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Chapter 9


       “The Old House in the Field” and




  “A Cry in the Night”




  By Jim Arbuckle

    Emily Arbuckle Sydenstricker was not only a very Godly Christian lady, but a very compassionate lady as well.  One example of her compassion was opening her home and heart to state children.  The children were either orphans or troubled children who had no home or needed a positive influence in their life.  During the 1950’s and 1960’s, Emily took four children under her wing and not only gave them a home, but motherly love and Christian guidance.  One such child was a young man named Johnny Loshkreff.  
    Johnny came to stay with Emily in 1953 and remained there until he graduated from high school in 1960.  In those seven years, Emily treated Johnny like a son and Johnny saw Emily as a mother.  Johnny was a favorite of Emily’s, and although Johnny was the typical teenage boy with his ups and downs, he matured into a fine man, husband and father.  Johnny joined the Navy after high school, but returned often to visit Emily.  Although Johnny’s mother lived in the area, she passed away when he was a teen living with Emily.  Reading Emily’s diaries, one can really see the love and devotion Emily and Johnny had for each other.  
     Johnny helped my grandfather and uncle almost every day on the farm, while growing up, and I have a few memories of Johnny Loshkreff.  I always remember Johnny’s fun and big brotherly ways, plus his slow talking and easy going manner. I have two old childhood memories I want to recall, so let’s journey back for a time that is best described as - “A Cry in the Night”  But before that story, allow me to create the story and time when Johnny and I went to a place I always called  “The Old House in the Field”
     It was a typical June day in 1959.  Eighteen year old Johnny Loshkreff had just arrived home on the school bus from Lewisburg High School. And like every evening, Emily was glad to see him. 
    “Hello, Ms Emily,” Johnny said as he walked in and laid his books down in the living room.

    “Oh Johnny!” Emily said as she greeted him.  “I am so glad that you are home.  How was your day?”

    “It was fine, Ms. Emily,” Johnny said with a smile.  “We won the baseball game, and I’m sure glad I’m out of school.  How was your day?”

    “Oh I had a fine day!” Emily said.  “Both my nieces Price and Lynn called and will be here soon from Florida.  I tried to trim the box hedge, but I’m sorry to say that I wore out in the heat.”

    “ Ms. Emily!” Johnny said with a smile.  “You shouldn’t have been trying to trim that hedge.  I’ll fix a sandwich and work on it myself.”

    “No, you had better go help Alex and Lockhart,” Emily said.  “Alex brought the mail into me this morning and I think he and Lockhart would like you to help them this evening.”

    “Alright, Ms. Emily!” Johnny said.  “I’m still going to work on that hedge as soon as I can.  And I’m still going to fix myself a sandwich.  Then I’ll go over and lend Mr. Alex a hand.”





*********************************

     It was close to 4 p.m. when Johnny rode over to Belle Vue farm and parked his bicycle by the back yard gate.  Carrie waved as she threw a bucket of mop water out in the back yard.  
    “Well hello, Ms Carrie,” Johnny yelled.  “It sure is a nice day.”

    “Hello Johnny,” Carrie called out.  “Alex and Lockhart are not yet back from Southern States.  You come on in the kitchen.  I just made some sugar cookies.  Would you like one and a glass of cold milk?” 

    “That sounds good!” Johnny said as he petted Fred, the yellow collie dog and walked in the kitchen. “I ate a sandwich before I came over here, but those cookies smell really good.”
    “I don’t think Alex needs you this afternoon,” Carrie said as Johnny bit into a freshly baked cookie. They decided to get salt this afternoon, but I think that he and Lockhart will need you to help move the cattle next week.  I’m sorry, but Alex thought they should get salt today.”
    “That’s okay, Ms. Carrie,” Johnny said with a laugh.  “While I am here, maybe I can lend you a hand!”

    “Well!” Carrie said.  “Virginia was down and helped me this morning.  But you are welcome to stay and talk while I fix supper.”

