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Chapter One




     Mrs. Old Lady Thornton lived back up yonder aways from our house, not quite a half a day’s ride by bike. We didn’t really like going by that place all that much since the Thornton family believed in burying their dead in the front yard. Plus, the front yard was almost all the way out to the road. So you couldn’t help but get a full view of the dang graveyard every time you passed it. You could read the names on the markers if you were a mind to, which I never was, I was always to busy pedaling to do a whole lot of reading getting by that place.
     You may have heard me talk about this old place before, but just in case you haven’t, I’ll tell you about it. The Thornton family lived there long before my time, so I’ll just have to tell you the stories I have heard about it. But I believe that they are true since I got most of my information from my Daddy and my Uncle El. I don’t believe they would lie to me, no sir-ree, not for one minute do I think that.
     Well, it seems like Mrs. Old Lady Thornton lost her husband in one of the wars. It never was made clear to me which war but folks around here are always talking about the civil war so it may have been it. Whichever one it was, her man got killed in it.
      Now I don’t think he is one of them laying up yonder in that graveyard, but he could be. I just never went up to inspect. Another thing about that is  I ain’t gonna go inspect, you can forget that, yes sir-ree bob, you can just forget that. 
     Anyways, Mrs. Old Lady Thornton lived there years and years all by herself. I guess at one time she had a family ‘cause there is a bunch of folks
 out there in the graveyard. 
     But what I want to tell you about is Mrs. Old Lady Thornton protecting her property. My daddy tells that if you were out coon hunting on the darkest or coldest night of the Year, yonder would come Mrs. Old Lady Thornton to chase you off. 
     She came up and spoke to Daddy and them a couple of times but after a 
while, just as soon as Pop and his buddies saw Mrs. Old Lady Thornton’s  lantern coming toward them, they took off. In a hurry too. He said there was just something about that old lady that was plum scary. He said it  happened time and time again. 
     Another thing about that old place, nothing in that house had been moved since Mrs. Old Lady Thornton died.  It’s like she had gone out to pick blackberries or something. Some old ghosts might like blackberries too.
     Now it’s not by chance that I mention black berries. You could see the berries up there in her back yard but we could just never get up the nerve to go pick some. Even as much as all of us loved black berries we didn’t want to be trapped in Mrs. Old Lady Thornton’s back yard just in case she decided to come home. 
     You see, even though she was now a ghost, Mrs. Old Lady Thornton and her lantern still came around from time to time, especially, if she saw somebody hanging around.  One day my cousin C. C. sent up a signal from his house. 
     Understand that he lived up on a high hill.  I lived down on one side and Cousin Doug lived down on the other side, so it was real easy for C.C. to send the signals.  He has a trolley wheel and a rope up in an oak tree.  He would hoist up a flag telling us what he wanted.  A red flag meant we were to meet over behind Doug’s house.  A blue flag meant we were to meet up at C.C.’s house, and a white flag meant we would meet at my house.  A yellow flag meant we would meet down at the trestle over Mulberry Branch and in a hurry ‘cause C.C. had something important to tell us.  Sometimes Doug or I would raise the flag if we had something come up.     
     Well, on this particular day C. C. raised the yellow flag. Doug and me both saw the signal about the same time so we were over yonder to the creek pronto. Doug was huffing and puffing and wanting C. C. to tell him what was going on before I even got there ‘cause he just naturally always wanted to be first. First to see, first to hear, first to touch, nearly about every thing you can think of to be first at, that’s just what Doug wanted. 
     Well, this time C. C. made him wait ‘til I got there to start the meeting. Both of us asked at the very same time, “Why did you call this meeting?” We were always doing that, saying the very same thing in unison. 
     C. C. motioned for us all to sit. He waited for a few moments before he started speaking like he was thinking his way through his speech.  C. C. can be that way, thinking things through I mean, but when he does that he generally gives a pretty good speech so Doug and I don’t hurry him any. 
     C. C. finally got started, “Boy’s, I was up at the store a few minutes ago and this man stopped to buy gas and a R. C. Cola. While he was drinking his R. C. he was talking to Mr. Austin and was asking him about Mrs. Old Lady Thornton’s place. Mr. Austin and him talked a long time and he seemed to know aplenty about the Thornton family. He asked Mr. Austin did he think there was anything to the story of gold being buried up there on that place. Mr. Austin allowed that you never can tell but with all the strange things that went on around there he would not be the least bit surprised it there was not something to it. Mr. Austin allowed that he could just never warm up to the story that Mrs. Old Lady Thornton would be chasing coon hunters off her place just cause she was crazy “bout coons.”
     “Boys, I know we ain’t crazy about going up there on The Thornton place, but I believe there may be something to this story. What do you guys think?” 
     “I think so too!” Dad gum if we didn’t do it again, in unison saying the very same thing.  
     We didn’t think Mrs. Old Lady Thornton was crazy about dad blamed coons. Now gold, that’s more like why someone would chase you off her property on any night or day, warm or cold, rain or sleet.
     I said, “C.C., I believe we are on to something, but I’m scared she will chase us off that place if we go snooping around up there. You know what she did with us just riding by her place a while back. What would she do if we actually set foot on her property?” 
     C. C. said, “All we saw was a light up on that bank.” 
     I said, “You and Doug was in such a dad blame hurry you didn’t even bother to look. I saw that light go into the house and right into the kitchen. It was something else, I’ll tell you that. I think there is something to Mrs. Old Lady Thornton being a ghost and chasing folks and all. But there sure may be something to the gold idea as well. Reckon we should say anything to Daddy and Uncle El about this?”
     Doug said, “Let’s don’t be getting in any hurry to go up there to Mrs. Old Lady Thornton’s place without doing some serious thinking, ok?”
     We all agreed to have another meeting tomorrow and to talk to anybody we saw about what they knew about the Thornton Place.

                                               


