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Chapter Thirteen
“How long are you guys going to stand there
looking at me? I can’t help it if Mrs. Old Lady
Thornton’s horse took a liking to me. It’s a pretty good
old horse.” I said.
C. C. says, “What the heck is going on? I don’t know
a whole lot but I know there ain’t no way you are going
to start petting that horse. What did he do, chase you
until he plum wore you out?”
“No, He didn’t chase me until he plum wore me
out. The truth is I just kind ‘a held out my hand and he
came to me. I ain’t as scared of him as you make me
out to be.” I said.
C.C. said, “I ain’t believing this.”
Doug said, “Me neither. That’s the same old white
horse that tried to run us down over at the creek the
other day. As I remember it, you were running just as
hard as we were. What changed your mind?”
Well, it wasn’t nothing to do but tell them the real
story. So I did. When I got to the part about getting the
potato peeled and having it close to my mouth and the
horse just kind ‘a claimed it, Homer went to laughing.
He was laughing just a little at first, and then he grabs
his stomach and doubles over laughing.
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Then Doug started. Then C. C. started. Wasn’t
nothing left for me to do except join in. Mr. Chauffeur
Man steps out of the back door and looks at us like we
have gone crazy and that makes all of us laugh that
much harder. We are crying we are laughing so hard.
When we finally got to where we could talk C. C.
said,”Why did we come up here today?”
I said, “I was going to look for the well, remember?
That dad gum horse made me forget everything for a
while. But if you are asking me to go looking for the
well again then I’ve got to go home and get some more
baked sweet Potatoes. But I ain’t nearly as scared of
that horse now as I once was. Why don’t we ask Mr.
Chauffeur man if we can go looking for my horse and
that will give us a chance to look for the well.”
C. C. says, “Great idea, Pete. That old horse scared



some sense into you. Did you think he was going to
bite you when he got up close to your face? Or did you
think he was going to kiss you?” Doug and Homer
went to laughing again. It’s going to be a long time
before they let me forget this.
Anyway, I called Mr. Chauffeur Man and asked if it
was ok to go looking for the horse. He said it would be
all right but to come back by the house before leaving
the property. We went back through the woods looking
for the sandpits and the horse.
We were just about ready to call it quits when we
came out into a clearing and right in front of us was a
beautiful sandbank. The bottom layer of sand was pure
white running about a hundred feet or so. Above that,
about a foot wide was a strip of yellow sand, then
another layer of two or three feet of white and then one
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more yellow before it changed to gravel. The entire
bank of sand was about thirty feet deep.
All of us just stood there looking, awe struck. The
sun was shinning down on it and it sure was a sight to
behold. I wondered if maybe Mrs. Old Lady Thornton
was protecting this.
“Wow, what a beautiful sight.” Says Homer.
Doug said, “You ain’t lying. Looks to me like this
is the real value of this property. I wonder if Herr Karl
Van whatever is really after this sand. What do you do
with sand anyway?”
“At the plant where my uncle works, they sand blast
metal. It cleans it up real nice too.” Said Homer.
C. C. said, “I believe they make glass out of it.”
I said, “They use it to make sand paper to, don’t
they? But hadn’t we better get to looking for a well or
one disguised as something else” What is that funny
looking contraption over yonder?” We went over and
had a look. It was a horse drawn road grader. I
said,”I’ll bet if we looked good we could find a road
where wagons use to come back up in here and load up
with sand.”
C. C. spoke up saying, “Matter of fact, Pete, look
back over there. You see that opening where the old
timber is back aways from this new growth stuff? That
had to be a road at one time”
We went over and had a good look and sure enough,
you could still see the ruts of the road.
“Now we are getting somewhere,” said Doug. “I’ll
bet there is an old horse trough around here
somewhere too and it will be close to where the well



