. We are about as close to professional Ghost controlled treasure
hunters as you can find, around this county anyways. I don’t think this group of ghost can

be as bad as Mrs. Old Lady Thornton and her white steed. We know a lot more now than

when we started out as rookies over at the Thornton place. We learned a lot up there and we
can put it to good use now.”

“That Herr Karl and all his helpers just really got in our way. We just about had the

treasure located and the voodoo that Homer did worked. We can all testify to that. Two full
days there was not a sign of Mrs. Old Lady Thornton around after Homer’s spell.”

I spoke up, “Now, C.C., you just said the three of us was going to take care of this.

How come you talking about Homer and his voodoo if you don’t plan to use him?”
C.C. said, “ I plan on using Homer only as a last resort. If we can, the three of us

should try and do the planning and searching and investigating all down Mulberry Branch.”

Doug said, “How do we know if them old Picken’s boys ain’t mean ghosts? Did you
think about that? I heard some ghosts are just down right mean! How are we supposed to

know about that?”

I said, “Doug, it ain’t like up on Middle Creek where it’s a long ways to anywhere.
Heck, some places you can throw a rock across Mulberry Hollow. We don’t have to actually

get down in the hollow if we don’t want to. That ridge of hills on the east side of the hollow

runs all the way across the Pickens place and then some. This should be a piece of cake for
veteran ghost controlled treasure hunters like us.”

I couldn’t help but think about all the running we had done up on Mrs. Old Lady

Thornton’s place, so I went to laughing just thinking about us feeling so tough sitting here in
our fort in broad daylight. Come dark and a good old ghost and you got three different boys.

Doug and C.C. didn’t miss out on what I was thinking. They both went to laughing and

holding their sides, pointing at me, so I know they were thinking about that old white horse
eating my sweet potatoes up on the Thornton place. They are not ever going to let me live

that down. I have to laugh too. It was funny, after it was all over, of course.

After we settled down a bit from all the laughing, C.C. wanted to know our opinions
about the best way to get started. Doug who is just full of wisdom said, “Well, the best way

to start is just start. Let’s go down to the swimming hole and take a long swim, if it ain’t to

cold, and stay to almost dark. While we are swimming we will talk and talk about the treasure
on the Old Pickens Place. If they are anywhere around and hear us talking, they might go to

playing. What do you think about that?”

I said, “Ok, they go to playing. Then what? We go to running like we have in times
past? I don’t believe I can sit still while a bunch of ghosts are serenading me. And I don’t

think either one of you can either.”

C.C. said, “I agree with that. But even if we go to running, we will have learned if the
story is true or not. Right?”

Dad-gum, there he goes again. That boy is so smart. “Well, you got that right. I feel

like I got running from ghost down to a science. You know, I wonder if we could do a
report on, “The Ghosts I have known in Pickens County, Alabama.” Seems like here lately



that is all we have been doing. I vote to go on down to the swimming hole and get our feet

wet, so to speak.”

“But one of us stays on the bank at all time, listening. On the first downbeat of
“Turkey in the Straw” we head for the ridge above Mulberry.” “Dang, Pete, that’s

some pretty good thinking you are doing. That sounds pretty good to me. What do you

think, Doug?”
“I think I am going to keep my clothes on. I hate running through the brush and the

briars buck-naked. I still got scratches all over me from running down Middle Creek”, was

Doug’s Comments.
C. C. and I looked at each other amazed at Doug reasoning. C.C. said, “That’s good

thinking, Doug. Good thinking for all of us. We can just go down there like we are planning

on swimming and talk about the treasure there on the bank. That way, if a tune starts up, we
don’t have to get dressed for the dance.”

Doug and I doubled up laughing on that one. “Yeah,” said Doug, “but is “Turkey in

the Straw” a two step.”
I said, “ It’s according to how close the music is. Two steps ain’t gonna be far

enough for me.” That got Doug and C. C. to laughing again. One thing about it, old ghosts

might scare us, but he can’t make us quit laughing. We even had a good laugh with Mrs. Old
Lady Thornton one time. We decided to take Doug’s advice and just get started.



Chapter Three

So that’s just what we did. We took off as fast as we could walk toward Mulberry

Branch Hollow, just a little ways down stream from the Pickens Place. Now I said we took
off as fast as we could walk, but the closer we got to that place, the slower our pace became.

Matter of fact, when we left the road and got into the dark shadows of the trees, we

would take a step and listen, take a step and listen, take another step and listen. I asked
Doug, “Are we doing the two step?”

All three of us went to rolling in the grass we were laughing so hard. Things have a

way of being a lot funnier when you are scared. Have you ever noticed that? It’s true, ain’t it?
Anyway, we finally stopped laughing and continued in a modified two-step pace, but

every time one of us looked at the other, we went to laughing again. After a little bit, we

relaxed and went on into the hollow at a regular pace. We didn’t hear anything.
There is a big log across Mulberry Branch at one end of our swimming hole. We play

“King of the Hole” on it all the time. The King is the one who can throw the others off the

log. Well, when we do it, it seems like a big deal. Maybe King is just a little bit too much.
Most of the time we soap up so it’s real hard to get a grip on someone and often

times, you fall ‘cause you slip when you are yanking at an arm. The best way to do it is push

but a good quick guy can make you miss and you still fall. Old C.C. is King quite a bit
because he is so fast and cagey. Matter of fact, he is good enough that Doug and I will

double-team him. He fusses about it, but that’s about the only way Doug or I can win. So we

just don’t pay no mind to his taking on so about it.
Anyways, back to my story, we go out on the log, fully clothed today and we are just

sitting there waiting on the music to start. We hear the squirrels barking. That’s a pleasant

sound, ain’t it? My daddy can shoot squirrels, easy as pie. I can’t. I had one in my gun sights
one day and that little fellow was busy chewing on a nut and spitting out the shell just as

pretty as you please. All of a sudden he stopped and looked me square in the eyes as if to

say, “Would you really shoot me?” Folks, I just couldn’t do it. If my folks had been
depending on me to furnish food that day, we would have just gone hungry. We had food

aplenty without me shooting him, so I didn’t. And I have never tried to shoot one since.

And we heard birds singing, woodpeckers pecking, an owl hooting and we heard a
splash in the branch upstream from where we were sitting, probably a big old bass. We did

not hear any music, then, but a few minutes’ later things got real quiet. When you are in the

woods, things ain’t supposed to get real quiet. All three of us perked up and went to looking
around and looking at each other.

I whispered to Doug, “Which way are we gonna run?”