Chapter Two




     About the only place to find out anything around our community was up at Mr. Austin’s store. Saturday is always a good day to hear a lot of gossip. However, it was Wednesday and we just had to take potluck on who was around to question about the Thornton place. As luck would have it Mr. Sykes was passing through on his way to the black smith shop to have a horse shoed.
     Now you may remember me talking about him before too.  He lives wat back up yonder pretty close to the Thornton place.  I am pretty sure he has had one or two encounters with Mrs. Old Lady Thornton himself.  That ond man did not like me since I has messed up his grinding order at the gristmill, or at least he thought that I had messed it up.  I told Doug to try and get Mr. Sykes to talking about the Thornton place and see if he knew anything.  Mr. Sykes was buying some tobacco and he must be plum out ‘casue he didn’t have a dip in his mouth.  It was safe to get him to talking without standing off a few feet, so you won’t get splattered.  Sometimes talking to his can be plum dangerous when he has a dip in his mouth, especially if he looks like he needs to spit.
     Doug got over pretty close to Mr. Sykes and asked him how he was doing today and if everything is all right over at his place. Doug said, “You know, we were up pretty close to your place a while back and it was getting on toward dark. As we came down by the Thornton place, a bright light started following us down the road and stayed with us until we passed that old graveyard, then the light stopped chasing us. Man that sure scared the crap out of us. Did you ever have anything like that happen to you anytime you came by the old Thornton place?” 
     “Naw, I ain’t never had no problems a’ tall going by that place. You boys just got big imaginations, that’s all.” Doug scrunched up his face a little bit like he was somewhat confused. What he was really doing was trying to keep from laughing since Doug had helped me get some corn sacks on up to him after he had flung them off his wagon when he was taking that curve at the Thornton place on two wheels. But he didn’t laugh. 
     He said, “I got two Uncle’s who swear that Mrs. Old Lady Thornton chased them off her place ever time they went up there coon hunting.” Mr. Sykes did not pick up on Doug nearly laughing. 
     “Well now, that’s a fact ‘cause when Old Lady Thornton was alive wasn’t nobody welcome up on her place to hunt. Me living near there and all, I just naturally heard a lot of stuff. I heard that her pappy, Old Man White, was pretty rich. When them damn Yankees came down this way robbing and plundering all the folks in this area, old man White buried his money somewhere on his place. He went off to fight the war and when he came back he could not remember where he buried his loot. He died not to long after that with consumption, so they say. They said he never did find the money he buried.” 
     “His daughter married a fellow by the name of Thornton not to long after his death. I’m not sure what happened to Mr. Thornton, but Old Lady Thornton sure lived in that place a long time all by herself. She out lived all of her family. I believe ever blasted one of them is buried out there in that front yard. So when yo Uncles is talking about Old
Lady Thornton chasing them off because of coon hunting, I personally think they got that figured all wrong. Oh, now don’t get me wrong, she did have some fine coons on her land and that’s a fact, but I never did believe that’s why she chased folks off her land. Doug, I’m surprised yo folks never did tell you this story. Ya’ll need to talk a little more often. I done wasted enough time talking for one day, I better get on down yonder and get my hoss some new shoes. See ya’ll next time.” 
     I looked at Doug after Mr. Sykes had left and his face was all lit up like he could not believe we had gotten so much information after just one attempt. We discussed it some and if we could get a couple of more people to talk as much as Mr. Sykes, we may get to the bottom of this in a hurry.    Mr. Austin had a couple more customers come by that morning but they were to busy to do any talking and had to be getting on, so Mr. Sykes was the only one to give us any information on our first day of doing our investigation. 
     C. C. allowed as how the preacher up at Sweet Springs Baptist Church might know something since that was the closest church to the Old Thornton Place. 
     Doug and I said, in unison, again, “That’s a great idea!” I told you we were always doing that, didn’t I? If I didn’t tell you, well we were always doing that, saying things in unison. It drove C. C. up a wall, but that’s the way we were. 
     We agreed that tomorrow we would take a bike trip up to Sweet Springs Church and on the way up; we would do a slow ride by the Old Thornton Place. I wondered about that ‘cause we had talked pretty tough in the past and as soon as that graveyard came into view, yonder we would go, riding as fast as those old bikes would take us.  I guess it made us feel tough to say it, but a dad gum old ghost just kind of takes the toughness out of you real quick like.





Chapter Three




     Early Thursday we packed us a small lunch and a R. C. Cola so we could take all day if need be on our trip up to Sweet Springs Baptist Church. Preacher Bob was a young man and all us kids really liked him. He was not an old fuddy-duddy like some of the Preacher in our area. He would tell the same Bible stories as the other preachers but somehow they always came out sounding better when preacher Bob told them.
      Like him telling us about Moses leading the children of Israel and he made you feel like you were on the trip also. And you know, he told us about Moses leading them folks all over the desert going to the promise land and Moses didn’t even get to enter into it. However, Preacher Bob said the Lord told Moses to go up on Mount Nebo and view the Promised Land, but he never did set foot in it “cause he didn’t do every thing just like the Lord told him to. I guess that how come Daddy gives me a whipping when I don’t do every thing just like he tells me to do it. Preacher Bob says to “Honor thy Father and thy Mother so thy days will be long upon this earth.” Shoot, I’m doing pretty good, I’m already fourteen years old. 
     Anyways, even if we don’t find out anything about Mr. White, we should have a good day visiting with Preacher Bob.
      Well, we got right close to the Old Thornton graveyard and we had been pedaling pretty slow but as soon at we saw that old Spanish moss hanging off those trees right over the house and graveyard, it was just a little bit to much. 
     Yonder we went, pedaling as hard as we could. As soon as the old house was out of sight we slowed back down. C.C. said, “Boys, one of these days we gonna have to slow down and get a good look at that place. How are we going to know anything about where that old man would bury his treasure if we don’t ever slow down and get a lay of the land. Why don’t we ride back by it real slow and look it over?” 
     Trying to sound as brave as I could, I said, “I don’t have to. I’m pretty sure he would have buried it back yonder in that black berry patch. You got all those stickers on the vines and that would have kept out all of the thieves.”
      Doug said, “Naw, he would have buried it around one of the head stones in that old graveyard so he would know exactly where he buried it.” 
     “Naw, Doug,” I said, “If he had done that he would have been seen by all of his family and they would have known about it and would have already dug it up.” 
     C.C. said, “Pete, I believe you are on to something about being seen and it being in a place hard to get to. However, I don’t think he would have been as close as that blackberry patch. He may have some blackberries way back on his property where our Dad’s were always talking about going hunting on. We need to talk to them and get the exact location of where Mrs. Old Lady Thornton always showed up the quickest. That might tell us a whole lot.”     	Doug and I said, in unison, again, “Damn”. When it comes to pure-old-dee thinking, you just can’t beat old C.C. No sir-ree, that’s a fact. He is about the best I ever did see. 
     We decided against going back by the Old Thornton place for now. After all, we did get by there this morning without being chased and there just ain’t no use pushing our luck. We passed by one of our swimming holes so we stopped for a little swim before going on up to Sweet Springs Baptist Church. 
     After our swim, we were hungry so we ate our lunch and drank our R. C. Cola. We had put our drinks in Middle Creek to get them cold and they tasted great. 
     So, after taking care of the important things we went on up to visit with Preacher Bob. He was cutting the grass when we got there and he looked like he could use a little help. He said,”You boys are a sight for sore eyes. If you help me with this grass cutting I might talk my wife into feeding you some lunch.” 
     That sounded pretty good to us, so we took turns pushing that old lawn mower. We kind of liked doing that since none of us had grassy yards. Our folks always kept all the grass out of the yard and when ever they could our folks caught the county commissioner to put gravel on the yards. Anyways, Uncle Troy says that’s why we pay them such good salaries is so they will put gravel on all the voters yards and driveways.
      Preacher Bob’s wife sure fixed up some good eating. She had fried chicken, black-eyed peas, beets and corn bread. She had also made some fried apple pies, which were worth the trip all by themselves. We asked the preacher what his plans were for the rest of the afternoon. He said he was working on next Sunday’s sermon. 
     We didn’t want him to get started practicing on us for next Sunday’s preaching so we told him about Mrs. Old Lady Thornton chasing us a while back to try and get him to talking on her and that old place. 
     He said, “Now I don’t know what you boys saw but I don’t think there is anything to the ghost stories about Mrs. Thornton. She lived way before my time and like you, I have only heard some of the same stories that you boys have heard.  I don’t think there is any truth to any of those stories.” 
     “Well,” I said, “have you heard anything about gold being buried on the old Thornton place?” 
     He said, “I wouldn’t put any faith in any story about that place.  I have heard that during the Civil war many of the people in this area buried any valuables they had because they feared the Union forces would come through and rob them of whatever they could find. Still, even if they did bury something on that land you would have a very difficult time finding it. You would practically have to dig up all the property. I’m not sure how many acres are on that place but it’s a lot more than all of you would care to dig up. If you boys will get you a job you will make lots more money than you will digging for gold.” 
     That’s not what we really had in mind to do for the next few days. We had been working for Uncle El at the sawmill most of the summer and we were ready for a little break from that. 
     We thanked the preacher and his wife for lunch and we took on off toward town. We did not want to ride back by the Thornton place this late in the day. You can’t never tell when Mrs. Old Lady Thornton is going to take a mind to show up. Going the other way home had some pretty scary places in it also, so we did some pretty hard riding. 
     It was pretty late in the day when we showed back up over at Mr. Austin’s store. Uncle El and Daddy were already off work and they were having a Coca-Cola. We talked them into buying us one. 
     We asked them to tell us where they saw Mrs. Old Lady Thornton the quickest when they were hunting back when Mrs. Old Lady Thornton was alive. Daddy said he thought she showed up the quickest when they started hunting over by Middle Creek. Uncle Elrod agreed with that and added that she showed up very quick anytime they approached her place from the east side. That was the side that Mr. Sykes property bordered her’s. 
     Both of them went on talking about you remember this and you remember that, bringing up things that had happened to them while they were hunting on her property. We had what we had been wanting. Now we felt like we knew where she was hanging out closest to. 
     It is our theory that Mrs. Old Lady Thornton would be closest to the heart of the matter and in this case, the family gold. The only thing we felt like if she knew the exact location she would already have shovel in hand and would be digging it up. So, even Mrs. Old Lady Thornton didn’t know where the gold was, when she was alive anyway. Now that she is a genuine ghost she probably knows exactly where it is, only thing is I don’t think she can use it now. 
     But she may not want anybody else using it either. I don’t want to be the one to ask her about it. I’m thinking about asking Doug if he will consider going up there by himself and seeing if she will converse with him. I don’t think he will agree to something like that but it never hurts to ask. I’m going to try and convince him that he would be first in knowing about the gold and where it is. If anything will do it, that will, being first I mean. 
     The other thing, he would be first in talking to Mrs. Old Lady Thornton since she died. I kind of feel like Doug will probably tell me to take a quick trip on down to Hades except saying it just a little different. 
                               