was, or maybe I should say, is.”
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C. C., who had walked a few feet around the old
road area, spoke up and said, “I’ll be damned. Ain’t that
a black berry patch over yonder?”
All three of us spoke at once, “Dang sure is.”
I’m already thinking. “You know what guys? We
could catch the old white horse with a batch of sweet
potatoes and hitch him up to the road grader and grade
down that patch of black berries. If the well is in there,
we will find it. What do ya’ll think?”
They all said, in unison, “Let’s go get the taters!”
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Chapter Fourteen
We made it up on the way home that we all were
going to ask our Momma’s to bake some sweet
potatoes for supper and a couple of extra for us to take
fishing the next day. We were always doing that, taking
food on our fishing trips I mean, so they would not
think anything about us asking for baked potatoes.
However, when it come to packing our lunch we
always stocked up like we were going to be gone a
couple of weeks. That was one thing about us cousins,
we liked to eat.
Did I ever tell you about having family reunions
ever year and all the eating we would do? The reunions
usually lasted for two days because some of our folks
still came in horse and wagons. They would cook
Brunswick stew in two big wash pots. I can’t tell you
what all went in it but I can tell you some of the things;
pork, beef, turtle, squirrel and apparently all those
mixtures of meat was the most important ingredients.
Then the vegetables; corn, okra, tomatoes were all very
important and I don’t know what all else, but it all
mixed up real fine and tasty.
The men folks would get up real early and start the
fire around the wash pots. I don’t know what they put
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in first, but they stirred on that stuff from about 4am
until about noon. Then we would spend the rest of the
day eating it and it was so good, we just stuffed and
stuffed until we were plum miserable.
If anything was left over they put it in fruit jars and
the folks took it home with them for supper, maybe
supper for a couple of days.
While the men folks were doing the Brunswick stew
the women folks were baking bread and cakes and pies.
They always shooed us kids out of the kitchen, so I



don’t know who it was, but one of those ladies could
make the best fried apple pies of anybody in this world.
She must have been one of those that came from way
down yonder a ways because that was the only time I
would get those fried apple pies.
Well, back to my story. The next morning bright and
early we had our lunches and our fishing poles and
headed for the creek. It was out of its banks so much
through here that it kept the undergrowth washed away
up close to the creek banks. Now if we were taking our
bikes it was much easier to go around by the road.
You know, now that Homer had put a hex on Mrs.
Old Lady Thornton none of us boys was nearly as
scared. I guess if someone said boo while we were on
our way up to the Thornton place, we might have run
off just a little. But our thinking wasn’t scared any
more.
We were actually doing some planning and
discussing the well and catching the horse, and talking
about being on the Old Thornton place without being
all bug eyed and squeaky voiced about it. Pop and
Uncle El would have been right proud of us if we had
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told them about this. But we didn’t tell anyone. We
want all this gold for ourselves.
We came out on the road just north of the old
Thornton place and we turned south on the road and
headed for the Thornton house. Mr. Chauffeur Man’s
car was not parked by the side of the house like it
normally is.
C. C. says, “I reckon those two men went over to
Columbus last night to spend the night. They talked like
they would go over there ever so often. I kind ‘a hate to
go up in that yard without somebody being here. What
do ya’ll think?”
With the hair already standing up on the back of my
neck, I said, “You know, this old place feels like it used
to feel, kind ‘a scary and all. Do ya’ll feel like that too?”
Doug’s eyes were very wide when he said, “It
dang sure does and ain’t that a light moving around in
that bedroom?”
Just about that time that light came through the
bedroom door and out into the breezeway, floating
around, nobody was holding it as far as we could see,
but then we didn’t look all that long. For once in my
life I forgot all about my lunch, sweet potatoes and all,
and just as fast as my two fat stubby legs would carry
me, was exactly how fast I was going.



I ain’t never seen anyone run as fast as Homer. We
all started off about shoulder to shoulder, but in just a
little bit Homer is way out yonder in front of me and C.
C. Doug is long legged and all but he can’t keep up with
us today. We ran and ran until we just couldn’t go
anymore. We had ended up down in the swamp taking
a short cut to the creek. Pretty soon we just had stop
62 Mrs. Old Lady Thornton’s Treasure
because we were plum wore to a frazzle. We had to lie
down in the grass amongst the stickers and red bugs
and everything.
When I could finally get enough air to talk I said,
“Dad blame you Homer. We didn’t order a one-day hex
on Mrs. Old Lady Thornton. We were hoping you
would dispose of her for several days.”
“Well, number one Mister, I told you I would do the
best I could, which I did, but I didn’t give you any
guarantees. Number two, I was feeling pretty good in
giving us one day. I never tried anything like that before
and personally, I think I did pretty dang good.”
Doug spoke up and said,” Homer, you done read
good. We had never set foot on the old Thornton place
before your hex and we got to see the sandpits and all.
Wasn’t that pretty? I think you done real good.”
I was feeling bad that I had come on so strong to
Homer. He and Doug were both right of course. So I
said, “You are right, Doug. I was just hoping that
Homer’s hex would last for a long time. I enjoyed
visiting the Old Thornton place too. You know, we
have done something our daddy’s have never done and
that is touring the old Thornton place, excepting the
sandpits of course. Homer, do you reckon you could
put the hex on her again?”
Homer says, “I think I have to start all over with
different stuff of hers. I really don’t know. I want to
just rest and think about this for a while. What do you
reckon happened to the two men that had been staying
there?” We discussed that issue for some time
and finally decided we would go up to the store and see
if any gossip was going around. Usually that's where
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you hear about all the goings on around our part of the
world.
When we got up to the store the first thing we could
see was that black Buick sedan. Mr. Chauffeur man was
not sitting in it. We go into the store and there was Mr.
Chauffeur Man ever excited! He was talking, “…… you
should have seen it Mr. Austin! That light was going all