    “How is Virginia?” Johnny asked as he began washing the milk buckets.  
    “Oh she is fine,” Carrie said.  “Cary has deliveries all over the country and the children are all fine.”

    “Boy, those three children are growing like weeds!” Johnny said with a grin.  “They are sure growing fast.”

    “Yes!” Carrie said with a smile.  “Johnson is five, Jane is three and little Alex will soon be one year old.”

    “And Jimmy and Davis are sure growing too!” Johnny said, as he sat the clean buckets on the porch.
    “Yes, they are!” Carrie laughed.  “Jimmy is eight and Davis is two.  Jimmy was supposed to come over this evening, but I have not seen anything of him.
    “He’s probably playing hooky!” Johnny said with a laugh.  “Ms. Carrie, I don’t mean to change the subject, but who is the picture of that lady hanging over the piano in the parlor?”
    “Well, that is Alex’s grandmother,” Carrie replied.  “And it is not a picture.  It is a portrait!  Come to the parlor with me and I’ll show you.”

    “Boy, this old house sure stays cool,” Johnny said as they passed through the dinning room and hall.  

    “Yes,” Carrie said as they stopped by the stairway.  “The walls are nearly two feet thick and the house was built in a T, all designed to help keep the house cool during hot weather.”

    “Boy, I sure love this big stairway!” Johnny said as he looked up the beautiful stair well that winded all the way to the third floor attic.  ‘It sure is beautiful.”
    “Yes!” Carrie said.  “Conrad Burgess did a fine job on it.  Come on in the parlor and let me show you Julia Bell.”
    “Boy, I like that fireplace!” Johnny smiled as they walked in the parlor.  “It’s all hand carved just like the mantel in the dining room, but Mr. Alex says it is not quite as big.  Oh yeah, there is the old lady!”

    “Her name is Julia Bell,” Carrie said as the two looked up at the old portrait.  “She was the wife of Alexander Welch Arbuckle and the artist that painted her was quite talented.  Her eyes follow you around the room.  They say that is a sign of a talented artist.”
   “Yeah, and kind of spooky too!” Johnny said with a laugh.  “But I sure appreciate you showing me!”

    “Hey Carrie!” a voice yelled from the dinning room.  “Hey Carrie, where are you?”

    “We are in the parlor, Alex!” Carrie called back.  “I was showing Johnny the portrait of your grandmother!”

    “Well, hi there Johnny!” Alex laughed as he greeted the young man.  “Lockhart and I decided not to move those cattle until next week, but since you are here, you can help with the milking.”

    “That sounds fine, Mr. Alex,” Johnny said.  “I got the milk buckets all cleaned.  And Ms. Carrie, thank you again for showing me around.”

    “Carrie!” Alex laughed.  “Jimmy just came in, and he’s in the kitchen eating your cookies.”
    “Oh mercy me,” Carrie said with a laugh.  “Eating those cookies will ruin his appetite for supper.”





*****************************

     As Alex and Johnny reached the back door, Lockhart told Johnny to take Fred and bring the milk cows to the barn.  He also told Jimmy to get the eggs as he headed out the door. 
    “Hey there, Jimmy!” Johnny called out.  “How are you boy?  Why don’t you help me bring the milk cows in?”

    “Okay!” Jimmy said.  
     A few minutes later all were in the bull lot field heading toward the four milk cows that were peacefully grazing in the far distance.  As Jimmy and Johnny walked toward the milk cows, a barking Fred came running by them. 
    “Don’t scare them Fred!” Johnny called out.  “Just hold back boy and bring the cows in!”

     As Alex and Lockhart later stood back to allow the cows to walk in the milking parlor, Johnny joined them by grabbing a stool as all three men begin milking.
     Jimmy walked around the field which is called the bull lot.  As he stopped by a south fence, he could see the pond in the next field, stocked with both blue gill and bass.  He could hear the frogs jumping in the water and some had already begun croaking.  Looking up the hill to the west, he saw his grandmother carrying a flower pot around the side of the big red brick house.  As he walked back to the center of the field, he rolled up his pants legs and stepped in the cold concrete water trough.  As he enjoyed the refreshing cold water on his legs, he saw the milk cows and Johnny heading back toward him.  
    “Hey Jimmy!” Johnny called out with a laugh.  “You are going to freeze yourself in that cold cow trough!”