Doug, who was sitting in the middle of us said, “I don’t know, so you both better get
out of the way cause I’m leaving here pretty quick.”



C.C. spoke up, “SSH!!” be quiet, listen.” Sure enough, somebody was humming.

“Let’s get out of here.”

I’m not sure which one of us did the screaming, but we started running at the same
time. Doug hit me from the back and I fell, straddling the log, a very painful experience. I

just rolled over off the log and into the water. The cold water actually felt good to various

parts of my anatomy.
I am sure Doug thought he was getting away, but C.C. is so quick that he was

pushing Doug from the back side and Old Doug just could not move quick enough. As

Doug was falling he grabbed for C.C. and as quick as C.C. is he could not out maneuver
Doug. Doug had a big handful of shirt, so they both joined me.

The humming stopped.

Chapter Four

“What in the hell are ya’ll doing swimming in your clothes?” said Homer. “Homer,

you sunza biscuit eater. What you doing sneaking up on us like that,” said Doug.
“Sneaking, I wasn’t sneaking. I was humming a song all the way down here.” Replied

Homer.

“That’s just what we are taking about. You Humming. You ain’t ever hummed
before? How come you starting now.” said Doug.

“I can’t understand how come ya’ll making so much fuss about me humming. I

always hum. You know I hum. I hum just nearly ‘bout everywhere I go. You know that. I
been humming all my life and you ain’t never said nothing ‘bout it befo’. How come all of

sudden it’s so bad if I hum. How come Pete ain’t talking any? He is always jawing most of

the time. Is my humming making him moan and groan so much? Talk to me Pete.”
“Hush your dang mouth, Homer. Doug nearly ‘bout killed me when you come down

here humming and carrying on so. I ain’t ever heard you humming before. You come down

here just a humming and scaring the daylights out of everybody. You ought to be ashamed
of yourself, scaring us so.” I said.

Homer is looking more than just a little bit puzzled. “What the hell are ya’ll talking

about, me scaring you. My humming ain’t that bad. My gal loves to hear me hum. I’m a good
hummer. Ain’t nobody ever said anything bad about my humming before.”

Doug spoke up and said, “Maybe that because they did not know about the Ghost

band around these parts. You do know there is supposed to be several ghosts around here



that is always playing music and humming and singing and carrying on. Just like you were

carrying on a few minutes ago, scaring the daylights out of us.”

Homer has done walked out on the log where he can see us good while we are
talking. Doug is going out on one side of the swimming hole and C.C. is going out the other.

It has not dawned on Homer as to what is about to happen. Both Doug and C.C. get up on

the bank about the same time and both rush out on either end of the log.
Now Homer knows what is coming. He says, “Don’t you do it. I ain’t going

swimming in my clothes. You son of a guns are gonna regret this. Don’t you come any

closer to me.”
Both of them just keep on coming real easy like. Doug grabs for Homer first and

Homer uses Doug’s momentum to pull him forward and to the right and Doug enters the

water, again, head first. But Homer has forgotten how fast C.C. is because Homer is still
looking at Doug when C.C. grabs the back of his shirt and pulls. Homer grabs hold of C.C.’s

arm and I have to swim a few strokes to get out of the way of the big splash the two of them

make when they hit the water right in front of me.
By now I have recovered from the painful experience of falling certain ways and

hitting certain body parts. I hope that don’t happen ever again. I swim over and get a good

hold on Homer’s kinky head, “Homer, dad-blame your hide, don’t you ever do no more of
that God awful humming.” I say to him.

Homer looks at me kind of pitiful like and I say, “Well, you didn’t know about the

Pickens Boy’s Ghost band playing music and all, so we will just have to forgive you. But
dad-gum it, in the future, don’t do any humming around Mulberry Branch Hollow. Ok?”

I guess Homer forgave us ‘cause he gave me a great big smile. And as big and bright

as Homer’s smile is you feel like everybody is happy.

Chapter Five

Even though it is warm for a November day in Alabama, it is too cold to be going
swimming. Homer had some matches in a Prince Albert tin he was carrying in his pocket. So

we built a fire to help dry our clothes since we had plenty of daylight left and it was no use

going home just yet.
We took off all the clothes that we felt like we could spare and hung them out to dry

on brushes around our fire. While we were sitting around the fire we brought Homer up to

date on the story we had been told about Mulberry Branch Hollow and the Picken’s



Brothers music band.

Homer said, “I been coming down to this place all my life. Matter of fact, I think I

am the one what told you boys about this particular swimming hole. You know me well
enough to know that if there had been any music playing around here I would not have been

coming back, especially if I couldn’t see the band. I personally think that this is all made up

by somebody to try and keep us out of this area. What I don’t know is why?” Doug
spoke up and said, “Why would they just now be starting to play music. Them old boy’s

been dead and gone from these parts for years. It just don’t make sense that they would

come back at this time. I believe there is something more to it.”
Homer spoke up again, “You know, my uncle told me that the water in this old

branch made some of the best shine you ever tasted. I wonder it somebody has a still around

here close?”
C.C. said, “This hollow is so narrow and the way a still smells and the amount of

smoke it makes, I personally don’t think anyone would take that kind of a chance, do you?”

C. C. was looking at me when he said that.
“I agree with you completely. We have stumbled across stills before, but they have

always been way back in the boonies. And they always have one or two sharp shooting

guards keeping the honest people away. They just leave the still if its revenuers. Everybody
knows that.”

“We would not be sitting here today if there was a still within a mile of here. It has to

be something else if that old band of ghosts is playing music around here. Maybe they got
tried of sitting around where ever ghosts sit around and just came back to their favorite spot

on earth.”

Doug spoke up real quick, “Pete, you ain’t getting into that Netherlands stuff again,
are you?”

I told him, “These old boys could have been down in Hades’. What if they made a

pack with the old devil and he let them come back to make music as long as they promised
to scare the crap out of everybody that comes around.”

Homer said, “Yeah, how come we ain’t ever heard them playing before? Would the

old devil keep them down there a hundred years and then let them come home? That don’t
make any sense, does it?”

C.C. spoke up again, “I believe there is only one way for us to find out about this

and I kind of hate to bring it up, but an overnight stay down here in this hollow is about the
only way we will know for sure. The nights are going to be getting pretty cold soon, so we

better do it in the next day or so.”

Everybody went to talking at once, “It’s already to cold.” “Let them have this old
hollow.” “I’m tired of running from old ghost.”

I said, “Let’s vote on what we are going to do. All in favor of spending the night, say

tonight, raise your hand.”
C.C. stuck his hand up real fast. The rest of us were just looking at one another.