Chapter Four




     Next morning I went up to C. C.’s house and raised the yellow flag and then hurried on down to the trestle over Mulberry Branch. I didn’t have to wait long before Doug and C. C. showed up.  They both wanted to know what was going on and if I had come up with additional information. 
     “No, nothing new,” I said, “but I got an idea about getting on the Thornton property without going by the Thornton place. You know that Middle Creek cuts through Mr. Sykes property then it turns through the northeast corner of the Thornton place. We can take our fishing poles and just be walking up the creek fishing. There won’t be a soul say anything to us taking that route. What do you guys think about that idea?”
      “Nothing wrong with the idea, but what about Mrs. Old Lady Thornton? Won’t she be touring the creek as same as she does the road?” C. C. asked.     	“That’s a good point C.C., but since we visited with Preacher Bob yesterday, he got me to thinking about some things he has taught us. I think he said that God was omnipresent. God is the only one who can do that. Mrs. Old Lady Thornton can’t be over watching the road and watching the creek at the same time. She has got to be at one or the other.”
     “Since all the traffic nowadays is on the road and hardly anybody hunts on the Thornton property, I believe we have a good chance of going down the creek and not encountering Mrs. Old Lady Thornton at all. What do you guys think?” 
     There was complete silence for a while. Finally C. C. spoke up,”I believe what you say is completely true. But I’m not sure I have the guts to go down Middle Creek through Mr. Sykes property, which is in itself bad, but then continue on into the Thornton property and take a real chance on being run off by Mr. Old Lady Thornton.”
      Both of us just looked at each other for a few minutes, then we both looked at Doug about the same time. He knew right away that we were expecting him to put in his opinion. “Well, “He says, “I suppose if you want gold you have to work for it. I wish there was some way other than having to come face to face with Mrs. Old Lady Thornton. But I also remember Preacher Bob saying that about God being omnipresent and I also believe that she ain’t. If we are real quiet going down that creek it just might work. I think that is our best plan so far. But what are we going to look for once we get on that place?” 
     We all started talking at once for a few seconds. Doug’s point was well taken. We still have a lot of preliminary work to do before we start planning a trip up there. 