    “Come on and stick your feet in!” Jimmy yelled.  “It’s really cold!”

    “Too cold for me!” Johnny laughed.  “That water is like ice even on a hot day.”
    “Hey Johnny!” Jimmy said as he pulled his feet out of the water.  “Have you ever been to that old house over in the other field?”

    “You mean the old Mullennax house?” Johnny said with a grin.  “Sure!  I’ve been there lots of times.”

    “Is it haunted?” Jimmy asked.  “ I think it is.”

    “Well!” Johnny said with a laugh.  “I’ve helped your granddaddy and Lockhart take lumber there several times, and none of us saw any ghosts.  It’s a spooky looking old house, but I don’t think it’s haunted.  Haven’t you been over there before?”
    “No!” Jimmy said as he put on his little boots.  “My mother won’t let me go there alone.  Johnny, will you take me over there sometime?”

    “Yeah, I can take you over there sometime,” Johnny said with a laugh.  “That is if your mama gives us the okay.  You like ghosts and haunted houses, Jimmy?”
    “Not really!” Jimmy said.  “I’d just like to see that old house.”

    “Nothing much to see!” Johnny laughed.  “It’s just an old abandoned tenant house.  I think a family named Mullennax lived there last.  Just an old empty and dirty house!  No ghosts, but maybe a few rats!  Maybe we’d better head back to the house.”

    “Will you take me tomorrow afternoon?” Jimmy yelled.  “I’ll be over here.”

    “Afternoon?” Johnny said with a laugh.  “It’s no fun going to old houses in the afternoon.  We need to be over there at night.  Maybe some night when you spend the night with your grandparents, we can walk over to that old house.  Are you afraid?”
    “No!” Jimmy said.  “Hey Johnny, what about tonight?  Maybe we can go tonight!”

    “Sounds good to me!” Johnny laughed.   “You’d better go back to the house.  And I’d better go and help Lockhart slop the pigs.  I’ll meet you over here after I eat supper; just before dark.”




*********************************
     After returning to the barn, Johnny help Alex and Lockhart a few minutes before he hopped on his bike and peddled out Arbuckle Lane.  Reaching Emily’s house he saw a strange car with Florida license in the driveway.  Johnny immediately knew that Emily’s two nieces had arrived.  And that was evident as he heard joyful laughter and conversation coming from the sun room. 
    “Oh Johnny!” Emily called out as he walked in the front door.  “Look who is here!”

    “Hello”, Ms. Lynn!” Johnny smiled as Emily’s niece walked out of the sun room.
    “Hello Johnny!” Lynn said with a smile.  “It is so good to see you.”

    “Thank-you, Ms. Lynn,” Johnny said with a smile.  “How was your trip and how’s your family?”

    “Oh the trip was fine” Lynn said.  “Poor Price drove all the way!  And my husband Bill is fine!    We have been married for over twenty years and I still hate to be away from him.”
    “And how’s your daughter, Judy?”

    “Judy is fine!” Lynn said with a smile.  “She is really growing fast and already a real beautiful young lady.  Come on in the sun room and speak to Price.”
    “Hey, Miss McLaughlin!” Johnny said as he walked in and greeted Lynn’s older sister, Price.   
    “I was wondering if you were going to come in and speak to me!” Price said as she reached up and shook his hand.  “And what’s with the Miss McLaughlin?  Can’t you call me Price?  You make me feel old!”

    “Of course I can!” Johnny said with a laugh.  “How are you?”

    “I’m cold!!” Price said with a laugh.  “Aunt Emily and Lynn think it’s hot here, but it never gets hot enough for me in West Virginia.  Only in Florida!   Why don’t you build us a fire?”
    “I declare Elizabeth Price!” Emily said with a laugh.  “Poor girl, are you really cold?”