Finally, I raised my hand. Then Doug. Then Homer.

Homer said, “I don’t know why I let you white boys talk me into these crazy things.
It’s crazy, plum crazy. Them ghosts are white boy ghosts and civil war day’s ghosts to boot.



I’m plum crazy to even think about spending a night down here with ya’ll. I’m changing my

vote.” Homer lowered his hand. “Wait a minute, Homer, don’t you be talking like that.

You know that all three of us would fight for you, don’t you.” I said.
Homer says, “Fight my rear end, I done seen how you boys fight old ghost. Only

thing in my favor is I can outrun every one of you.” He paused a bit, kind of chuckling to

himself, probably remembering Mrs. Old Lady Thornton, “Well, I don’t want ya’ll having all
the fun. OK. I’ll vote yes.”

We all went to laughing and patting Homer on the back. You know, when you are

battling ghosts the more help the better.

Chapter Six

None of us really liked coffee but all the grownup drank it when they were out
camping, so we felt like we had to drink it too. Awful tasting stuff. But I was just like the rest

of them, take a big swig and say, “Aaaah, that’s good.” One thing about it, if it was very hot

it seemed to taste better, probably ‘because you had to sip it or it would burn the crap out of
your mouth.

We talked a little bit about movies and such. Last Saturday, Roy Rogers was in a real

good one. C.C. and I saw it but Homer and Doug did not. So we spent probably more time
than the movie was long telling them all about it. I would talk a little telling what I

remembered, then C.C. would jump in telling what he remembered and so on until we got

though the whole dang movie.
When the movie talking gave out there wasn’t but one way for the conversation to

go and that was about the local attractions, namely ghost. Music making ghosts. And Mrs.

Old Lady Thornton’s ghost. Someone wondered if she was a friend to the ghost musicians.
Doug said if she was friends with them you could nearly ‘bout bet on them being friendly

ghost or at least not mean ghost. Mrs. Old Lady Thornton could get a little bit tacky when

she wanted to, however, and I pointed that out to Doug.
We talked about the face in the window down in the courthouse in Carrollton. Every

one of us had a different version of that story. But every one of us had the same ending to

the story. The black man who’s face was in the window told his accusers that he was
innocent and that the LORD would send a sign signifying that he was. And that was the sign

and no matter how many times they take that pane out of the window, it will always



reappear, leastwise that was our opinion.

The pane had already been removed several times and the four of us believed that

the face would be there as long as that old courthouse stands. I had to tell them
about the story my Daddy told about a house he and Mom moved into not to long after they

married. It was a four-room house and you could just walk in a very short circle going

through a door into each room in the interior of the house.
First night, Pop said they had just got in bed and it sounded like a dog was running

through those doors. Round and round the house. Pop would get up and look all around

and would not be able to find anything. This happened two or three times before the dog or
whatever it was, came to the bed and put its paws right in Pop’s chest and he allowed it was

a very big and heavy animal. It stayed on his chest a long time just a panting and panting.

That was enough for Pop.
I think he got up and built a fire and stayed up the rest of the night. He moved the

next day. Well, all the guys wanted to know where that house was and I couldn’t tell them. I

did promise to remember to ask Pop if that old house was still standing and where it was
located.

Homer said his folk’ talked about living in a house one time where everything would

be moved around. He said they blamed his older brother for the longest accusing him of
doing the moving. One day they came home from church to find stuff flung around

everywhere. He said they moved shortly after that as well. We all agreed it was dad blame

sure-fire time to be getting out of that place. All the stories seemed to get worse and worse
as the telling went on.

Doug came up with one, I’m not sure whose family, but someone was murdered.

The blood stains kept coming back no matter how many times the floor was scrubbed. Not
only that, but the door kept coming open on it’s own in that particular room.

C. C. had to tell one about a man that was run over by a train and at the very spot

the man was run over his ghost kept coming back and waving a lantern, flagging the train
down. I asked him reckon Mrs. Old Lady Thornton borrowed his lantern to chase us with.

That got everybody to laughing. And we needed to laugh, believe me, with all the scary tales

floating around. It was short lived.
Doug said, “What was that?” He said it kind’a quiet like.

“What are you hearing?” I said.

Doug responded in a tone that was barely audible, “Don’t you hear that music?”
I said, “Is it Turkey in the Straw?”

“I can’t hear it that good. Ya’ll be quiet and listen too.” Doug barked out. It was

completely silent for maybe 5 minutes. The only thing you could really make out was the
leaves blowing in the breeze and you could hardly hear that.

C. C. finally spoke up and said, “Doug, you are hearing things. All these stories are

getting to you.”
Doug said real strong like, “You butt hole, shut up and listen.”

You never want to get Doug mad. He is so dang big and strong he is powerful

dangerous when he gets mad. C.C. hurt his leg real bad one time and old Doug picked him
up and ran almost all the way to the house with him. C.C. kept telling him he could walk on



his own so Doug finally put him down. But that is one of the things we had witnessed

regarding his strength.

Another thing, we had watched that boy load cord wood. You ever do that? Load
cordwood, I mean. Some of that timber is over a foot in diameter and three or four feet

long. He just throws that stuff around like it ain’t nothing a’tall. He is sure enough stout.

And he still ain’t fully growed.
Well, Homer is listening more intently than any of the rest of us. He said, “Dang, that is

music! What does Turkey in the Straw sound like?”

I hummed a little bit of it and he said, “I believe that’s it.”
We all jumped up and went to running. In different directions. In the dark. You

could hear us all running for a little bit. Pretty soon all the running stopped.

Each one of us finally figured out we had done messed up. We had no idea which
direction the music was coming from so we did not really know which way to run.

I could still see the glow of the campfire so I started quietly working back toward it.

I couldn’t see anything except the whites of Homer’s eyes on the other side of the campfire.
I started working my way around the fringes of the firelight toward Homer. I got over to

where he was and I could barely make him out in the faint glow of the fire. He was looking

toward the fire and not at me. I reached over and grabbed his shoulder and he screamed,
good and loud. I went to talking right quick like, “Homer, Homer, it’s me, Pete. Stop that

screaming.”

He went to whispering cuss words in my ear. Some of them he repeated over and
over. Most of the cuss words I was familiar with. Some of them I had only heard a few

times, like when you really get mad.

I said, “Ok, ok. You can stop now. I get the point.”
Homer said, “Looks like you could have whispered or hissed or something, instead

of just grabbing me like that. You lucky I didn’t hit you a good one."