Chapter Five




     Doug came over to my house Saturday morning all upset ‘because another cousin had come to visit him from Greensboro. He was a little older than Cleo who was a couple of years older than we were. Doug told me that this cousin was mean and wanted to fight at the drop of a hat. He just wasn’t any fun at all to hear Doug tell it. Cleo and him seemed to get along ok though. 
     You might remember me talking about Cleo and him not being afraid of anything. I guess that is the reason he gets along so well with Ralph.That was Doug’s mean cousin’s name. Doug said he wanted to spend the night with me and to stay with me until Ralph went home. Otherwise, Ralph was going to be picking on him the whole time. 
     I said, “Seems like he needs to spend some time with Mrs. Old Lady Thornton.” I had no more than said that when both of us looked at each and went to grinning, almost laughing. 
     I said, “You thinking what I’m thinking.” 
     Doug said, “ Yeah, let’s call C. C.” 
    We went to running up the hill to C.C. place. He had just finished toting wash water for his Mom’s wash pot. He asked us what the hurry was. I had been thinking on the way up there so I told him about Ralph. I said, “Here is my idea. We tell Cleo and Ralph about the Gold and make them swear that they won’t tell anyone about it. Neither will we tell them what we are going to be doing. What we will ask them to do is to camp out near the front yard of the old Thornton place. That way Mrs. Old Lady Thornton will be busy watching Cleo and Ralph while we are sneaking around on the backside of her property looking for the gold.”
     “Cleo is always talking about how tough he is and that he ain’t scared of nothing. Let’s ask him to prove it. Old Ralph don’t know nothing about this part of the world so we don’t really have to tell him anything. We will just let Cleo handle that.”
     “But we do need to tell him how scary it is and we don’t think there is anyone in the world that will stay all night near the old Thornton place. That should get him going.” 
     There was something else I had learned from my Dad last night that I needed to tell the guys about also. Pop told me that on the back of the Thornton property was some of the prettiest sandpits he had ever seen. He had told me the sand ranged in color from pure white to a very soft yellow and it was layered so that when you looked it was a beautiful sight. He said back when Mr. White was alive that my Granddaddy had bought some of his sand. That is how he knew about it. 
     I told the guys what I had learned and also added it was a perfect place to bury gold ‘cause it would have been easy digging and no one would have suspected anything if they had seen Mr. White digging back there. I had quizzed Pop about the general location of the sandpits and the best way to get there without sounding to eager. 
     C. C. said, “I believe that you have already planned it. It all sounds good to me. But if I understand you correctly, while Cleo and Ralph are camping out from the Thornton front yard a ways, we are going to be camping either on Mr. Sykes property or on Mrs. Old Lady Thornton’s place. Is that correct?” 
     Doug said, “Now wait just a dad-gum minute. Ain’t no way I’m going to spend the night on the Thornton place. I might take a chance on Mr. Sykes.”     	Well, we decided to go over and talk with Cleo and Ralph and see what they had to say about camping out. Cleo and Ralph were sitting out in the back yard whittling out some sling shot stocks. They were using a water oak limb which is some pretty tough whittling.
     Cleo’s eyebrow kind of lifted up just a mite when we mentioned the Thornton place. I winked at him like it was a joke on Ralph and I left the gold up in the air as to whether it was a joke or not. 
     Cleo said to Ralph, “There is supposed to be a ghost around that old place. Are you sure you would want to camp out around there?” 
     Ralph laughed some, “I don’t believe in ghosts and there is no place around here that I’m afraid to stay. Matter of fact, you say there is a graveyard in the front yard, so if you want to we can sleep there.” 
     Wow, this guy is really tough. I think even Cleo is impressed with Ralph. We decided to go ahead and start tonight. We would tell everyone that we were going fishing up on Middle Creek and that we were camping out. Cleo and Ralph were going part of the way with us then they were going to break off from us and go on over to the Thornton place. 
     I mentioned to Ralph that if he wanted to call that old ghost over to them he needed to build a big fire, the bigger the fire the more action he would get. 
     I dang sure didn’t want Mrs. Old Lady Thornton over on the creek bank where we were going to be. We are pretty sure we will stay over on Mr. Sykes side of the creek until Morning light.  Then we will take off for the sandpits and see if anything jumps out at us. I don’t mean that literally either. 
     We gathered up what camping gear we would need and we were ready to go. We had to stop by the store and buy some R. C. Cola’s and some Prince Albert tobacco. Prince Albert was a lot cheaper than buying ready rolled cigarettes. The ones we rolled had a few bumps in them but otherwise they were ok. 
     We did stay on the Sykes’s side of the creek and we had an uneventful night. We found out later what happened with Ralph and Cleo. I want to tell ya’ll about that right now. It’s too good to have to wait on. 
     We went up the creek toward the Thornton place, not up the road. Just before we got to the road leading to the Thornton place, we split up. C. C., Doug and me continued on up the creek while Cleo and Ralph went down the road toward the Thornton place. 
     There was a grove of trees and brush about 100 yards from the Thornton house place. It was just about where Mrs. Old Lady Thornton started in chasing us a while back. Cleo knew about her chasing us but he did not know exactly where it all happened. Cleo said they went to gathering fire wood and Cleo said to Ralph, “Do you want to build a big fire like Pete was talking about?” 
     Old Ralph said, “You bet’cha. If there is an old ghost around here I want her to know about us.” 
     Cleo loved sausage biscuits and he brought several of them for him and Ralph to eat. Since they had a frying pan Cleo wanted to go ahead and warm them up for supper. It was just getting good and dark and the sausage biscuits were ready to be taken off the fire. 
     Both Cleo and Ralph were all primed for supper and were not paying attention to what was happening around them. Cleo said he looked up and there was a light and an out line of an old lady holding the lantern. 
     Cleo said he hollered out real loud, “Who are you?” The light went all the way out momentarily but it came back on in just a few seconds and was brighter than before but the old lady was fainter. 
     Ralph jumped up and ran toward the lantern hollering, “You old hag, I’m going to show you who is boss.” Ralph dove with his arms out, like he was going to tackle Mrs. Old Lady Thornton. Cleo said he just went right through the light and image of the lady and nothing happened to either the lantern or Mrs. Old Lady Thornton. 
     Cleo said Ralph didn’t give up that time. He tried doing the same thing again. When the second tackle didn’t work, he went to swinging like he was boxing. Cleo said after a couple of swings that went clean through Mrs. Old Lady Thornton, Ralph stopped dead still, staring at the light and the old lady.   	Cleo said he stood like that for what seemed like a long time, then Mrs. Old Lady Thornton started walking toward him real slow like and Ralph just couldn’t take it. He turned and went to running just as fast as he could down the road. 
     Cleo said that he was too scared to move and that he just continued to sit there. He said Mrs. Old Lady Thornton looked at him for a few seconds then turned and floated off. He said she didn’t walk at all, just floated. In a few more seconds her and the light was gone. 
     Cleo said that in a few minutes he got to where he could move and then he went to running, leaving his camping equipment and the fire burning. He said he figured if the fire got out of control Mrs. Old Lady Thornton would put it out. 
     Doug said his Momma later asked Cleo how come his overalls smelled like pee. Doug said Cleo mumbled something and went on.
   	Well, I’m glad to find out that Cleo ain’t quite as tough as I thought he was.
     Still, he did better than I would have given the same circumstances. I would have been gone at the first glimmer of light from that old lantern. We didn’t see Ralph anymore after that. Mr. Austin said Ralph caught the first bus through the next day. Mr. Austin said he told him something unexpected came up. And several of us knew what that something unexpected was.
                                          


Chapter Six




     We had practically a sleepless night after we left Cleo and Ralph. We heard all kind of weird sounds and we were afraid Mrs. Old Lady Thornton might be on to our trick. We did not build a very big fire, just enough to keep off all the snakes, panthers and creepy crawlers. But the best we could do was kind of catnap most of the night. 
     By the time first light rolled around we were ready to do something, we were not quite sure it was to cross over to Mrs. Old Lady Thornton land. We were walking up the creek bank looking for a log to cross the creek on to keep from swimming. You might remember me talking about how cold Middle Creek was and with the sun not being up yet we would nearly ‘bout freeze to death. 
     As luck would have it we did find one that had fallen across the creek. It still had the limbs on it but we could work ourselves around the limbs. We were glad to be able to get across the creek and stay dry. 
     Doug was in the lead and I was surprised that he wanted to be first in this instance. You remember about me telling you he could be first to converse with Mrs. Old Lady Thornton since she became a ghost, but I’m hoping he doesn’t do it today since I’m so close to him. 
     Anyways, we had just stepped foot on Thornton property when this dang old horse came galloping towards us at full speed. I mean we had to jump back real quick or that darn thing would have run over us. After it past us it went on down the pasture a ways. 
     C.C. spoke up and said, “Boys, I don’t like it, not one bit. Where did that dang horse come from?” 
     I said, “I can tell you, Mrs. Old Lady Thornton probably has that horse helping her.” 
     Doug said, “How can she possibly do that?” 
     I said, “How in the heck would I know. How does she come back from the dead? Where did she get her lantern? Where does she get the oil for her lantern? How does she know when people come on to her property? However she does that is exactly how she gets that old horse to help her. I’ll bet you Cleo and Ralph have done chickened out on us and have run off. If they have, Mrs. Old Lady Thornton may be on that horse in her ghost form. Yonder comes that old horse back at us, let’s get out of here!” 
     I didn’t have to say it twice. Matter of fact, Doug just about run over me getting back to the log. It was a race for the log like you wouldn’t believe. It was pretty much a tie and we went to pushing each other and crowding each other. 
     There wasn’t no way three boys could walk that log shoulder to shoulder. C. C. and I ended up on the outsides and Doug probably would have made it if I hadn’t grabbed his shirt while I was falling. 
     We were about the middle of the creek when we heard the horse coming on down toward the creek. Doug went to hollering, “We leaving, Mrs. Thornton, we leaving.” 
     We made it to the other side and looked back and that old horse had come on down to the creek bank and was getting him a drink of water. Buddy, we let him have the whole creek. 
     We were running so fast, through the brush and the briars, not paying the scratches any attention. We did not even slow down until we got back to our campsite. We hurriedly picked up our camping equipment and started for the house, through the swamp, no way were we going by the Thornton house place. We had enough of Mrs. Old Lady Thornton for right now. 
     C.C.  was saying our diversion did not work. I spoke up and said that I thought our diversion had chickened out and had gone on home. 
     The other thing might be that Mrs. Old Lady Thornton felt more threatened by the three of us than she did by the two of them. We all agreed with the assessment she that felt more threatened by us than by Cleo and Ralph. I mean they were bigger and stronger but Mrs. Old Lady Thornton knew we were the smartest and that’s just what she feared the most. However, I don’t think she was shaking in her boots scared but she wanted us to know that she knew about us. She’s done got her point across, I can tell you that.
     When we got back to the house I said, “Guys, if we are ever going to get on the Thornton place we have to have some help from somewhere. You guys got any ideas?” 
     All three of us went into deep thought for a few minutes, well, as deep as we can think anyways. Then an idea came to me out of the blue. “You know, Homer and I were talking the other day and he mentioned one of his family members practiced voodoo. 
     C.C. said, “Who do?” 
     Doug went to laughing and he said, “ Yeah, who do the voodoo?”
      C.C., “We do the voodoo after we do the boo-hoo.” More laughing, Both Doug and C.C. are doubled up laughing. 
     Shoot, I have to join them, “The voodoo man, that is who can. Homer gonna be our voodoo man.”
      “What’s he gonna do, give Mrs. Thornton the shoo? We sure tried and now we’re through.” said Doug. 
     I asked the guys to settle down and let us work on this a little while. We decided that we would at least consult with Homer about voodoo and see if he thought it might work on Mrs. Old Lady Thornton.
                                          