    “You’re darn tootin I’m cold, Aunt Emily!” Price laughed.  “Tell Johnny to build us a fire!”

    “I’ll build her a fire, Ms. Emily!” Johnny said as Lynn was laughing.  “There’s plenty of wood out back.”
     No sooner had Johnny began a fire in the grate than Andrew and Dottie McLaughlin arrived to see Price and Lynn.  Andrew was glad to see his two sisters, and both Lynn and Price were glad to see their brother and sister-in-law.  

    “Yes, you will stay for supper!” Emily told her nephew.  “We have plenty of food, and Andrew we insist that both you and Dottie eat with us.”

    “Okay, Aunt Emmy!” Andy said as he gave his aunt a hug.  “What in the world are you doing with a fire on this warm evening?”

    “Because I’m cold!” Price said as everyone burst into laughter.  “I should have stayed in Florida.”
     Both Carrie and Alex called to say hello to Price and Lynn as everyone was sitting down to dinner. 
     Johnny was an inquisitive boy.  Throughout the evening meal, he asked many questions about the McLaughlin family.  Andrew, Price and Lynn all gladly told them of their grandfather, Andrew Matthews McLaughlin, and how he sold his large farm in Pocahontas County and moved his family to Greenbrier County and settled on the Clifton farm in Maxwelton.  Johnny was especially interested when he learned that Clifton Presbyterian Church’s name derived from the Clifton farm.  
    “That was because our grandfather,” Price said.  “Our granddad, A.M. McLaughlin gave the land to build the church.”

    “And he was one of the first elders in the church,” Lynn added.  “And our grandmother was Mary Margaret Georgianna Price McLaughlin.”

    “Okay!” Johnny said.  “But where does Preston and Alexander fall into all of this?”

    “They are our brothers!”  Andy said.  “Preston and Lynn are twins.  Preston lives in Hillsboro and Alexander lives in Alderson.” 
    “Yea, I know them alright,” Johnny said.  “I know Cleat rice, Lee, Julia, Virginia and little Alex.  I remember seeing them all when your mother passed away last November.”

    “Aunt Emily!” Lynn said with a laugh.  “We forgot to say the blessing!”

    “Goodness gracious, Lynn!” Emily laughed.  “We certainly did!  I declare!”

    “Too much talking!” Mary Lynn said with a frown.  “Well, someone say the blessing!”

     After Emily had grace, both Price and Lynn brought dessert from the kitchen.  “This is a dumb question,” Johnny said.  “But how did the farm come by the name Clifton?”

    “By the cliffs, wasn’t it Andy?” Dottie said.

    “Yeah!” Andrew said!  “Those tall cliffs behind the house gave the farm the name, Clifton.”

    “I’ve been up there!” Johnny laughed.   “Teddy Bostic, Billy McClung and I threw rocks over the cliffs.”

    “Oh Johnny!” Emily frowned.  “I don’t want you on those cliffs.  They are dangerous!  You may fall!”

    “Alright, Ms. Emily,” Johnny laughed.  “Folks, you all will have to excuse me.  I’m going to take Jimmy a walk over in the field.  I’ll see you good folks later.”

    “It’s kind of late, isn’t it?” Dottie frowned.  “Isn’t Jimmy a little too young to walk out in the dark so late?”

    “Don’t worry, Ms. Dottie,” Johnny laughed.  “I won’t let any ghosts get him.  I won’t be late, Ms. Emily.” 





******************************

     Johnny arrived back over at Belle Vue shortly before dark.  Carrie was kind of skeptical in allowing Jimmy to go for a walk in the field this late, but his mother, Louise said it would it be okay and Johnny assured her that he would keep a careful and watchful eye. 