I said, “Let’s go back into the campfire light so C.C. and Doug can see us.”
They both immediately came up to the fire as soon as we showed up.

We said, “How did ya’ll get here so fast?”

C.C. said to me, “You dumb butt, the whole world heard you two.”
Homer said, “I thought we were pretty quiet considering.”

Doug piped up kind’a smart like, “I have heard quieter sawmills.”

We got quiet again, listening, but we did not hear the music again that night. Doug
allowed that we scared them old ghost off with all our carrying on. We agreed that maybe we

could have.

Chapter Seven



We finally decided that the ghosts were not going to bother us anymore tonight so

we settled down in our bedrolls for some sleep. We left Doug on guard ‘because he said he

was not going to be able to sleep anyway. I must have gone right to sleep thinking about
those civil war ghosts and how they had to have been members of the 41st Alabama Infantry.

Right away the 41st Alabama Infantry came marching right down Mulberry Branch.

When Company D came marching by, my great grand pappy was carrying the colors,
marching out in front with the flag held high. I recognized him from a picture my daddy had

of him. I was so proud of him as he marched by. As I was standing there watching them

march by the drill sergeant gave the command for “eyes right” as they passed by me, just like
I had seen them do in a John Wayne movie.

I came to attention and gave them a salute. Their clothes were tattered and soiled,

some with no shoes and all the solders had a very gaunt look about them, but they marched
tall and proud. I tried to get the sergeant to halt the column so I could talk to my great grand

pappy but he just totally ignored me.

I ran along side of great grand pappy for a long way but he was too busy with his
marching to pay me any mind. He did tell me to run along ‘because he had some fighting to

do. I stopped and went to crying as they marched on off. One of the solders stopped and

knelt down and grabbed me by my shoulders telling me to hush up. I woke up with Doug
shaking me and telling to guit carrying on so.

Doug asked me if I was having a night mare because I was really tossing and turning

and grunting and carrying on, worst than he had ever seen before.
Well, I told Doug to go on to sleep because I was pretty sure I was not going to be

able to sleep for a while so I might as well do guard duty. Doug got in his bedroll and I

poured a cup of that awful tasting coffee and tried drinking some. But the dream would not
let me be. Pop had told me stories of the 41st Alabama Infantry and some of its history that

had been passed on to him. My great grand pappy was in the color guard of Company D and

was later the division wagoneer. Pop told me of some of the battles the 41st fought, some
won and some lost, but win or lose, the high cost of fighting.

Many of Pickens’ County’s finest boys never came home again. Some of those who

did return left arms and legs on distance battlefields. Their dreams and thoughts forever
tarnished by the sights and sounds of the battlefields. The cries and screams of the wounded

and dying solders were ringing in their ears, a pleading to a higher power for help since

there was no earthly help for them. Those sounds and smells that will remain with them for
the balance of their lives.

I thought about the band of musicians, ghost musicians, and wondered if they played

for a totally different reason than what we suspicioned. Maybe they had lost their lives but
they wanted to keep playing, playing in a place they wanted to be. Free men, doing what they

wanted to be doing all along, playing music. Their lives cut short by war. A war that some

did not want to fight, but did not want to go against neighbors and some of them had
kinfolk in the north. But fight they did and bravely so.



Maybe our band of musicians wanted to make music one more time to a live

audience. I just hope I can have strength enough to stand my ground if and when they start

playing. I leaned back against a tree and watched the fire and listened for music of some
kind. It was not to be tonight and it’s a shame ‘because I might be able to listen and not ran.

I wonder why I had that dream, on that night, in that hollow.

C.C. was shaking me and I was dreaming again but I could not remember the dream
when C.C. asked me about it. However, the image of great grand pappy and the ragged band

of the 41st Alabama still burned in my mind. I looked over where Homer was sleeping

realizing the high price paid for his freedom on both sides of the fighting and at the same
time realizing it had to be. And yet, it is still an unsettled battle, years after that war was over.

I am kind of young and don’t know a whole lot, but I think this war can only be won

in the hearts of man. Guys like Homer and me being buddies, no matter what anyone else
says or thinks, each of us remaining true to our own hearts and beliefs. You know what, not

a single relative has ever said anything to me about my being buddies with Homer. Reckon

why?

Chapter Eight

I didn’t tell Homer about my dream. I was afraid it would upset him and there just
wasn’t any reason for that.

In a few minutes everyone was up and the fire was going again. It had cooled off

considerable during the night. We talked it over and rather than trying to cook breakfast on
the campfire we decided we would just go home and have breakfast and mess around some

then meet later down at the trestle to decide what we would do tonight.

We were still thinking gold, but with my dream still so fresh on my mind, I was not
so sure. However, if there was some gold around, I sure wanted my fair share of it.

Another thing also, Momma’s biscuits and gravy, a couple of fried eggs, hominy grits

and fried ham has a way of strengthening a guy to where he can stand up to ghosts. Its a
little harder to run right after a big breakfast, so I always try and wait for a few minutes

before leaving the house. Sure enough, that was what we were having only Momma fooled

me and was serving sausage and not ham this morning. I ate a bunch of food, I can tell you
that.

Momma had to go to town so I crawled into bed and slept for a couple of hours. I

loved to sleep in Momma’s bed, I just sink down into the feathers in her mattress and if the
wind was whistling outside you were still just warm and toasty. It kind’a made you feel like



someone was holding you and somehow I needed that today and that makes me feel good.

After Momma got home, I went over to the trestle and took a good cold bath. The

sun was shinning bright and the temperature was not cold but that water sure was. All I did
was dip in, get wet, put soap on me and dipped myself again to rinse it off. I slung the excess

water off with my hands and then got dressed. It really feels good to get cleaned up some,

don’t it?
I had just gotten dressed when Homer showed up. He could tell I had just bathed

because my clothes and hair was still wet. He allowed as how he would take a bath also if he

could borrow my soap. We left soap down at the trestle all the time on a cross member of
the trestle. I told Homer where I kept it in case he needed to borrow it again sometimes.

Homer had just finished dressing when C.C. and Doug showed up. We had to wait

while they bathed. It was kind’a cold in that branch water, but it sure beat having to tote it to
the house and bathing in a tub. In just a couple weeks or so that just what we will have to be

doing. Wintertime is going to be here pretty soon.

I spoke up, “Well, guys, what do you think we need to do tonight. Did we hear enough
music last night to determine if the ghosts were really there or not? Or do ya’ll think we need

a whole dad-blamed concert to verify the presents of a ghost band?”