over the place and you could make out the outline of a
lady and she was picking up things and throwing them
at us. She did not once pick up any of her old stuff, just
our stuff. She was picking our beer out of the cooler
and throwing the bottles at us. You see this knot on my
head? She hit me with one of them. There is no way I
will spend another night at that place. Herr Karl will
just have to hire himself a new chauffeur.”
“And a new gardener” said the other man, “I will
never go back to that place even if I have to walk
home.”
Mr. Chauffeur man allowed as how he was on his
way to see Herr Karl and would probably be fired. He
told every one of us kids goodbye, shook our hands and
everything. He made us feel special and him saying he
would probably be fired also made us feel bad.
We didn’t say anything for a long time after Mr.
Chauffeur Man left. Finally, C.C. asked Mr. Austin if it
would be all right if we all had a R.C. Cola on his
Daddy’s credit. Mr. Austin said it would probably be all
right under the circumstances. That made us feel lots
better but I was kind of missing my lunch now. Not
enough to go back for it however.
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Chapter Fifteen
We did not want to be going back up to the
Thornton place until Homer put another hex on Mrs.
Old Lady Thornton. If Mr. Chauffeur man comes back
and spends some time up there we might reconsider
our decision. However, he has said there is no way he
will be going back. From that standpoint, I guess we
will just have to wait and see.
For several days we just messed around fishing and
stuff. Homer and I went frog gigging one night and got
a good mess of frog legs. Uncle El sure was happy
about that. He does love his frog legs. I never tried
them myself but they say they taste just like chicken so
there ain’t no reason for me to try them. I’ll just keep
eating chicken.
They tell me that frog legs keep on jumping while
you are frying them. Now I don’t know that for a fact,
but that what I been told. If it is true, that would be just
a little bit to much for me.
But Uncle El tells me if we had frog legs to sell in
New York City or some place like that, we could make
a fortune. Maybe one of these days Homer and I can
catch a tote sack full and head up that way.



We had almost forgot all about Mrs. Old Lady
Thornton until a few days later we were up at the store
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having a R. C. Cola and up drives a big black Buick
sedan. The driver ain’t our Mr. Chauffeur Man. Matter
of fact, this guy looks like a real sissy. Our Mr.
Chauffeur man was all right. I know dang sure this new
fellow could not stand up to Mrs. Old Lady Thornton
at all. Anyway, he jumps out of the car and opened
the door for Herr Karl. Herr Karl still had that cloak
around his shoulders plus a coat and tie like he usually
wore. It was hot too. I wonder what he wears when its
gets cold? Herr Karl comes on in the store and his new
Mr. Chauffeur Man comes in with him. Herr Karl asks
Mr. Austin if he owes him anything from his old
employees and explains that he had to fire the two that
was originally assigned to his property here in Alabama.
He has hired some new people and he will be taking
them over there today. He mentioned that the other
two were scared off that property somehow; he was not
sure how as they were rather incoherent in explaining
what happened. His new people would take care of
things proper like.
All of us kids looked at each other and smiled. We
figured we were going to have some fun in the next day
or two watching them taking care of business proper
like.C. C. motioned his head toward the door like he
wanted us to go outside. Doug didn’t see him at first so
he had to do it a couple of times. We all went on out
and C. C. says, “Boys, let’s start packing cause the fun’s
a fixing to start. We need to get on up close to the
Thornton place and get a good hiding place because I
believe Mrs. Old Lady Thornton is coming out tonight.
What do ya’ll think?”
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Doug and I did it again, in unison, “Let’s get
started.”
It makes C. C. mad for us to always be doing that.
But that’s just the way we are.
We rushed on to our houses and went to packing
our camping gear. My folks were wondering about all
the over night camping trips we had been taking lately,
however good food was hard to come by so anytime we
could catch a few fish extra, it helped out, and they
didn’t mind that one bit. All of us cousin’s was in the
same boat in that regard. It’s not that we were poor, we
just didn’t have any money, and we had always lived off
the land.