     As they walked through the field, they climbed the fence and a few minutes later, the two saw the dark and abandoned old tenant house.  The wood on the old house looked as black as the night shadows that surrounded it.  Most of the windows were broken out, and the porch falling into ruins, gave it an erry look, and one a ghostly feeling.  
    “This is the old Mullennax house,” Johnny said.  “You want to go inside?”
    “Okay!” Jimmy said.
     As Johnny pulled a flash light from his jeans, he pushed open the old sagging front door as the two boys walked in.  Cobwebs hung from the ceiling as Johnny flashed the light around the room.  Both boys jumped when a bat or bird flew around the room and out a back window.  They both chuckled when the light shone on a mouse that ran across the floor.  As Jimmy followed Johnny around, it was evident that the old house had been vacant for many years.  There was no furniture except for an old dusty table that had fallen into ruins and was probably once the dinner table.  The walls had lost most of its plaster, which cracked and popped as the boys stepped on the crumbling particles under their feet.  Walking around to the west side, the moon shown in on an old fallen down cook stove, which told them they were now in the kitchen.
    “Where does that door go?” Jimmy asked as the two returned to the front entrance.
    “That goes up stairs!” Johnny said.  “You want to go up?  We may see a ghost!  Are you scared?”
    “No!” Jimmy said as Johnny laughed and opened the old wooden door.
     As Johnny flashed the light up the dark wooden steps, both boys began to climb the very steep stairs.  Once at the top, the light showed one big open area or room.  Two old fallen down beds told them that many or all the family may have slept there.  “What is that?” Jimmy said as Johnny flashed his light on the floor.

    “It’s an old magazine!” Johnny said.  “Would you look at this?  It’s an old 1939 “Life” magazine.

    As the two boys made it back down the steep stairs, Jimmy found several old shoes on the floor and Johnny stumbled over an old clothes iron near the cooking stove. 
    “I don’t see any ghost,” Jimmy said looking up at Johnny.  “There is no ghost in this house!”
    “That’s right!” Johnny laughed as he pushed Jimmy’s little cowboy hat down over his eyes.  “I told you back at the water trough this evening that there was no ghost in this old house.  But there is a ghost close by, or least I’ve heard there was.  You want me to tell you about it in here or outside?”

    “Maybe outside!” Jimmy said as Johnny laughed.  “Maybe outside under the moon.”
    “Moon light is for romance stories, not ghost stories,” Johnny laughed.  “Maybe you should just wait and get Gay Walkup tell you about this ghost.  You know Gay, don’t you?”
    “Yeah,” Jimmy said.  “She lives up at the top of the hill with her mother and sister.  “I saw and talked to her when Dat and Lockhart baled hay last summer.  
    “Okay,” Johnny said.  “You talk to Gay sometime.  She can tell you more about this old ghost than I can.  We need to get back over to the house before your mother comes.  Let’s go, Jimmy!”

In thirty minutes they were both back at the house, and Jimmy had a lot to tell Nana, and then later his mother about the old house in the field.  




     The End




Written by Jim Arbuckle in 1985

I’m not sure if my mother ever knew that Johnny took me to the old tenant house at such a young age, but my cousin Johnson Lewis and my brother Davis went there many times in out boyhood. 

I dedicate this story in the honor of John Loshkreff, who was like a member of the family for many years.  And now to the story –
 “A Cry in the Night!”
In the summer of 1965, I was helping my granddad Alex and Uncle Lock bale hay a short distance north of Belle Vue on the Walkup place.  Gay Walkup and her sister, Janet lived with their mother on their small farm.  They had a nice old wooden farm house, and a large old wooden barn.  Both Gay and Janet Walkup were a few years older than me.  On some of the hot days in the hay field at their farm, Gay would help my granddad load bales on the wagon, as I drove the tractor, and Lockhart continued to bale more hay.  
One late afternoon, several weeks after the hay was all put in the barn, I rode Tony over to the Walkup fence line, tied my horse to a post, and walked up to the Walkup house.  Gay Walkup came out, and laughed when I asked her about some ghost around here.  “I’d like to hear the story” I said.  
    “I don’t know how true this story is,” Gay said, as we walked out in the yard.  “But some claim it’s true.  Story goes that a well dressed old gentleman was passing through this area in the late 1800’s, when his buggy horse came up lame.  He stopped by a farm and bought or traded his old lame horse for a horse with four good legs.  Now, he may have bought the horse from your granddaddy’s farm, but the direction he was headed, it was probably a farm on back closer to Lewisburg.  Well this new horse he bought was either a white or gray horse. I’ve heard two different colors!  But gray or white, he was a very high spirited animal.  And somewhere between here and town, the horse ran away and the buggy overturned and killed the old guy.  Anyway the sheriff came, and no one knew him.  But inside his coat was a card identifying him as E.J. Jenkins.  The sheriff did some checking, and I guess he sent a wire, and came to find out he was from Henry County, VA.  I’m not sure if he had any family or friends, but they buried in the old graveyard over there.”
    “What graveyard?” Jimmy said.
    “That old graveyard over there in that patch of trees,” Gay said as she pointed south.  “Some refer to it as the old Beard Cemetery.  Anyway, that is where they buried the poor old fellow.”