C.C. spoke up and said, “We really did not hear any music for sure. Doug and
Homer thought that they did. I did not hear any music at all. Pete did you hear music?”

I had to confirm that I did not hear anything for sure. I told the guys about the

dream I had and my thoughts about those boys probably not being much older than us
when they were killed and maybe they just wanted to make music. After all, that old hollow

was their home. Only thing, how come the time lapse before they started playing again.

C.C. said, “Wait a dang minute. The folks that live there now have only lived there a
little over a year. I can remember the first day Barbara rode the bus to school.”

Doug said, “Yeah, me too. Boy was she a knock out.” I spoke up, “I think we can

all remember that day for sure. Remember the argument we had about which one of was
going to sit by her on the way home and Donald beat us to it. I still don’t know how he got

on that bus so fast and from then on he felt like she was private property. But she seemed to

be sweet on him as well.
“Well,” C.C. continued, “if they have been hearing the music ever since they moved

in there, then those old boys could have been playing their music around here ever since the

civil war days.”
“Yeah, that would make a lot more sense.” I said, “but how do we figure out if they

just want to make music or if they want to chase off would be gold hunters?”

Doug, who had been kind’a quiet spoke up saying, “Why don’t we spread out and
walk the entire hollow, from east of where Barbara lives all the way down to our swimming

hole. One person can get on the east side of the branch and the other three on the wide side

of it. We can go real slow looking the ground over very careful like. With all the water that
washes down through there every time it rains maybe we can see some evidence of

something being buried. What do ya’ll think?”

C.C. and me just looked at each other for a few minutes before saying a word.
Sometimes that boy can be so bright and the very next minute, so dumb. But this was one of



his brighter ideas and we both told him so.

We asked Homer what he thought. “We got to do something constructive. So far

listening to music has not paid off one bit. Besides all that, if them old ghosts think we are
on to something and they are protecting gold, when we get close to it I imagine we gonna

hear plenty music. Maybe too much! Ya’ll ready to do-si-do?”

Chapter Nine

We decided to go on down to the hollow and start looking now. You can’t do any

looking at night, you know. Ever once in a while you hear of ghost chasing you in daylight,
but not real often. So we all felt pretty good about doing the search in daylight.

Doug was doing the searching on the east or narrow side of the stream. Hills

bordered the east side of Mulberry Branch as far down as I had ever been, a couple of miles
maybe, so I really don’t know just how far the hills went. But we insisted that Doug keep a

close eye up on the hillside as well because whoever did the burying of any gold would have

known about what flood waters can do as well.
C. C. took the part closest to the stream on the west side, then Homer, then me. We

didn’t really pick or chose where we would look, that’s just the way it turned out.

We searched passed the house place, down under the bridge and had maybe gone
another 100 yards or so when Doug hollowed, “Ya’ll come here and look at this. Hurry.”

It had only been buried about a hundred and fifty years, I don’t know why he wanted

us to hurry. But we all went running to see what he had found. Doug was down on his knees
looking down in a little narrow hole in the hillside.

He said, “Get down here close so you can see this.” We took turns looking and sure

enough we could all see something shiny at the very bottom of the hole. The hole was
probably two and one-half feet deep and narrowed down to maybe three inches wide at the

very bottom. The hole wasn’t straight down, it was kind’a dug back into the hillside. At the

bottom of the hole was a shiny object, which appeared more silver looking than it did gold.
The ground of the hillside was very hard and difficult to dig in with your hands. We

decide we would have to have a shovel to do any good digging around the object. Our going

after a shovel was going to pose a big problem. While we were always doing something,
shovels and hoes was not something you would expect to see us with. Fishing poles and

food, nobody would think a thing about it. Shovels or hoes! No way! Everybody would



know something was going on.

Doug thought he could sneak one away tonight while his folks were sleeping. We

asked him how he was going to do that, because every one of us had seen his tool shed. You
would have to move half of the items in there to get back to where the shovels and hoes

were. And there just ain’t no way you could do it quietly. Doug’s Daddy drove a road grader

for the county so he did not have any use for a shovel most of the time.
Well, C.C. remembered that his Daddy, Uncle El, kept a WW2 Army shovel in his

old 1935 Chevrolet Panel Wagon. You might remember me talking about that old wagon

before; telling about the time Uncle El, Uncle Troy and Pop was just a little bit tipsy on
shine and wrecked that old panel wagon. Us boys wrecked it one time too. Uncle El was

somewhere and we wanted to go swimming down to a swimming hole that was a ways down

on Middle Creek. Far enough that we did not like to walk it. So C.C., Doug, Cleo and myself
borrowed Uncle El’s panel wagon.

It was low on gas so C.C. knocked it out of gear going down a long hill so we could

coast and save gas. This hill had a couple of curves and two or more smaller hills going
down it. We had it going real good and had plenty of speed to coast a long way. But old C.C.

was going so fast that he was taking the whole road, slinging gravel all over the place trying

to keep it out of the far side bar ditch and was doing a pretty good job.
We topped a little rise down toward the bottom of the hill and coming right at us

was another vehicle. C.C. had a choice. We could have a head on collision or we could take

the bar ditch. C.C. took the ditch. The ditch had a clay bottom and clay sides, so actually we
were doing pretty good other than ploughing up a lot of dirt. And he had slowed way down

when we saw it. A tree stump. Right in the middle of the ditch. We could not get it to stop.

That tree stump got the bumper, front end, radiator, oil pan and I don’t know what all else.
That old tree stump sure stopped us.

We worked that whole summer for Uncle El to pay for that old panel wagon even

after he collected his insurance money for it. Again!
Well, we decided we could get that little WW2 shovel and take it with us and not

have it noticed. You know the kind I’m talking about, don’t you? The short one that you can

loosen a nut at the end of it and make it like a pick axe or like a shovel, either one, that
soldier carry in their pack.

We decided the one with the shovel would be in the middle with the shovel close to

his body and all three of us would be in close like we were talking and all so nobody could
see what we had with us. That was just the way we decided to do it.

We had to be pretty careful because a lot of people had heard Pop tell that story

about the gold. You can’t never be to careful, can you? Especially if a lot of gold is involved.
Or silver. It might be silver now that we have had a glimpse of it. Silver will be ok. We can

spend silver too. There is just something about gold that sounds more exciting than silver.

You don’t hear much about folks looking for “silver” or digging for “silver”. It just don’t
sound right, does it? But I guess now that we done found us a hoard of it, it will sound

better. “Silver! Silver! We done found silver.” I guess that will work!