Chapter Seven




     We went over to visit with Homer and his Mom told us he was visiting relatives in Birmingham. We would just have to wait on that particular angle we were pursuing. 
     We went back to C. C.’s house. Pop and Uncle El were out under the shade tree sharpening a couple of crosscut saws. You ever use one of them things? That’s hard work ain’t it? A couple of good men can take a good sharp crosscut saw and they can go through a lot of logs in a day. I was never much good at it but I learned to appreciate some one who was good at it. Uncle El would pay real good money to men who could handle a crosscut saw. 
     Well, back to what I wanted to tell you. I said, “Did ya’ll know we went fishing last night up on Mr. Sykes Place? If you didn’t, well we did and we kind of had some problems. We think it might have been Mrs. Old Lady Thornton chasing us. We didn’t actually see her but there was this horse that almost ran us over.” 
     Pop looked at me and said, “Was it a white horse?” 
     “Yes Sir, I believe it was a white horse.” 
     Doug spoke up and said, “It dang sure was a white horse, it was a killer. It tried real hard to run us down.” 
     Uncle El spoke up and said, “She’s at it again. Sounds like someone else has heard about the gold and is making attempts to find it.” 
     I said,”Wha, Wha, What do you mean?” 
     Uncle El said, “I’ll tell you what I mean. Ever so often someone hears about there being some gold up on the Old Thornton place. They attempt to get on the property and hunt for it.  Old Lady Thornton gets all upset and starts getting all nervous. That’s when she calls on that Old White Horse. That white horse was her Daddy’s steed that he rode in the war. And shortly after Mr. White died that old horse disappeared.  Old Lady Thornton herself rode all over the county looking for that horse and asking everybody if they had seen it. She never did find it, in this life anyway.” 
     “What do you mean?” all three of spoke up at once. 
      “Well”, said Uncle El, “whenever anyone goes to looking for gold up there, Old Lady Thornton brings out the white horse. I guess she figures she can cover more ground on that horse.” 
     Dad spoke up saying, “I always thought she really wanted to get peoples attention. You know there is something about a horse running at you that really gets the blood to pumping. I think that’s why she does it myself.”
     They talked about some other things that they had seen and heard but mainly said that the only time anyone mentioned that white horse was when someone was looking for the gold. 
     We walked on down to the back of Uncle El’s garden. He had apple trees and pear trees at the end of the rows. The apples had just gotten ripe and we each picked us one. 
     C.C. spoke up first, “Guys, I don’t think we are going to get any further than any of the other gold hunters have. I’m not too anxious about confronting either the white horse or Mrs. Old Lady Thornton. The price you have to pay for the gold is just too great for my blood. What do ya’ll think?”    	Doug said,”I’m kind of mad at that old lady and her horse too, but how do you fight something like that?” 
     I spoke up, “That’s why we need Homer to give us some ideas if the voodoo man can help us. I’ve heard that they can conjure up things and put a hex on people and stuff. I’ve even heard they can conjure up spirits from the nether lands.” 
     “Now just what the crap does that mean. You always come up with some of the dangest things. You don’t know nothing about Netherlands.” said Doug.    	“Well, your right about that. Homer was telling me about it a while back. I had to ask him what it was and he said his uncle told him it was spirits from down in Hades and they were some pretty wicked spirits he says. Now if one of them spirits could take on Mrs. Old Lady Thornton we might could get on her property and look for gold.” 
     C. C. said, “Fellows, we better be careful messing with something we know nothing about. You remember Big Mama telling us not to be messing with no ouija board ‘cause when you do that you are taking a chance that the old devil may steal your soul. Messing around with hexes and conjuring up things is kind of like the ouija board stuff.  But I’m content to hear what Homer and his uncle has to say about putting a hex on Mrs. Old Lady Thornton.”        	Doug said, “ I don’t think you can put a hex on a ghost can you?”
	“Doug, listen to me,” I said, “ we don’t know crap from ice cream about any of this. We are just going to take the word of Homer and his uncle. If they say it won’t work then we try something else or forget the whole thing. If they say it will work, then we come up with a plan and cut Homer and his uncle in on it.” 
     Doug said, “ I’m tired of treasure hunting. Why don’t we do something else, like go fishing?” C. C. spoke up and said that he agreed with Doug but we did need to wait on Homer and what they had to say. 
     We all decided that’s just what we would do. I knew Homer well enough to know he was not going to stay in Birmingham very long.  





Chapter Nine




     We were tried of waiting on Homer and his uncle. I went to the trestle several days in a row and no Homer. We have no idea what is taking him so long to get his uncle rounded up. So while we were waiting, every day Doug would complain about not getting to do any fishing. 
    Finally we agreed we did need to do something to get our minds off that treasure. We decided to muddy a slough. Did you ever do that? It’s kind of fun, ain’t it? 
     We don’t keep paddles made up since they are so easy to make. You just make you a rake out of whatever lumber you can find, a one by four, one by six or a combination of both of them. I always liked for the rake end to be bigger than the handle. But if you got the rake end to big to could pull it apart if you had too much silt in the rake. 
     What we would do is get in the slough with the rakes, stirring up the mud in the bottom of the slough. You would keep raking until the slough looked like pure-old-dee mud, almost so thick you could walk on it. You would wait a few minutes, until the fish started coming up for air, then you would take your rake and start slapping them out on the bank. Then you would go to gathering them up. 
     Usually you had to have one or two raking and one or two picking up or they would flop back in the water. You had to be careful in picking up the doggone things or they might fin you or bite you. After all, to a fish a boy’s finger looks pretty much like a worm, I imagine. 
     Anyways, Cleo liked to do the picking up. And he was good at it and he had two or three good scars to prove it. The bigger the fish, the faster old Cleo would run trying to beat every body else to it. Well, that’s just what we did. 
           Off down yonder from the house aways was a good slough. It had been a while since we had muddied it so we made our rakes and took off. It wasn’t no time a tall until we had that water so muddy that fish went to sticking their old heads. 
     C.C. slapped out the first one and it was a great big jack. You know, he kind of looks like an old alligator gar, except not nearly so big. Doug was afraid I was going after it and I pretended that I was, (I really wasn’t because it looked so much like a gar that I was scared of it, but I didn’t want Doug to know), and he went to running and grabbed that fish by the head. Somehow Doug got his thumb in the jack’s mouth and the jack was acting like he had not had anything to eat in a week of so and before Doug can get his thumb out of that old jacks mouth Doug was lucky to have any thumb left. His thumb was so bad he had to go and home and leave the gathering to C.C. and myself. 
     We got a tote sack plum full of fish and gave them to Doug’s Momma for another fish fry. She didn’t invite everybody that time, but we still had a good time and a lot of fish.
     Doug was stuck at the house for a few days and C.C. and me resumed going down to the trestle that day waiting on word from Homer. He showed up late that very afternoon. We were very anxious to hear what Homer had to say. Turns out he had a little too much to say. 
     One, his uncle was going to need some property from Mrs. Old Lady Thornton, the more personal the better. Second, Homer’s uncle wanted 50% of the treasure and get this, a 1000.00 dollar minimum cut. So, if that treasure is worth a thousand dollars Homer’s uncle gets it all. What a pal and that’s just what we tell Homer about that little scheme. 
     We will have to find another way to get around Mrs. Old Lady Thornton. I asked Homer what he thought about what his uncle was asking for and if he didn’t think that was a little steep. Homer said one of the reasons he had been taking so long was his uncle had been serving some jail time for making shine. The revenuers didn’t actually catch his uncle with the goods. He went to that still to buy some shine and had not actually done any buying or drinking when the lawmen showed up. So he got off easy so Homer says. 
     Guilt by association, that’s what Big Momma says and she says you can get in big trouble just being around somebody that’s up to no good. Anyways, Homer’s uncle had missed so much work that he needed some money and Homer thinks he is trying to make most of it off us. 
     I asked Homer, “Homer, do you think you know enough about conjuring and stuff to put a hex on Mrs. Old Lady Thornton?  We cannot afford to give your uncle that kind of money. It would not leave anything for us. We will cut you in for a full share if you can help us get on that property. We got to hurry “cause Him Karl has bought that old place and his hired hands are moving up there in a couple of weeks. 
     “Who is Him Karl, Pete? I ain’t ever heard of him.” asked Homer. I related the whole story to him, even about if we should call him Herr Karl or Him Karl. Homer agreed with me that Herr would be like Mrs. and Him would be like Mr. At least we agreed on something. 
     Homer said he thought his Momma might be able to tell him enough to get by on putting a hex on Mrs. Old Lady Thornton. Homer said what ever you do don't let my Momma know we are putting a hex on a dead lady or she will whip my butt good, plus she won't let me go with ya’ll if she knows that. C.C. and I agreed that our lips were sealed and we would meet in two days to see if Homer had learned enough about hexing to continue with our hunt.
                                   