    “Is that it?” Jimmy asked.  

    “No!” Gay laughed. “Let me finish!  Somewhere near here, maybe even on your granddad’s place, strange things began to happen.  But this old man thought it was at an old house a little ways north of here. The old house is not there anymore.  No one seems to know the family that lived there, but some say that their first names were Rube and Neva.  Anyway it was a September night in 1898, a few days after the old gentleman was killed, - that this Neva came out to draw some water from the well when she heard something that sounded like a crying sound.  She became frightened and scurried back into the house, but did not tell her husband Rube what she heard.  Thinking it was just her imagination, she went back out in the night, and after drawing some well water again, she stopped and began to listen to see if she could hear the strange sound that she had heard earlier.  As she stood in the black of night, all she could hear was a cow balling off in the distance.  As she started to the house with her pail of water, she stopped when she heard a moaning sound.  Running to the house, her husband noticed that Neva looked frightened.  But telling him it was nothing, they went to bed.  
     The next morning Neva went out thinking and hoping that she would find an injured animal to explain the strange sound she had heard the night before.  But she never found an animal, injured or dead.  
     When nightfall came, she ventured out to draw some more water before bedtime.  She had no sooner filled her bucket, when she began to hear moaning sounds again.  Determined to find out what this was, she began calling out to see who was there and if they were alright.  After listening for a few more seconds, she was startled once again when she began to hear the moaning sounds again.  But this time it sounded more like groans of someone in pain.  
     She then went to the house and told her husband of what she had heard, and told him it sounded like a man who was hurt or dying.  Rube walked out in the dark and did not hear anything.  Neva, later joined him at the well, but this time there was no strange sounds.  
     The next day Neva was nervous of the sounds in the dark that she could not explain.  Washing clothes in the sunlight all day, she listened but never heard a sound, which convinced her that she must have heard a suffering animal that was now dead. 
      When nightfall came, she ventured out again for well water.  She had no sooner cranked her bucket full when she began to hear the moaning sounds again.  Determined to find out who was there, she began to call out and asking who it was and if they were alright.  She became more frightened when she heard the moaning sounds again.  It sounded like someone in pain or agony, and it was coming south of their house.  She then froze in fright when she saw a white horse running toward her.  Screaming in terror, she stood as she watched the white horse galloping by her and then out of sight, with sound of human moans. 
      Racing to the house, she told her husband of the white horse running wild and terrified and the moaning which sounded like a cry in the night.  Rube, of course went out to investigate, but heard no moaning sounds and certainly did not see any white horse.  When Rube returned, he saw that his wife was really shaken.  Neva told her husband that she did not believe in physical life after death and she did not want to sound as though she had lost her mind, but she believed the cries that she heard was a cry of a man, and believed that cry was the old man who was killed a few days ago, and that the horse she had seen was the horse that he was driving when his buggy overturned.  Rube had never seen his wife like this and he also knew that she was not the type of a woman to make something like this up.  He knew who had the horse after the wreck.  He told Neva to keep the doors locked and that he would be back in an hour.  
     Now, I don’t know who had this white horse or where it was, but when Rube arrived at this farm, he looked in the barn, and there was this white horse standing peacefully in a stall. 
      When he returned and told Neva, she said that she was sorry and said what she had heard and seen had to be her imagination, and that the wind had probably played tricks on her mind and that the horse was probably some lost and frightened horse from a nearby farm running loose through the pasture.  She also thought what ever water needed to be drawn should be drawn during the day.  
     About a week or so later, Rube was awakened in the night when he heard a woman screaming.  As he rose up in bed, he was alarmed when he saw that Neva was not beside him.  Running down the stairs, he ran out into the night, where he found Neva screaming hysterically with fright.  She was so out of her mind that she was even afraid of her own husband.  Rube finally managed to get his poor terrified wife back in the house.  When he finally got her calmed down, Neva told her husband that she had gotten up to go to the bathroom.  As she neared the out- house, she began to hear the moaning, then cries of agony and then the sound of a distressed male voice crying, “Whoa, whoa!”  And that they came from the old grave yard.  Then she said that the white horse reappeared again, running frightened and reared up in front of her.  Then she said that the cries and screams of “whoa” turned to screams of “No, no!”  She again told Rube that it had to be the old man who was recently killed and buried down in the old graveyard.  Rube told his wife that the old man, E.J. Jenkins, did not even know her, had never seen her before, and certainly had no reason to haunt her, if there was even physical life after death.  Rube, then walked out in the night, stood for a long time, and never heard a thing.”
    “Is that it?” Jimmy said with a little shake in his voice. 