We started talking about the best way to handle our silver once we dug it up. We
would probably have to find a place to rebury it until we could find out how and where to



sell it. Doug said we would probably have to guard it all the time so that one or the other of

us would not steal it. We got on him good for not trusting us.

We were quiet for a spell, then I said, “You know, Doug has a good point. If we
don’t have someone to watch the silver, it might end up like it was before we found it. Lost

again and we will probably have to come back as old ghost to protect our treasure, scaring

kids and all. I suggest we go ahead and split up the treasure and then each of us can decide
what we want to do with our share. That way if we do bury it, we will be protecting our own

property.”

Homer said, “Well, that will be pretty good if it is something we can split four ways.
What if it is something that is not easy to divide four ways? Then what?”

I looked over at Homer and laughed and said, “What do you mean, four ways, black

boy?” I went to running right away but Homer caught me and tackled me before I got
twenty yards away. After wrestling a bit, we had a good laugh about it and got back in our

huddle to discuss the treasure split further.

Pretty soon we had done enough talking. We wanted some of the treasure to jingle
in our pockets. We had decided that there was probably of lot of silver coins in that cache

and we could spend a few of them without causing any undue suspicion.

It takes a lot of money even for a kid to operate anymore. The movie is ten cents,
popcorn is a nickel and a hamburger is 25 cents. If you want to take a girl somewhere, then

brother, you better be loaded. It gets embarrassing when you don’t have enough cash to pay

for all you are buying.
I took this girl to the drug store one day for a sundae and I was ten cents short, only

I didn’t know until after we had ordered. I had to sneak up and ask Mr. Albert if I could

come back in a little while and pay him the other ten cents. He said it would be all right since
he knew me and all. But that is down right embarrassing, ain’t it folks? I mean to tell you,

you better have a pretty good count of all the money in your pocket if you are taking a girl

somewheres.
When C.C. and I can work down at the sawmill, we got all kind of spending money.

We stand in the pay line like the men folks and on several occasions we have been paid four

dollars a week. Every time we stack lumber we are paid that much. If we are doodling
sawdust or being a water boy, Uncle El will only pay us two dollars a week for those jobs.

Anyway, when we are working, we walk mighty tall amongst the girls, I can tell you

that. Having folding money in your pocket is a mighty good feeling. Well, come to think of
it, change ain’t bad either



Chapter Ten

Doug and I gathered around C. C. like we were interested in what he had to say. We

were really trying very hard to keep the shovel from sight and C. C. was the only one who

thought he was doing a very good job.
Finally he got mad and pushed it over to Doug telling him to take care of it since he

knew so much about it. And he did. He had on a shirt that was big enough for C.C. and me

both. Homer did not join us until we got down to the rail road tracks. Folks around our
community knew that we were all pals but we did not want anyone talking about us, today of

all days. After all, in a few minutes we probably gonna be pretty wealthy boys.

Seems like it took us forever to get back to where we needed to do the digging.
Nobody had messed around the find while we were gone. We did cover the hole with some

sticks so it was not so evidence should someone walk by. We quickly went to digging. Well, I

said that wrong.
We quickly went to trying to dig. We could not get the shovel to penetrate that old

hard ground. So we turned the shovel to a ninety-degree angle and tried using it like a

pickaxe. That worked a little better but it was still slow going.
After about an hour at whacking away at the ground, we could finally see what

looked like a molasses bucket. We did not want to take a chance on messing up anything in

the bucket, so we started being very careful not to penetrate the bucket with the pickaxe.
After we got most of the bucket showing, C.C. and I got sticks and started cleaning

dirt away from either side of the bucket. All the time, Doug and Homer were hurrying us up.

Doug was saying, “Nobody buries anything important in an old syrup bucket. I’ll bet you it’s
just an old empty bucket some body threw away years ago. I can remember when my daddy

took his lunch in on old syrup bucket. It could be some logger forgot his bucket one day and

it got covered up. Treasure’s would be better protected than in a dad-blamed old bucket, I
can tell you that.”

Homer was listening to him pretty intently and then he said, “My daddy buried some

stuff in an old bucket one time. I don’t know what it was but I remember it was papers and
stuff. Maybe some folks don’t have anything else to bury their treasures in, you ever thought

of that?”

Doug said that,” naw, he had never given it much thought at all.” He said he “buried
some pennies in a Price Albert can one time.”

About that time the bucket came loose. We turned it up on its end. It was getting

rusty in places but by and large it was in pretty good shape. It had a slotted lid that looked
like it had grown to the buckets and it felt like it as well. Our pocket knifes were not doing

any good with the lid at all.

We took the edge of the shovel blade and got it under the lip of the lid and it started
moving. It still took a long time to get it all the way off. We looked inside and there was part



of an old quilt it looked like. C. C. gently pulled the cloth out of the bucket. It was wrapped

in a ball.

We all gathered round with the cloth in the very center of us. We were all holding
our breath wondering just what we were going to find. It couldn’t be very much. C. C. said it

didn’t weight anything at all, so it couldn’t be very valuable. He rolled it out little by little.

After the second turn, there was a coin, a gold coin. Doug and Homer went to
gasping. I was to excited to do anything. He rolled it out some more and there was another

gold coin. I picked up one and the side I was looking at said TWENTY D. Above the word

twenty was a letter, “O”. On that same side it had an eagle with two snakes in its talons and
a “stars and bars” shield across its chest. On the other side was a lady with a band around

her head that said LIBERTY. It had a reeded edge to the coin and there were thirteen stars

around the lady. The date on the coin was 1856.
Homer and me had been examining this coin while C. C. and Doug was looking at

the other one, which was exactly like the one I was looking at only the date on it was 1860.

So we had found forty dollars in gold coins which came to ten dollars apiece. We were
happy about that, but we didn’t think the music-playing ghosts would be playing all that

much music for forty dollars. That was a lot of money in 1861, for sure, and it wasn’t bad for

1950 but was it enough to get old ghosts really turned on? I don’t know for sure but I don’t
think so.

We talked it over and decided that there were probably some more buckets up and

down Mulberry Hollow. So we wrapped the coins again and put them back in the bucket.
We decided we would take turns carrying the bucket.

However I noticed that we all kept a close eye on whoever had the bucket. Homer

was first.
Homer said, “Hey, ya’ll are making me feel guilty just by the way you are looking at

me. Would ya’ll ease up just a little bit?”