Chapter Ten




     Two days later we were under the trestle when Homer showed up looking pretty despondent. Homer’s uncle would not change his decision about the price he would charge us for hexing Mrs. Old Lady Thornton. 
     Also, Homer said his Momma did not know anything ‘bout hexing anybody. Homer said he had seen his uncle do it one time. He said he thought if we had something of Mrs. Old Lady Thornton’s he might luck out. He at least thought it was worth trying, which means we will have to go to Mrs. Old Lady Thornton’s place and try to find something. 
     Well, wasn’t nothing for us to do except get started if we were gonna look for the Thornton treasure. We decided that we would go up there the next morning and at least look around. If things felt right we might attempt an entry into the Thornton place.
     Bright and early the next day we were on our way up to the Thornton Place. When we got up there, we could not believe our eyes. There were two fellows up there carrying out stuff from Mrs. Old Lady Thornton’s house. We recognized one of the fellows. He was Him Karl’s Mr. Chauffeurman so the other fellow must be the other employee of Him Karl’s. They had just started toting all that stuff out of the house and did not have much in the yard yet.
      We decided that if Mrs. Old Lady Thornton would come back right now she would be interested in these two fellows, not us. So we just politely walked right on up in the front yard, marched right passed the graveyard and right on up to the steps leading up on the porch. 
     The two fellows had three boxes already stacked there on the porch. They looked a little startled when they saw us out there but Mr. Chauffeur man asked if we were the kids that he had seen up at the store a while back. We said that we were and we just wondered if they needed some help in burning that old junk. 
     I told him that I had passed this old house many times and I sure would like to have a keep sake if they were going to throw this stuff away. They assured us they would be burning most of it this morning so for us to take whatever we wanted. I didn’t see a whole lot that I had much interest in except for an old record book and a box of papers, probably receipts and things like that. That is what I grabbed. 
     C.C. got a few things and Homer got some stuff. We thanked Mr. Chauffeur Man and asked him when they would be moving in. He told us they were planning on spending the night there tonight. 
     I told Mr. Chauffeur Man about the very strange and mysterious things going on ‘round that place. Mr. Chauffeur Man said, “Thank you my good man, but I think the two of us will be able to handle any situation rather well. I do so appreciate your concern.” 
     Well, I had done spent far more time up there than I had intended and I think C.C. and Homer felt the same way. I mean the hair was standing up on the back of my neck the whole time I was in that front yard. We put our stuff in the baskets on our bikes and took off. 
     When we got down to the creek we parked under a shade tree and looked at the stuff we had gotten, hoping some of it were personal items belonging to Mrs. Old Lady Thornton’s. 
     C. C. had some eyeglasses, a straight razor, some old pennies from England or somewhere, two real short pencils and some other stuff he was still looking through.
     Homer had as many odd and ends as C.C. did. But one thing Homer had was a comb, like a woman sticks in the back of her hair when she makes one of those little bun things. 
     C. C. asked me if there was anything important written in the record book I got. Well, first thing I noticed was some bible scriptures recorded in the book. Second thing I noticed was some ciphering on the next page which totaled up to over $500.00. I told both of them I would study it all real good tonight and let them know if there was anything important in the book.    	That night I was laying in bed reading from the record book. The first scripture recorded was Proverbs 2, verse 1 through 4, then 2nd Corinthians 4 verse 7 and finally 2nd Samuel Chapter 17 verses 18 and 19. 
      The bible was in Mom and Dad’s room so I would have to wait until morning to examine what those scriptures were about.
      Next morning at the breakfast table Momma said “What in the world are you doing reading the bible this morning?”
      I told her C. C. mentioned some scriptures yesterday and that I was looking them up. Proverbs 2 reads,” MY SON, IF YOU ACCEPT MY WORDS AND STORE UP MY COMMANDS WITHIN YOU, TURNING YOUR EAR TO WISDOM AND APPLYING YOUR HEART TO UNDERSTANDING, AND IF YOU CALL OUT FOR INSIGHT AND CRY ALOUD FOR UNDERSTANDING, AND IF YOU LOOK FOR IT AS SILVER AND SEARCH FOR IT AS FOR HIDDEN TREASURE………..”. The next scripture listed was 2nd Corinthians Chapter Four verse 7 reads, ‘BUT WE HAVE THIS TREASURE IN JARS OF CLAY……..” The last scripture entered in the record book was 2nd Samuel Chapter Seventeen verse 18, “BUT A YOUNG MAN SAW THEM AND TOLD ABSALOM. SO THE TWO OF THEM LEFT QUICKLY AND WENT TO THE HOUSE OF A MAN BAHURIM. HE HAD A WELL IN HIS COURT YARD, AND THEY CLIMBED DOWN INTO IT. 
     I was pretty happy about my selection for a keepsake. These scriptures all but tell where the treasure is and what it is stored in and where it is stored. All we have to do is find that well and of course keep Mrs. Old Lady Thornton chasing someone else for a while, which ain’t no easy task I can tell you that. Still, Mr. Chauffeur Man might be entertaining Mrs. Old Lady Thornton for a few days or so. We just might have some help without the hex. It sure would be better if we could do both.  
                                     