    “That’s about it!” Gay said.  “Did that scare you?”

    “Oh, a little!” Jimmy replied. 

    “You want to walk over to the old grave yard?” Gay asked.  “There is a little bit more, but if you are afraid, we can just stop here.”
    “No, I’m not afraid!” Jimmy said. 

    “Then you sure do fool me!” Gay said with a laugh.  “It’s just right over there in that clump of trees.
     As the two walled, the wet due was now on their feet.  The moon was now shown on them. And Jimmy could see the old vacant and spooky Mullenax house down the hill in the field.  A few minutes later they reached a fence and a grove of trees.  As Gay and Jimmy climbed over the wire fence, the two stood and looked at a thick wilderness.  As Gay turned on a flashlight, it became spookier, as all they could see was brush and stones.  But the stones were not natural rock, and Gay sensed Jimmy’s surprise when he saw that the stones were tombstones.  “You scared?” Gay said as the flashlight actually made the area more ghostly. 
    “Not really!” Jimmy replied in a low voice.  “Who are all these graves?”

    “Oh, just people buried from long ago!”  Gay said.  “Some are farm workers, families and may be even a slave or two buried in this old place.”

     As the two walked a few yards more, they stopped as the old grave stones looked scary from the flash light and night’s dark shadows.  “Gay!”  Jimmy said.  “Do you believe in that story you just told me?”

    “I don’t know!” Gay said.  “Personally, I don’t believe in ghosts!  But I do believe that old Neva was haunted by something that she and no one have been able to explain.  I’ve taken a walk over here a few times at night!  It was ghostly and spooky alright!  But I never did hear any moans, cries or any white horse running around.  But then again, maybe I came on the wrong night.  The tale goes on to say that Neva heard these unexplained cries so much that they had to move away.  And the tale ends that once they moved away, Neva never saw the white horse or the cry in the night again.”
    “Where is Jenkins buried?” Jimmy said. 

    “You’ve been standing on the old man’s grave for the last five minutes!” Gay said with a big laugh.  

     As she flashed the light down on what was not a stone, but an old steel tome stone, Jimmy knelt down and saw the reading.  “E.J. Jenkins – Born Sept. 30, 1831 – Died Sept. 3, 1898.”

    “Is there anymore to the story?” Jimmy asked as he stood up.