We went back to looking and we decided to put two guys on the hillside of the
hollow figuring the person burying the money would not want the floods that happened ever

so often washing his money away. We walked on past our swimming hole looking, but we

did not see another thing that even resembled a treasure burial site.
We decided to have a round table discussion on what we needed to do with our

coins. Only thing wrong with a round table discussion with us, it’s hard to figure out who

had the floor. We had some friends on the debate team so we knew there were supposed to
be rules of order, but we did not know what they were. Everybody was talking at once and

Doug raised his voice at me a couple of times. I looked at Homer and smiled which made

Doug madder.
Finally, C.C. says, “Guys, maybe we need to talk to someone who knows something

about gold money. Especially coins this old. These dates are before the civil war so they may

be important. No, important is not the word I’m looking for. They could be, huh, huh.
Maybe it’s collectable.”

How about valuable?” said Homer.

C. C. said, “Yeah, that too.”
“Anyway,” C. C. continued, “there are people who collect coins just to say they have



them. My daddy looks through his coins all the time looking at the dates. I’m not sure what

he is looking for. But I never have seen him with a gold coin like these here. Do you think

we can ask him?”
I spoke up and said, “Why don’t you ask him if he ever heard about gold coins and

what they are worth, especially about the 20.00 dollar variety of coins. You don’t really have

to tell him anything except you heard some guys talking. You ain’t lying. It was us, but he
don’t have to know that, does he.” C.C. agreed to do it and then the discussion got started

about who would hold on to the coins until we made some decision about them.

We made a pact, cross your heart and hope to die pact, that we would bury the coins
again, but in a different spot. No single one of us could dig them up, but in emergency

situations two or three could make a decision to dig them up and rebury them for safe

keeping reasons only. We took our knives and make a small cut in the palm of our hands and
we all shook on a blood oath with a hope to die promise. That made us all feel better.

We went back over to the hilly side of the branch and reburied the coins exactly five

of Doug paces uphill from a big hickory nut tree. We all looked it over real good so we
could remember it forever.

Chapter Eleven

“We are rich.” C. C. said, “Plum stinking double-dog rich. Daddy said coins like that
would be worth a dad-blame fortune.”

I got excited too, “Did he say how much they would be worth?”

“No, he didn’t actually say how much they would be worth other than saying it
would be a dad-blame fortune.” C. C. said.

I asked, “I don’t know a whole lot about it, but at what figure does a fortune start?

Reckon its two hundred dollars? If it was a hundred dollars I think he would have said a
hundred dollars. So I’ll bet you it’s more than a hundred dollars. I bet you a fortune could

even start at more like a thousand dollars.”

Homer says, “No way, not a thousand dollars. Even if it is gold, it can’t be that
much. I think a fortune is more like 2 or 3 hundred dollars.”

I said, “Dad-gum it all, C.C., you just got to ask Uncle El how much a fortune is this

day and time. Surely forty dollars ain’t a fortune.”
Doug said, “You “idget”, ain’t no way forty dollars could be a fortune. My daddy

makes nearly ‘bout 40.00 a week now and he ain’t getting no fortune. The way I figure it,

there is fifty-two weeks in a years and forty dollars times 52 weeks is, let me see…” Doug



goes to multiplying in the sand with a stick. Pretty soon, he says, “That’s over two thousand

dollars, if I figured it right. That how much a fortune would have to be if you got it all at one

time.”
I was amazed, “Dang, Doug, that’s some pretty good thinking you are doing and I

think I agree with you. That’s about what all our Daddy’s make and if you could get it at one

time, it would be “A DAD-BLAME F-O-R-T-U-N-E. That has got to be what Uncle El was
saying.”

We were down on Mulberry very near where our treasure was buried and we were

thinking it was about time to dig it up. About that time it went to raining. We went to
running for the bridge over Mulberry Branch. It rained and rained. Pretty soon the water was

getting up close to our feet. We decided we better be getting on home and retrieve our dad-

blame fortune later.
The next morning I got up after a nearly sleepless night and it is still raining. It was

raining and storming so hard you could not even go outside. It was thundering and lighting

and the wind was blowing something fierce. It had turned bad cold as well. The wind was
coming through the cracks in the wall and you could not get close enough to the wood

stove. Momma sent me out for more wood two different times that day.

I went to bed that night and buried myself as deep as I could under the covers. I
slept with my big brother and he liked to sleep with his arm and leg over me. For once I did

not complain about that. Most of the time I would call Momma to make him get off of me

but I didn’t want to this night. The next morning we had snow on the ground and just about
the time I thought I was going to get outside to play in it, it turned to rain again and sleet.

And the wind went to blowing again and it was so cold there was no way I wanted to go

outside then. There was ice forming on everything, tree limbs breaking off and power lines
snapping in to. It stayed bad for days on end. We just about run out of firewood so Pop, my

brother and I had to spend a whole bunch of time cutting firewood. The school bus did not

run several days during that period. It is a good thing that it didn’t ‘because I didn’t want to
do anything except read and stay under the covers and I sure didn’t want to go to school.

After about a week, it warmed up some but not a whole lot. Matter of fact, the

weather was so bad all winter that we did not have a chance to get back down to where our
treasure was buried. We got to together up at the store a few times and quietly talked about

“our dad-blame fortune” while we were drinking a R.C. Cola.

One of the things we talked about was all the rain we had been getting all winter long
and we were hoping our treasure was still ok. We were all pretty sure we could find the exact

spot come spring. Hopefully, the music-playing ghosts would leave it alone. We decided that

old ghosts didn’t like to be cold either so we figured they would not be getting out in this
mess.



Chapter Twelve

Uncle Troy said that was one of the coldest winters on record and all of others at the
store that day agreed that was probably right. All of us boys knew that it was the worse we

had ever seen. However, today started off a little cool, but had warmed up pretty nicely

about mid-day. We all agreed, come Saturday; we had a little hunting we needed to do.
We had not even had a hint of a job the whole winter long. Matter of fact, our folks

had not had steady work either. So money was pretty dad-gum short and we had a long time

to think about our fortune. The time was right for digging up our treasure and selling it, or
whatever you do to high-dollar coins like we had. I had heard you could even put high dollar

coins in auctions and sell them to the highest bidder. I’ll have to think about that some.

Saturday morning about 10 a.m. we met down at the trestle and this time C.C. had
his little WW2 shovel and he did not try to hide it. He came by himself and if anyone saw

him it could have only been his own folks.

From the trestle on down to the treasure site was all forest so we did not think we
would see anyone. We were all ready to have us some spending money.