In about an hour, we had assembled at the logging
road that followed the creek up toward the Old
Thornton Place. It was getting close to dark by the time
we arrived across the road from the graveyard and
house place. Mr. Fancy Man’s car was parked out front
so I guess he is going to spend the night as well. They
had bought more provisions while we were still at the
store listening to all they had to say.
I pulled out one of my sausage and egg biscuit so I
would have something to munch on while watching the
show and all. C.C. and Doug also were eating some
goodies from their sack. I couldn’t make out what
Doug was eating, but C. C. had a fried apple pie. I
would have swapped with him if he had offered, but he
didn’t, dad blame it.
The new chauffeur, Mr. Sissy Britches, was lighting a
lamp in the kitchen and Mr. Fancy Man had been out
back, surveying his kingdom, I suppose and the other
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fellow could be seen over at the stove and it looked like
he was preparing some food.
Anyway, smoke was bellowing out of the stovepipe
and it was too hot to need a fire, so I guess he was
cooking. We saw Mr. Fancy Man come into the kitchen,
take off his cloak and hand it to Mr. Sissy Britches. Mr.
Sissy Britches walked out of the kitchen into the
breezeway and had opened the door to the bedroom
when he stopped, real quick like.
About that time we could see a glow of light in the
bedroom. We were pretty sure Mrs. Old Lady Thornton
had just made her presents known to Mr. Sissy britches,
who was still standing there, however, he had dropped
Mr. Fancy Man’s cloak. Then he started backing up and
had almost backed into the kitchen. He was pointing
toward the light and trying to speak, or maybe I should
say, trying to scream.
As his back hits the kitchen door he finally gets it
out, ‘HERR KARL, HERR KARL, HERR KARL” Mr.
Fancy Man opens the kitchen door allowing Mr. Sissy
Britches to fall over backwards. That light was right in
front of Mr. Fancy Man and he, I will have to say, was
pretty brave ‘cause he just kept on walking toward Mrs.
Old Lady Thornton until he walked right through the
light. Then he turns around and looks at Mrs. Old Lady
Thornton, eyes as big as saucers. Mr. Sissy Britches and
Mr. Cooking Man have both gotten out into the
breezeway somehow and are running toward the car.
Mr. Fancy Man is still standing there watching the



light and by now you can make out the outline of a lady
holding the lantern. She floats right up to Mr. Fancy
Man and by now she is almost as bright as the light she
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is holding. She walks right through him one more
time. By now Mr. Sissy Britches has the car running and
is backing out into the road. Mr. Fancy Man sees that
Mr. Sissy Britches is leaving and he goes to running to
catch him, screaming while he runs.
“YOU BETTER NOT RUN OFF AND LEAVE
ME. YOU WILL NEVER WORK AS A
CHAUFFEUR AGAIN. YOU STOP THAT CAR.”
Mr. Sissy Britches comes to a screeching halt and
Mr. Fancy Man who was already running after him
crashes into the trunk of the car and falls down on the
gravel road. He gets up real quick like and gets into the
car and it takes off almost as if it had been rehearsed.
I looked down at my hand and it was still holding
my last bite of sausage egg biscuit and my mouth was
still open like it was expecting me to insert something
into it. Neither one of us have moved one inch. We are
spell bound to everything going on.
The light appears right in front of us, in the blink of
an eye it had come from the house over to where we
were. We cannot move. That light circled us, real slow
like, three times.
Then it stops and then we can see an old lady. Her
face lights up and she smiles at us. She smiles at us, real
big, like it is funny to her too. Then she just disappears.
We just set there for some time, it might have been two
minutes or it might have been fifteen minutes. We
didn’t move, didn’t talk, just sat there.
Finally I said to C. C., “You ready to go back to
stacking lumber?”
C. C. said, “Yeah, let’s leave this old place alone.”
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And we did. As far as I know, Mr. Fancy Man still
owns that old place. But I never heard another word
about him rebuilding or moving that old graveyard.
And from time to time I hear that someone
mentions seeing a light up on the Old Thornton Place,
But C.C., Doug, Homer and I just leave her alone. She
could have really had us that night but she chose to
show us she could still enjoy a good laugh too. And
from time to time I throw a sweet potato over in that
yard when I go by on my bike, but I never have seen
that old white horse again. We still talk about it every
once in a while, but with a little more respect for Mrs.



Old Lady Thornton.
As far as us boys are concerned, the treasure up on
the Thornton place will remain just where they are for
now………. probably forever.