    “Oh, I don’t guess!” Gay replied.  “There are a lot of questions nobody has ever been able to answer.  Was it really cries that Neva heard on those nights back in 1898?  Did Jenkins spirit come alive to cry in agony from the wreck of his buggy?  Was the horse that Neva saw on those nights a real horse, or did Jenkins spirit control the woman?  Or was the horse a spirit?  Questions that have never been answered!  Who knows?  We’d better head on back.  You be careful riding your horse home.”
     “Thanks Gay,” Jimmy said as they talked for a minute in the Walkup front yard.  “Thanks for telling me about E.J. Jenkins.”

     “You’re welcome, Jimmy,” Gay laughed.  “Only trouble is, you never read all that was on the grave stone!”

    “What do you mean?” Jimmy asked looking confused. 
    “Just what I said!” Gay laughed.  “You never finished reading what was on the old stone. Maybe you ought to come up here again sometime and read it all.  But if it’s a night, bring a light and be careful!  See you, Jimmy!”

     The next morning, Jimmy was up early and went over to Belle Vue and told Carrie all about the ghost of E.J. Jenkins.  His grandmother just laughed and said that she had never heard such a silly and ridiculous story.  Lockhart came in the kitchen and was mad at Jimmy for not coming over and helping yesterday as he had promised. 
    As Jimmy walked up to the chicken house, he saw his granddad coming out of the grain crib. 
     “Dat,” Jimmy said.  “Have you ever heard of E.J. Jenkins?”

    “Who?” Alex yelled, as he tossed a can in the back of the truck.
    As Jimmy told him some of the story, Alex laughed, and told him that it was all hog wash!  
“Let me tell you something, squirt!  It’s better to be afraid of the living than the dead!   Now go get the eggs and take them in to Carrie!”

     But what Gay had said last night got the best of Jimmy’s curiosity.  So that evening, Jimmy climbed on his horse, and rode back up to the old graveyard.  Being all alone made it much spookier than the night before.  As he climbed over the fence, he flashed his light on the many old head stones that dotted the scary wooded area.  He jumped and stopped dead in his tracks when a stick snapped under his feet.  A howling of a far away dog only added to the fright he felt as he made his way to the old grave site.  Remembering that Jenkins grave was to the east of the other graves and all by itself, he walked a few more yards, as his light shined on the old steel grave stone.  Shinning his light on the old marker, he knelt down and read the same name, the DOB and his death, just like the night before.  “What was Gay talking about?” Jimmy said to himself.  As he flashed his light to the bottom of the marker, he saw the writing that he had not seen the night before.  Now he knew what Gay meant, as he read the words,  

“Our Father Not Dead but Sleeping”




     Written in 1985 by Jim Arbuckle




        ******************

   Note: I dedicate this story to the late Virginia Gay Walkup.  I never saw or talked to her much before or after this time, but I fondly remember Gay, her mother and sister Janet, who lived in that nice and typical old farm house, just across the north fence line from Belle Vue Farm. 



Arbuckle Family Members



Alexander W. Arbuckle (Dat) III – 1887-1990



Carrie Botts Arbuckle (Nana) – 1894-1975



Emily Creigh Arbuckle Sydenstricker – 1880-1980



Mary Lynn Arbuckle – 1882-1972


Lockhart Francis Arbuckle – 1932-2017


James Alexander Arbuckle (Jimmy) – 1951-



Elizabeth Price McLaughlin – 1902-?


Margaret Lynn McLaughlin Unger – 1910- 2002


Andrew Wayt McLaughlin – 1903-1987


Dottie Fields McLaughlin – 1913-2008


Johnny Loshkreff – 1942-




*******************************************************

To see a musical slide show of both “The Old House” and “A Cry in the Night,” go to VIDEOS and scroll down to “A Cry in the Night”

For some reason the suspenseful music for this video was removed by someone and replaced with a more soft tune that does not go with these two stories, but you can still view the pictures of both stories.  



Written by……………….
Jim Arbuckle




Photos………………..
Sandy Beasley 




Music by………………...
Walter Rizzati 

Come with me in Chapter 10, and hear about Emily Arbuckle Sydenstricker’s love of children.  This is Jim Arbuckle, and thanks for reading a couple of my childhood memories.  