Chapter Eleven




     Man oh man have we ever missed our chance! Mr. Chauffeur Man and his co-worker spent the night last night up at the old Thornton place and I know Mrs. Old Lady Thornton was plenty busy working those two over. We should have been up there and ready. But I didn’t find out what the scriptures were all about until this morning. 
     I rushed up the hill to C.C.’s house, running every step of the way. I was so out of breath I could bearly tell him what I found in the scriptures. Well, he feels exactly like I do.  
     C. C. said, “We sure do need to know where the well is on that property and if they only have one. The other thing we need to do is have Homer take that comb he has and get started on the hex. We probably need to go back up to the Old Thornton Place and she what happened to the two men that were there. What do you think?” 
      “I feel exactly like you do C. C. only I don’t think those men will be up there this morning. I’m sure Mrs. Old Lady Thornton’s has done took care of them.” 
     Homer had told us the other day that he could see the flag from his house so we had told him what the colors meant. C. C. ran up the yellow flag and we took of for the trestle. 
     We were down there a few minutes before Homer showed up. We all remembered to bring the stuff we had gotten up at the old Thornton place. We told Homer about all we had come up with so far and about us missing our chance at having a good diversion in those two men. 
     Homer thought he might get more in the spirit of things if he was actually on the old Thornton place when he did the hexing. I asked Homer if he needed to be alone when he was putting the hex on Mrs. Old Lady Thornton. 
     “Well,” said Homer, “it will be alright if you and C. C. are there but I would just as soon the Mrs. Old Lady Thornton stays away. Do you have any ideas?” 
     I said, “You know, I don’t know why, but I really miss having Doug with us. He just makes me feel more secure when I’m going into scary situations and if I want him to know that I’ll tell him, thank you.” 
     “What was that speech all about,” says C.C. “Are you saying you are not comfortable going with me and Homer? I never noticed you hiding behind Doug’s coat tail before.” 
      I tried to explain that I just like having Doug with us even though I fussed at him a lot. He fusses at me at lot also. “Guys, I think I feel kind of like we are the Three Musketeers and Homer. That’s all I’m saying and when a spoke in the wheel is missing, it don’t perform as well.” 
     C.C. and Homer both said they understood what I was saying so we took off for Doug’s house to see if his hand has healed enough to go with us. His finger was still bandaged up but he didn’t have any infection so his momma said it would probably be all right for him to go. 
     We spent about 30 minutes going over the war plan, including the scriptures. I said, “Doug one of the reasons I wanted you to come with us is that you have a knack for finding things. We need to find that well. No matter what is being said or going on, you need to be looking that place over real good for a well.” 
     We got our courage up one more time for the journey up to the Thornton place. Believe it or not we rode hard and made real good time getting up there. Lo and behold, Mr. Chauffeur Man and the other man were out in the yard and with not much more cleared out of the house than what they had when we were up there yesterday. I can tell you I was really surprised that Mrs. Old Lady Thornton had not run them off. I’m wondering if she has taken a liking to Mr. Chauffeur man. 
     “Morning ya’ll” I said, “Did you folks have a good nights’ sleep last night?” Mr. Chauffeur Man spoke up and said they had a rough day yesterday so they decided shortly after we left to go over to Columbus, Mississippi and have a good steak supper and spend the night in one of the hotels. They had just gotten back a few minutes ago.  
     “Well”, I said, “are ya’ll going to spend the night here tonight. You know this is a pretty scary place.”  
     “Yes, it is somewhat of a fright, especially with that graveyard in the front yard. But I think everything will be just terrific,” says Mr. Chauffeur Man, “but pretty soon you will not recognize this place. We are going to fix it up, paint and probably enclose that breezeway. No one uses a breezeway anymore.”
     “ Herr Karl is pretty sure he is going to have this graveyard moved to the backside of the property or maybe up to that church just north of here. We are planning to have some of these trees cut down and let a little light get to the property. In time if Herr Karl really likes this place he will probably build a new house close by.”  
     “That’s real good. I wonder how Mrs. Old Lady Thornton is going to like that.” 
     “Who?” said Mr. Chauffeur Man. 
     “Never mind ,” I said, “I sure am thirsty this morning. Ya’ll got a well around here that we could draw us a drink of water from.” 
     “Not that I have seen,” says Mr. Chauffeur man. “We have some beer iced down in the house but you boys are a little young to partake of that.”     	“What you going to do for wash water and things like that”, asked Doug, “ and what about bathing? Are ya’ll going down to the creek and bath in it like we do?” 
     “I don’t think so. We will be going over to Columbus every couple of days until we get the house plumbed for water.” 
     C.C. says, “I heard about folks doing that over in town. Ain’t nobody around here with running water. That will be a sight to see. Can we take a look when you get it installed, Mr.?” 
    Mr. Chauffeur man allowed how he didn’t think Herr Karl would mind him showing us around after all the improvements was made on the property. 
     I spoke up again, “Mr., I can’t believe this place don’t have a well. Have you looked around for one?” 
     Mr. Chauffeur man said he had not had any interest in looking for a well but if we were real thirsty to go ahead and look for one. And we did. 
     We looked all over that place front and back and no well was in sight. Talking between ourselves we allowed that there had to be some drinking water for the house somewhere. We may have to go over to Mr. Sykes and talk with him about it. 
     While we were looking for the well, Homer was gathering up dirt and stuff and putting it in the shoe box he had with Mrs. Old Lady Thornton’s comb. We told Mr. Chauffeur Man and his helper goodbye and went down the road a ways to let Homer try his hexing. 
     He got behind some bushes like he did not want us to learn anything about hexing and went to moaning and groaning and speaking in some kind of language we had never heard before and had no idea that Homer could speak like that. It was kind of spooky. If it had been dark I would have been plum scared.  I had seen a movie about slaves some time back and he was sounding somewhat like they did in the movie. 
     After a few minutes he really got in the spirit of things. I called out to him through the brush, “Homer, are you doing ok?” 
     He just kept right on with his incantations just like he never heard me one bit. By golly I’m thinking this might work as carried away as Homer is getting. Anybody that gets in the spirit of his work like Homer is bound to do some good. 
     “Put it on her good, Homer. She scared the crap out of us the other night. Make her stay a few nights over at Mr. Sykes place. They deserve each other.” I told him. It didn’t do one bit of good. 
     That dad-blame Homer was out of it and it was scaring me a little bit. What if he conjured up some of them spirits from Hades and they come to where Homer is. They may not know that we are with Homer. 
    I shouted out, “Homer, be sure and tell them you got three white boys with you, OK?” 
     Homer’s voodooing must have gone on for 30 minutes or more. When he finally did get through I asked him if it worked. 
     You know what he said. “I don’t know. We will just have to try it out and see.” 
     I said, “Try it out and see? Try it out and see! What do you mean? You mean we gonna have to try it out and see if she is gonna chase us off the property? What kind of hexing is that?”
      Homer said real quiet like, “Pete, I told you I had never done this before. I don’t know if I did any good or not. How will I know if we don’t go and see if she will chase up? I did just like I remember my uncle doing it. I don’t even know for sure if it worked for him or not. 
                                     