The only thing, we were all arguing about what to do to convert the coins into

spending money. We knew we could easily get the face value of the coins but there had to be
some way to get the whole “dad-blame fortune” out of our find. I mentioned that since

Uncle El saved some coins, maybe he would pay more than face value for them. Uncle El

may not have a whole lot of money in his pockets, but we had heard he had a pretty good
account at the bank.

After all, he was paying C. C. and me 4.00 dollars a week each when we were

working, and he was paying my daddy about forty dad-gum dollars a week and he had about
twenty or thirty other hands he had to pay like he did my daddy, so he had to have a “stash

of cash” somewhere, didn’t he?

And I’ll just bet you any amount of money you want to bet that Uncle El could tell
you how much a fortune was if you were to ask him. If we are going to sell to him I can tell

you this much. We need to find out what those con-founded coins are worth or Uncle El

will get them from us cheap, cheap, and cheap. You can count on that. That fellow didn’t get
that big bank account falling asleep at the wheel, I can tell you that. No sir-ree bob, he didn’t

do that for sure.

So we just got to find out somewhere how much we need to ask for our coins. While
we were still at the trestle, we were discussing that very thing. C.C. allowed as how he had an

Uncle up in Birmingham and he knows about everything. He is a college professor so he is

real smart. Uncle El said he didn’t have any sense but he had a lot of book learning,
whatever that means.

Anyway, C.C. is going to write him and tell him he has a buddy who found these

coins, describing the coins to him and asking him if he knows what the value of such coins
were. We thought that was a great idea and we would just have to wait on all the candy and



soda’s for a while longer.

Finally, we just could not wait any longer being separated from our dad-blame

fortune. We went to hurrying on down yonder to the place where we buried the treasure.
We were getting close to the branch when all of a sudden, there was this music. I

ain’t kidding you buddy, no-sir-ree, I ain’t. It was loud and plain. “Turkey in the straw”.

Guitars, banjos, fiddles and I don’t know what all else. It was all in there.
We stopped dead still far about three bars. Then, buddy, you talk about two

stepping. For every step that hit the ground we were taking about two in the air. I had never

notice so many briar patches before. They were tearing me up but they were not slowing me
down.

In no time at all we were back to the trestle and there is a pretty good space between

the railroad and where the timberline starts. The music stopped as soon as we got out of the
woods. We were all breathing so hard we could not talk. We just set there for about ten or

fifteen minutes.

Finally Homer says, “Now what are we gonna do. Seems to me like they done
reclaimed the treasure. What if they won’t let us back in there to dig it up?”

Doug said, “Well, they can just have my ten dollars. I don’t think it’s worth getting

killed over. Do ya’ll?”
C. C. spoke up and said, “We can wait awhile and try again. I sure don’t want to give

up just yet. What about you, Pete, what do you think?”

And I’m glad he asked me ‘cause I had been doing some thinking while we were
resting. I was ready for some candy and sodas and them dad-gum ghosts were messing with

the wrong boy. The other thing was, I was a lot tougher when the ghosts stayed in the

woods.
“Here’s the deal,” I said, “The three of you are going back down toward the treasure,

and the same way we just came. You got to make enough noise for four because I’m going

back up to the road. I’m going down to the bridge over Mulberry branch and going down
the top of the hill until I get down to where we buried the treasure. Ya’ll make sure and get

the ghosts attention and try not to run off to fast.”

“When I hear them chasing ya’ll, I’ll dig up the coins and beat it back to the top of
the hill. What do ya’ll think about that plan?”

Doug says, “what if the band splits up too and the guitars and banjos chase us and

the fiddlers chase you? What about that?”
I said, “I guarantee you one thing, I sure can’t dig and listen to fiddlers at the same

time. Let’s just hope that that don’t happen. Ok?”

They all shook their head up and down but there wasn’t a whole lot of conviction in
the shake, I can tell you that. Anyway, I got the shovel and told them to give me a ten-

minute head start and then C.C., Doug and Homer were to head on down to the treasure

site.
Yonder I went, pretty fast for a fat boy. I wanted to be up on top of the hill about

where the treasure was buried by the time C.C., Doug and Homer got close again. I had just

started looking and was only a few feet down the hill when them dad gummed boys went to
playing music again. Well, there wasn’t nothing to do except run. I did good at that let me



tell you. Nothing gets me more excited than a dad- barn old ghost, in this case, several of

them.

Just as I got to the top of the hill my feet slipped out from under me. I was running
up the hill at an angle when I fell but the hill was so steep that I went to rolling down the hill

toward the music makers.

I must have stopped rolling right at the edge of the bandstand. I expected to see
them clearly, but I couldn’t see them very well. I could see something of a faint outline. But

what they lacked in being visible they more than made up for in being vocal. They were loud.

Not the least bit bashful in making their music. I couldn’t move. I couldn’t talk. I just lay
there looking stupid.

Finally after listening to “Turkey in the Straw” about 15 times seemed like, I said,

don’t you boys know anything else, Do you have to play the same music over and over? I
guess you do that to scare people more, don’t you?”

The music stopped. I could see a guy standing over me real good. I couldn’t make

out his face or nothing like that, but I could dang sure tell it was a big boy ghost and he
wasn’t looking too friendly at the time.

He said to me, “and just what music do you want to hear, young man?” I asked,

“Do you know Yankee Doodle?”
He didn’t move, just stood there looking at me. I could see him pretty good now and

he did have on a civil war uniform. The band was not moving either. They had on civil war

uniforms too. All of a sudden every one of those old ghosts went to walking toward me.
The banjo player came over to me and said, “Thit, you know we don’t play that

thong. Just what you thhinking about?”

I was kind of amused since I had never heard a lisping ghost before. I couldn’t help
but smile real big, forgetting for a moment that he was a ghost. I kind’a liked him. So I said,

“Well, what other songs do you know?”

He looked at me for a while like he was trying to figure me out but he finally said,
“Well thir, we know a whole bunch of thongs. Thongs like the Boys from Alabamy and old

Joe Clark, to name just a few.”

He looked like he was about to say more but the rest of the band was gathering
around real close like and I couldn’t take it anymore. I jumped up and went to running.

I could hear C.C. down stream aways hollering at me, “Where you going with the

shovel? How come you running off? Did you get the treasure?”
Well buddy, I just didn’t have time to be chewing the fat with C.C. right now. Pretty

soon them dang ghosts are gonna turn on him and Doug and Homer and talking ain’t one of

the things they gonna be doing.
I had no more that thought that and the band went to playing, real loud again. I

could hear Homer hollering louder than the other two but they were all doing outstanding

vocals. Seemed that way to me, at least.
But I do think the band had changed songs.