Chapter Twelve




     There just better be a lot of gold on that place that’s all I’ve got to say about that. I told Homer, I told C.C. and I told Doug that this is my last attempt at trying to find that treasure. . I ain’t trying nothing else concerning Mrs. Old Lady Thornton. 
     The first time she came after me like she did Ralph and Cleo I would have died plum dead. It just ain’t natural for kids to be playing around with ghosts and I’m wondering how I got so caught up in it in the first place.  If Homer’s hexing don’t do any good, well buddy, I’m through with it forever, I can tell you that. No sir-ree, I ain’t gonna be messing around with this stuff anymore. 
     Well, I can’t quit the boys right now though. After all, I’m probably more responsible than the rest of them in wanting us to find that gold. We decided to wait and go back up to the Old Thornton place tomorrow. We can see if Mrs. Old Lady Thornton came back and done a bunch of damage to Mr. Chauffeur Man and his buddy. If they got run off then we know for sure that Homer’s hex didn’t work. If they are still there, it probably did work.   	I’m going to have to use some of Uncle El’s deductive reasoning, since I would rather reason with my thoughts at home than with Mrs. Old Lady Thornton up there at her place! 
     As soon as I got home I picked up the record book that Mr. Chauffeur Man gave me and started reading again. By golly, first thing, right off the bat, I noticed that the notes read 2nd Samuel Chapter 17 verse 18 and 19.  I overlooked that before. Verse 19 reads: HIS WIFE TOOK A COVERING AND SPREAD IT OUT OVER THE WELL AND SCATTERED GRAIN OVER IT. NO ONE KNEW ANYTHING ABOUT IT. 
     Well, I’ll be. Old man White probably covered up that well with something, but I don’t think it would be grain ‘cause the animals would have eaten it up real quick. But what in the heck would he have used? 
     Oh Yeah, that pretty white and yellow sand my daddy was telling me about. I’ll bet that’s what it was. I can’t wait to tell the fellows about this. It kind of makes it harder to find the well but it also makes for a lot less acres we have to search. 
     Momma noticed me reading the bible again. She said “Son, I’m right proud of you the way you have been reading the bible lately. When did you become so interested in the bible?” 
     I told her, “ You know Preacher Bob is always pushing us to learn more and more about the bible and the way he teaches it makes you want to join in the discussions and be able to answer the questions and all.” 
     This wasn’t a fib. That is just the way he was. All us kids thought that. He just naturally had a way with all of us kids to make us want to learn more. He would talk about something, and then tell you where in the bible you could read about it yourself.
      You know, like the time Old Saul was trying to kill David and David was hiding in a cave. Saul went into that very cave to relieve himself and David slipped up behind him and cut off some of his robe while he was doing his job. Saul didn’t even know David was there. Ain’t that something?
	 Well, anyway, that’s the kind of thing he would use to get our attention. The more I thought about the treasure being hidden in a well near the sandpits the more excited I became. I liked to have never gone to sleep. Well, next morning I went running up to C.C. to raise the flag. I was ready for us to get started. 
     I raised the yellow flag and went running on down to the trestle. It wasn’t to long before Doug and Homer showed up. We had to wait for a few minutes on C.C. When he finally showed up, he was toting a sack. We all asked him what he had. 
     He said, “I’m tired of being gone all day and not having anything to eat, so I brought me some groceries.”
      I asked, “What all you got in there?”
      “No,” said C. C. “ya’ll ain’t getting any of this. Go pack your own lunch. I got just enough to get me by for a good long day.” 
     I told you how smart C.C. was, didn’t I? He was always thinking ahead. He sure is something, ain’t he? 
     Well, every one of us went back to the house and packed some food. The only leftovers we had was four biscuits, two pieces of sausage, two pork chops left from supper and four baked sweet potatoes which wasn’t hardly worth the trip home, but I took it all anyway.  
     Oh well, maybe C.C. or Doug would share some of theirs with me. I’ll tell you about me and food. If Mrs. Old Lady Thornton came around when I was eating, she would just have to wait or go over and share one of the other guy’s food. I ain’t giving her any of mine. 
     We finally got under way with the bikes baskets loaded down with food. We looked like we were going to a potluck supper. Anyway, we got up to the Thornton place and there is Mr. Chauffeur Man and his helper, just as pretty as you please and they don’t look like they had a bad night at all. They must have gone over to Columbus to spend the night again. 
     I asked Mr. Chauffeur Man, “Did ya’ll spend the night here last night?”    	“We sure did” replied Mr. Chauffeur man “and that is the worst mattress I ever slept on, smelly, too.” 
     I said, “Do you mean to tell me you slept here all night and nothing bothered you at all?” 
     “Well, I guess that what I’m saying. There was on old hoot owl carrying on all night long, but other than that, no problems.” said Mr. Chauffeur Man. 	Homer’s hex had to have worked. Otherwise, Mrs. Old Lady Thornton would have been raising cane and rattling chains all night long. I knew Homer was doing some good.  
     Since Mrs. Old Lady Thornton was gone I said “Mr., can we look around some on this property. We have been up this way several times and there was never anyone alive, uh, I mean, around to give us permission to do any looking. Is it alright?” 
     He told us he didn’t have a problem with that but that he wanted us to stay close to the house so he wouldn’t have to wonder what we were doing. 	We agreed to do that. When we got around to the back of the house we went into a huddle, just like you see them do on a football field on a Friday night. The reason we did that is we did not want Mr. Chauffeur man hearing our plans. 
     I Said, “One of us need to see if we can find that sandpit. Let’s draw straws and the shortest draw has to look for it.” 
     We did. C. C. did the straws and I was last to draw and got the shortest. I might have been set up, I’m just not sure. I asked Doug if he wanted to swap straws. He just rolled his eyes around. That was all I got out of him. 
     I looked at Homer and he went to laughing. Why is it you never get any sympathy when you really need it? Wasn’t nothing for me to do except get my lunch and head out. 
     I waited until both of Mr. Fancy Mans’ hired hands were inside then I got my lunch and hightailed it toward the back of Mrs. Old Lady Thornton’s property. 
     I was making pretty good time as long as the trail was visible. It soon disappeared and I had to kind of cut my trail through the brush. I could hear something following me but everytime I looked back I couldn’t see anything. 	Pretty soon I came to a clearing in the brush and had a chance to get a real good look behind me. About twenty yards away, between me and the house, stood a white horse. He wasn’t moving, just standing there looking at me.
      I plum froze. I needed to pee. I needed to pee real bad. I noticed some pine trees and heavy brush up in front of me. I made a bee line for that. I got in the middle of the brush and started looking back for the horse. I didn’t see him anywhere so I went ahead and peed. 
     I had just finished my job and turned around and there he was, not more than twenty feet behind me. I don’t know how it did that so fast and it didn’t make any noise. 
     I was so dad blame scared I couldn’t get my feet to move. I reached in my sack and pulled out a sweet potato. It takes me a few minutes to get it peeled and the old horse just stands there watching me. I take a bite and that white horse whinny’s kind of soft like. 
     That horse starts walking toward me real slow like and I can’t move, not one step. I’ve got the sweet potato up pretty close to my mouth ready to take a bite, but I can’t get my arm to move either. That old horse keeps walking toward me. It’s a good thing I just peed a few minutes ago because I feel like I need to go again. 
     That horse was right up next to me now and it reaches out and takes a bite of my sweet potato. I pull back a little bit to get away from the horse and he gets to the sweet potato again and takes another bite.  
     I can finally start walking and that old horse takes right into following me. I give him a bite every so often and  by the time I get back to the house I have used up all my sweet potatoes and the white horse is still following me and it nudges me with its nose every once in awhile wanting more sweet potato.
      I’m thinking, this old horse ain’t so bad. Doug, C.C. and Homer stop what they are doing and freeze right there in their tracks. I know exactly how they are feeling. I walk right up to Doug and C.C. and their eyes are as big as quarters, the white horse still walking behind me. 
     All of a sudden Mr. Chauffeur Man comes out and the back door and says real loud, “What is going on out here. Where did you get that horse?” 
    That horse rears up with its front paws right over my head. I scoot forward about the time it comes down and it takes off toward the way we just came from. It ran off about fifty or sixty yards and turns around and looks at us. 
     Mr. Chauffeur Man looks at me and said, “Is that your horse? You sure do have it trained well, to follow you like that.” 
     Those boys still have not moved. They are just standing there. They take a look at the horse, and then they take a look at me. They did that two or three times. I said, “Men, what do you think of my horse?” 
     It was suppose to be a joke but they continued to stand there looking at me and they ain’t laughing either. I don’t know just what I’m going to do with that white horse but I sure know how I’m going to do it.




